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LADY  INGER  OF  OSTRAt 

INTRODUCTION* 

Hexrik  Johan  Ibsen  was  bom  on  March  20,  1828,  at 
the  little  seaport  of  Skien,  situated  at  the  head  of  a  long 
fiord  on  the  south  coast  of  Norway.  His  great-great- 
grandfather was  a  Dane,  who  settled  in  Bergen  about 
1720.  His  great-grandmother,  Wenche  Dischington,  was 
the  daughter  of  a  Scotchman,  who  had  settled  and  be- 
come naturalised  in  Norway;  and  Ibsen  himself  was 
inclined  to  ascribe  some  of  his  characteristics  to  the 
Scottish  strain  in  his  blood.  Both  his  grandmother 
(Plesner  by  name)  and  his  mother,  Maria  Cornelia 
Altenburg,  were  of  German  descent.  It  has  been  said 
that  there  was  not  a  drop  of  Norwegian  blood  in  Ibsen's 
composition;  but  it  is  doubtful  whether  this  statement 
can  l>e  substantiated.  Most  of  his  male  ancestors  were 
sailors;  but  his  father,  Knud  Ibsen,  was  a  merchant. 
WTien  Henrik  (his  first  child)  was  born,  he  seems  to 
have  been  prosperous,  and  to  have  led  a  very  social  and 
perhaps  rather  extravagant  life.  But  when  the  poet  was 
eight  years  old,  financial  disaster  overtook  the  family, 
and  they  had  to  withdraw  to  a  comparatively  small  farm- 
house on  the  outskirts  of  the  little  town,  where  they  lived 
in  poverty  and  retirement. 

As  a  boy,  Ibsen  appears  to  have  been  lacking  in  ani- 
mal spirits  and  the  ordinary  childish  taste  for  games. 

♦  Copyright.  1908,  by  Charies  Scribner's  Sons. 
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4  LADY  INGER  OP  OSTRAT 

Our  chief  gliitapses  of  his  home  life  are  due  to  his  sistei 
Hedvig,  the  only  ODe  of  his  family  with  whom,  io  after 
years,  he  maintained  any  interoourse,  and  whose  name 
he  gave  to  one  of  his  most  beautiful  creations.*  She  re- 
lates that  the  only  outdoor  amusement  he  cared  for  was 
"building" — in  what  material  does  not  appear.  Among 
indoor  diversions,  that  to  which  he  was  most  addicted 
was  conjuring,  a  younger  brother  serving  as  his  confed- 
erate. We  also  hear  of  his  cutting  out  fantastically' 
dressed  figures  in  paste-board,  attaching  them  to  wood^i 
blocks,  and  ranging  them  in  groups  or  tableaux.  He 
may  be  said,  in  short,  to  have  had  a  toy  theatre  without 
the  stage.  In  all  these  amusements,  it  is  possible,  with 
a  little  goodwill,  to  divine  the  coming  dramatist — the 
constructive  faculty,  the  taste  for  technical  legerdemain 
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be  had  to  set  about  earning  his  living,  and  was  ap- 
prenticed to  an  apothecary  in  Grimstad,  a  town  on  the 
south-west  coast  of  Norway,  between  Arendal  and  Chris- 
tianssand.  He  was  here  in  even  narrower  social  sur- 
roundings than  at  Skien.  His  birthplace  numbered 
some  3,000  inhabitants,  Grimstad  about  800.  That  he 
was  contented  with  his  lot  cannot  be  supposed;  and  the 
short,  dark,  taciturn  youth  seems  to  have  made  an  un- 
svmpathetic  and  rather  uncanny  impression  upon  the 
burghers  of  the  little  township.  His  popularity  was  not 
heightened  by  a  talent  which  he  presently  developed  for 
drawing  caricatures  and  writing  personal  lampoons. 
He  found,  however,  two  admiring  friends  in  Christopher 
Lorentz  Due,  a  custom-house  clerk,  and  a  law  student 
named  Ole  Schulerud.  ^  • 

The  first  political  event  which  aroused  his  interest 
and  stirred  him  to  literarj'  expression  was  the  French 
Revolution  of  1848.  He  himself  writes:*  "The  times 
were  much  disturbed.  The  February  revolution,  the 
rising  in  Hungary  and  elsewhere,  the  Slesvig  War — all 
this  had  a  strong  and  ripening  effect  on  my  develop- 
ment, immature  though  it  remained  both  then  and  long 
afterwards.  I  wrote  clangorous  poems  of  encourage- 
ment to  the  Magyars,  adjuring  them,  for  the  sake  of 
freedom  and  humanity,  not  to  falter  in  their  righteous 
war  against  *the  tyrants';  and  I  composed  a  long  series 
of  sonnets  to  King  Oscar,  mainly,  so  far  as  I  remem- 
ber, urging  him  to  set  aside  all  petty  considerations, 
and  march  without  delay,  at  the  head  of  his  army,  to 
the  assistance  of  our  Danish   brothers  on   the  Slesvig 

*  Preface  to  the  second  edition  of  CatUina.  1875. 
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froDtier."  The  series  of  soni^ts,  aod  one  of  the  poems 
"To  Hungary-!"  have  been  published  in  the  poet's  Lit- 
erary Remaitu.  About  the  same  time  he  was  reading 
for  his  matriculation  examination  at  Christiania  Uni- 
versity, where  he  proposed  to  study  medicine;  and  it 
happened  that  the  Latin  books  prescribed  were  Sallust's 
Catiline  and  Cicero's  CaiHinarian  Oraliotu.  "I  de- 
voured these  documents,"  says  Ibsen,  "  and  a  few  months 
later  my  drama  [Catilina]  was  finished."  His  friend 
Schulerud  took  it  to  Christiania,  to  offer  it  to  the  theatre 
and  to  the  publishers.  By  both  it  was  declined.  Schule- 
rud, however,  had  it  printed  at  his  own  expense;  and  soon 
after  its  appearance,  in  the  early  spring  of  1850,  Ibsen 
himself  came  to  Christiania.' 

For  the  most  part  written   in  blank  verse,  Catilina 
towards  the  close  breaks  into  rhvmJng  trochaic  lines  of 
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ace  to  the  re-written  Catilina,  in  which  he  tells  how  the 
bulk  of  the  first  edition  wa&  sold  as  waste  paper,  and 
adds:  "  In  the  days  immediately  following  we  lacked  none 
of  the  first  necessities  of  life."  He  went  to  a  "student 
factoTT,"  or,  as  we  should  say,  a  "crammer's,"  managed 
bv  one  Heltberg;  and  there  he  fell  in  with  several  of  the 
leading  spirits  of  his  generation — notably  with  Bjomson,' 
A.  O.  Vinje,  and  Jonas  Lie.  In  the  early  summer  of 
1850  he  wrote  a  one-act  play,  Kifsmpehiown  {The  War- 
rior's Barrow)  y  entirely  in  the  sentimental  and  somewhat 
verbose  manner  of  the  Danish  poet  Oehlenschlager.  It 
was  accepted  by  the  Christiania  Theatre,  and  performed 
three  times,  but  cannot  have  put  much  money  in  the 
poet's  purse.  With  Paul  Botten-Hansen  and  A.  O.  Vinje 
he  co-operated  in  the  production  of  a  weekly  satirical 
paper,  at  first  entitled  Mandcn  {The  Man),  but  after- 
wards Andhrimner,  after  the  cook  of  the  gods  in  Val- 
halla. To  this  journal,  which  lasted  only  from  January 
to  September,  1851,  he  contributed,  among  other  things, 
a  satirical  "music-tragedy,"  entitled  Norma,  or  a  Politi- 
Clans  Lave}  As  the  circulation  of  the  paper  is  said  to 
have  been  something  under  a  hundred,  it  cannot  have 
paid  its  contributors  verj'  lavishly.  About  this  time,  too, 
he  narrowly  escaped  arrest  on  account  of  some  politi- 
cal agitation,  in  which,  however,  he  had  not  been  verj' 
deeply  concerned. 

Meanwhile  a  movement  had  been  going  forward  in 
the  capital  of  Western  Norway,  Bergen,  which  was  to 
have  a  determining  influence  on  Ibsen's  destinies. 

*  The  whole  three  acts  are  comprised  in  eight  pages  of  the  Literary 
Remains  (vol.  i). 
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Tip'  to  1850  there  Iiad  been  practically  no  Norwegian 
drama.  The  two  great  poets  of  the  first  half  of  the  cen- 
tury', Wei^land  and  Welhaven,  had  nothing  dramatic 
in  their  composition,  though  Wei^land  more  than  once 
essayed  the  dramatic  form.  Danish  actors  and  Danish 
plays  held  entire  possession  of  the  Christiania  Theatre; 
and,  though  amateur  performances  were  not  uncommon 
in  provincial  towns,  it  was  generally  held  that  the  Nor- 
wegians, as  a  nation,  were  devoid  of  a!l  talent  for  acting. 
The  very  sound  of  Nonvegian  (as  distinct  from  Danish) 
was  held  by  Norwegians  themselves  to  be  ridiculous  on 
the  stage.  Fortunately  Ole  Bull,  the  great  violinist,  was 
not  of  that  opinion.  With  the  insight  of  genius,  he  saw 
that  the  time  had  come  for  the  development  of  a  national 
drama;  he  set  forth  this  view  in  a  masterly  argument 
addressed  to  the  Storthing;  and  he  gave  practical  eiTet-t 


INTRODUCTION  9 

The  town  of  Bergen  numbered  only  25,000  inhabitants. 
Performances  were  given  only  twice,  or,  at  the  outside, 
three  times,  a  week;  and  the  highest  price  of  admission 
▼as  two  shillings.  What  can  have  been  attempted  in 
the  way  of  scenery  or  costumes  it  is  hard  to  imagine.  Of 
a  three-act  play,  produced  in  1852,  we  read  that  ''the 
mounting,  which  cost  £22  10^.,  left  nothing  to  be  de- 
sired." 

Ibsen's  connection  with  the  Bergen  Theatre  lasted 
from  November  6,  1851,  until  the  summer  of  1857 — 
that  is  to  say,  from  his  twenty-fourth  to  his  thirtieth  year. 
He  was  engaged  in  the  first  instance  ''to  assist  the  the- 
atre as  dramatic  author,"  but  in  the  following  year  he 
received  from  the  management  a  "travelling  stipend"  of 
£45  to  enable  him  to  study  the  art  of  theatrical  produc- 
tion in  Denmark  and  Germany,  with  the  stipulation  that, 
on  his  return,  he  should  undertake  the  duties  of  "scene 
instructor" — that  is  to  say,  stage-manager  or  producer. 
In  this  function  he  seems  to  have  been — as,  indeed,  he 
alwavs  was — extremelv  conscientious.  A  book  exists  in 
the  Bergen  Public  Library  containing  (it  is  said)  careful 
designs  by  him  for  every  scene  in  the  plays  he  produced, 
and  full  notes  as  to  entrances,  exits,  groupings,  costumes, 
accessories,  etc.  But  he  was  not  an  animating  or  in- 
spiring producer.  He  had  none  of  the  histrionic  vivid- 
ness of  his  successor  in  the  post,  Bjomstjeme  Bjornson, 
who,  like  all  great  producers,  could  not  only  tell  the  act- 
ors what  to  do,  but  show  them  how  to  do  it.  Perhaps 
it  was  a  sense  of  his  lack  of  impulse  that  induced  the 
management  to  give  him  a  colleague,  one  Herman  Lad- 
ing, with  whom  his  relations  were  none  of  the  happiest. 
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Ibsen  is  even  said,  on  one  occasion,  to  hare  challenged 
Liding  to  a  duel. 

One  of  the  duties  of  the  "theatre-poet"  was  to  h&ve  a 
new  piay  ready  for  each  tecurtence  of  the  "  Fouadation 
Day  "  of  the  theatre,  January  i.  On  that  date,  in  1853, 
Ibsen  produced  a  romantic  comedy,  St,  John's  Night, 
which  was  first  printed  in  the  Literary  Remains  (1909). 
It  is  an  exceedingly  immature  work,  confused  and  triv- 
ial in  intrigue,  and  for  the  most  part  conventional  in 
characterization.  Nevertheless  it  is  interesting,  inas- 
much as  it  contains  the  germs  of  many  ideas  to  which 
he  afterwards  returned  in  his  maturer  works.  In  the 
personage  of  Julian  Paulsen,  for  example — Ibsen's  first 
essay  in  satirical  character-drawing — we  find  some  traits 
which  reappear  in  Stensg&rd,  and  others  which  fore- 
shadow Hialmar  Ekdal.     But  it   is  principally  of  the 
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Peer  Gyni.  The  play  had  no  success,  and  was  per- 
formed only  twice.  For  the  next  Foundation  Day,  Jan- 
uaiT  2,  1854,  Ibsen  prepared  a  revised  version  of  The 
WaTrior*8  Barrow^  already  produced  in  Christiania.  A 
year  later,  January  2,  1855,  Lady  Inger  of  Ostr&t  was 
produced — a  work  still  immature,  indeed,  but  giving,  for 
the  first  time,  no  uncertain  promise  of  the  master  dram- 
atist to  come. 

In  an  autobiographical  letter  to  the .  Danish  critic, 
Peter  Hansen,  written  from  Dresden  in  1870,  Ibsen  says: 
'*Lady  Inger  of  Ostrat  is  the  result  of  a  love-aflfair — 
hastily  entered  into  and  violently  broken  off — to  which 
several  of  my  minor  poems  may  also  be  attributed,  such 
as  Wild-flowers  and  Pot-plants,  A  Bird-Song,  etc."  The 
heroine  of  this  love-affair  can  now  be  identified  as  a  lady 
named  Henrikke  Hoist,  who  seems  to  have  preserved 
through  a  long  life  the  fresh,  bright  spirit,  the  overflow- 
ing joyousness,  which  attracted  Ibsen  wheh  she  was  only 
in  her  seventeenth  year.  Their  relation  was  of  the  most 
innocent.  It  went  no  further  than  a  few  surreptitious 
rambles  in  the  romantic  surroundings  of  Bergen,  usu- 
ally with  a  somewhat  older  girl  to  play  propriety,  and 
with  a  bag  of  sugar-plums  to  fill  up  pauses  in  the  con- 
versation. The  ** violent''  ending  seems  to  have  come 
when  the  young  lady's  father  discovered  the  secret  of 
these  excursions,  and  doubtless  placed  her  under  more 
careful  control.  What  there  was  in  this  episode  to  sug- 
gest, or  in  any  way  influence,  Lady  Inger,  I  cannot  under- 
stand. Nevertheless  the  identification  seems  quite  cer- 
tain.    The  affair  had  a  charming  little  sequel.     During 
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the  days  of  their  love's  young  dream,  IBko  treated  the 
"wild-flower"  with  a  sort  of  shy  and  distant  chivaliy  at 
which  the  wood^ods  must  have  smiled.  He  avoided 
even  touching  her  hand,  and  always  addressed  her  by 
the  "De"  (you)  of  formal  politeness.  But  when  they 
met  again  after  many  years,  he  a  famous  poet  and  she  a 
middle-aged  matroo,  he  instinctively  adopted  the  "Du" 
(thou)  of  affectionate  intimacy,  and  she  responded  in 
kind.  He  asked  her  whether  she  had  recognised  her- 
self in  aoy  of  his  works,  and  she  replied:  "I  really  don't 
know,  unless  it  be  in  the  parson's  wife  in  Love's  Com- 
edy, with  her  eight  children  and  her  perpetual  knitting." 
"Ibsen  protested,"  says  Herr  Paulsen,  in  whose  Samliv 
med  Ibten  a  full  account  of  the  episode  may  be  read.  It 
is  interesting  to  note  that  the  lady  did  not  recognise  her- 
i  Gvltienlii' 
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in  time  you  will  become  Lady  Inger,"  Twenty  years 
later,  at  Christinas,  1876,  he  gave  his  wife  a  copy  of  the 
German  translation  of  Lady  Inger^  with  the  following 
inscription  on  the  fly-leaf: 


This  book  is  by  right  indefeasible  thine. 
Who  in  spirit  art  bom  of  the  Ostrat  line.' 


In  Lady  Inger  Ibsen  has  chosen  a  theme  from  the 
veiy  darkest  hour  of  Norwegian  histoiy.  King  Sverre's 
democratic  monarchy,  dating  from  the  beginning  of  the 
thirteenth  centuiy,  had  paralysed  the  old  Norwegian  no- 
bility. One  by  one  the  great  families  died  out,  their 
possessions  being  concentrated  in  the  hands  of  the  few 
survivors,  who  regarded  their  wealth  as  a  privilege  un- 
hampered by  obligations.  At  the  beginning  of  the  six- 
teenth centurj%  then,  patriotism  and  public  spirit  were 
almost  dead  among  the  nobles,  while  the  monarchy,  be- 
fore which  the  old  aristocracy  had  fallen,  was  itself  dead, 
or  rather  merged  (since  1380)  in  the  Crown  of  Denmark. 
The  peasantry,  too,  had  long  ago  lost  all  effective  voice 
in  political  affairs;  so  that  Norway  lay  prone  and  inert 
at  the  mercy  of  her  Danish  rulers.  It  is  at  the  moment 
of  deepest  national  degradation  that  Ibsen  has  placed 
his  tragedy;  and  the  degradation  was,  in  fact,  even  deep- 
er than  he  represents  it,  for  the  longings  for  freedom,  the 


to  bear  out  this  view.  But  it  would  appear  that  what  Fru 
Ibsen  told  Dr.  Elias  was  that  on  the  date  mentioned  Ibsen  "  for  the 
firrt  time  visited  at  her  father's  house."  The  terms  of  the  anecdote 
almost  compel  us  to  assume  that  he  had  previously  met  her  else- 
where. It  seems  almost  inconceivable  that  Ibsen,  of  all  people, 
should  have  made  such  a  speech  to  a  lady  on  their  very  first  meeting. 
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stirrings  of  revolt,  which  form  the  motive-power  of  the 
action,  are  invented,  or  at  any  rate  idealised,  by  the 
poet,  Fru  Inger  Ottisdatter  GyldenlSve  was,  in  fact, 
the  greatest  personage  of  her  day  in  Norway,  She  was 
the  best-bom,  the  wealthiest,  and  probably  the  ablest 
woman  in  the  land.  At  the  time  when  Ibsen  wrote,  lit- 
tle more  than  this  seems  to  have  been  known  of  her; 
so  that  in  making  her  the  victim  of  a  struggle  between  pa- 
triotic duty  and  matemal  love,  he  was  perhaps  poetising 
in  the  absence  of  positive  evidence,  rather  than  in  oppo- 
sition to  it.  Subsequent  research,  unfortunately,  has 
shown  that  Fru  Inger  was  but  little  troubled  with  patri- 
otic aspirations.  She  was  a  hard  and  grasping  woman, 
ambitious  of  social  power  and  predominance,  but  inac- 
cessible, or  nearly  so,  to  national  feeling.     It  was  from 
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love.  She  died  four  years  later,  leaving  him  two  chil- 
dren; and  thereupon  he  would  fain  have  married  her 
sister  Lucia.  Such  a  union,  however,  was  regarded  as 
incestuous,  and  the  lovers  failed  in  their  effort  to  obtain 
a  ^)ecial  dispensation.  Lucia  then  became  her  brother- 
m-law*s  mistress,  and  bore  him  a  son.  But  the  ecclesi- 
astical law  was  in  those  days  not  to  be  trifled  with; 
Nils  Lykke  was  thrown  into  prison  for  his  crime,  con- 
demned, and  killed  in  his  dungeon,  in  the  year  of 
grace  1535.  Thus  there  was  a  tragedy  ready-made  in 
Ibsen's  material,  though  it  was  not  the  tragedy  he  chose 
to  write. 

The  Bergen  public  did  not  greatly  take  to  Lady  Inger, 
and  it  was  performed,  in  its  novelty,  only  twice.  Nor 
is  the  reason  far  to  seek.  The  extreme  complexity  of 
the  intrigue,  and  the  lack  of  clear  guidance  through  its 
mazes,  probably  left  the  Bergen  audiences  no  less  puz- 
zled than  the  London  audiences  who  saw  the  play  at  the 
Scala  Theatre  in  1906.^  It  is  a  play  which  can  be  ap- 
preciated only  by  spectators  who  know  it  beforehand. 
Such  audiences  it  has  often  found  in  Norway,  where  it 
was  revived  at  the  Christ iania  Theatre  in  1875;  but  in 
Denmark  and  Germany,  though  it  has  been  produced 
several  times,  it  has  never  been  very  successful.  We 
need  go  no  further  than  the  end  of  the  first  act  to  under- 
stand the  reason.  On  an  audience  which  knows  noth- 
ing of  the  play,  the  sudden  appearance  of  a  **  Stranger," 
to  whose  identity  it  has  not  the  slightest  clue,  can  pro- 

'  Stage  Society  performances,  January  28  and  29,  1906.  Lady 
Inger  was  played  by  Miss  Edyth  Olive,  Elina  by  Miss  Alice  Craw- 
ford, Nils  Lykke  by  Mr.  Henry  Ainley,  Olaf  Skaktavl  by  Mr.  Alfred 
Brydone,  and  Nils  Stensson  by  Mr.  Harcourt  Williams. 
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duce  no  effect  save  one  of  bewilderment.  To  rel^  on 
such  an  incident  for  what  was  evidently  intended  to  be 
a  thrilling  "curtain,"  was  to  betray  extreme  inexperi- 
ence; and  this  single  trait  is  typical  of  much  in  the  play. 
Nevertheless  Lady  Inger  marks  a  decisive  advance  in 
Ibsen's  development.  It  marks,  one  may  say,  the  birth 
of  his  power  of  invention.  He  did  not  as  yet  know  how 
lo  restrain  or  clarify  his  invention,  and  he  made  clumsy 
use  of  the  stock  devices  of  a  bad  school.  But  he  had 
once  for  all  entered  upon  that  course  of  technical 
training  which  it  took  him  five-and -twenty  years  to 
complete.  He  was  learning  much  that  he  was  after- 
wards to  unlearn;  but  had  he  not  undergone  this  ap- 
prenticeship, he  would  never  have  been  the  master  he 
ultimately  became. 
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de  Xavarre^^  and  a  dozen  other  French  plays,  with  the 
staging  of  which  the  poet  was  then  occupied.  It  might 
seem  that  the  figure  of  Elina,  brooding  over  the  thought 
of  her  dead  sister,  coffined  in  the  vault  below  the  ban- 
queting-hall,  belonged  rather  to  German  romanticism; 
but  there  are  plenty  of  traces  of  German  romanticism 
even  in  the  French  plays  with  which  the  good  people 
of  Bergen  were  regaled.  For  the  suggestion  of  grave- 
vaults  and  coffined  heroines,  for  exi^mple,  Ibsen  need 
have  gone  no  further  than  Dumas's  Catherine  Howard^ 
which  he  produced  in  March,  1853.  I  do  not,  however, 
pretend  that  his  romantic  colouring  came  to  him  from 
France.  It  came  to  him,  doubtless,  from  Germany,  by 
way  of  Denmark.  My  point  is  that  the  conduct  of  the 
intrigue  in  Lady  Inger  shows  the  most  unmistakable 
marks  of  his  study  of  the  great  French  plot-manipulators. 
Its  dexterity  and  its  artificiality  alike  are  neither  Ger- 
man nor  Danish,  but  French.  Ibsen  had  learnt  the 
great  secret  of  Scribe — the  secret  of  dramatic  movement. 
The  play  is  full  of  those  ingenious  complications,  mis- 
takes of  identity,  and  rapid  turns  of  fortune  by  which 
Scribe  enchained  the  interest  of  his  audiences.  Its  cen- 
tral theme — a  mother  plunging  into  intrigue  and  crime 
for  the  advancement  of  her  son,  only  to  find  that  her  son 
himself  has  been  her  victim— ris  as  old  as  Greek  tragedy. 
The  secondary  stor\%  too — that  of  Elina's  wild  infatua- 
tion  for  the  betrayer  and  practically  the  murderer  of  her 
sister — could  probably  be  paralleled  in  the  ballad  litera- 

*  These  two  plays  were  produced,  respectively,  in  March  and 
October,  1854,  at  the  very  time  when  Ibsen  must  have  been  plan- 
ning and  composing  Lady  Inger, 
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ture  of  Scotlaod,  GermsDy,  or  Denmark,  and  might,  in- 
deed, have  been  totd,  in  verse  or  prose,  by  Sir  Walter 
Scott.  But  these  very  un-Parisian  elements  are  handled 
in  a  fundamentally  Parisian  fashion,  and  Ibsen  is  clearly 
fascinated,  for  the  time,  by  the  ideal  of  what  was  after- 
wards to  be  known  as  the  "well-made  play."  The  fact 
that  the  result  is  in  reality  an  ill-made  play  in  no  way  in- 
validates this  theoiy.  It  is  perhaps  the  final  condemna- 
tion of  the  well-made  play  that  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten 
— and  even  in  the  hands  of  far  more  experienced  play- 
wrights than  the  young  Beigen  "theatre-poet" — it  is  apt 
to  prove  ill-made  after  all. 

Par  be  it  from  me,  however,  to  speak  in  pure  dispar- 
agement of  Ladt/  Inger.  With  all  its  defects,  it  seems  to 
me  manifestly  the  work  of  a  great  poet — the  only  one  of 
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CHARACTEBS 

Lady  Inoer  Ottisdaitohtbr  ROuer,  vndov)  of  Hi^  Steward 

Nih  GyldmlSoe. 
Elina  GyldenlOve,  her  daughter. 
Nils  Lykke,  DaniA  knight  and  oouneilhr. 
Olap  Skaktavl,  an  outiawed  Norwegian  noble. 
Nils  Stenbson. 

Jens  Bielke,  Sutedith  commands. 
BiORN,  majordomo  at  OMrat. 
Pink,  a  tenxint. 
EiNAR  HuK,  bailiff  at  Odrbt. 
ServaJits,  petuanlt,  and  Surdith  in^n-at-arnu. 
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DRAMA  IN  FIVE  ACTS 


ACT  FIRST 


A  room  at  Osirai.  Through  an  open  door  in  the  back^  the 
Banquet  Hall  is  seen  in  faint  moonlight^  which  shines 
fitfully  through  a  deep  bow-window  in  the  opposite 
wall.  To  the  rights  an  entrance-door;  further  for- 
trard^  a  curtained  window.  On  the  left^  a  door  lead- 
ing to  tlie  inner  rooms;  further  forward  a  large  open 
fireplace^  which  casts  a  glow  over  the  room.  It  is  a 
stormy  evening, 

BioRN  and  Finn  are  sitting  by  the  fireplace.  The  latter 
ijr  occupied  in  polishing  a  helmet.  Several  pieces  of 
armour  lie  near  themy  along  with  a  sword  and  shield, 

Finn. 
[After  a  pause,]     Who  was  Knut*  Alfson  ? 

BlORN. 

My  Lady  says  fie  was  the  last  of  Norway's  knighthood. 

Finn. 

And  the  Danes  killed  him  at  Oslo-fiord  ? 

*  Pronounce  Knoot. 
21 
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BlOBN. 

If  you  know  not  that,  ask  any  child  of  five. 

Finn. 

So  Knut  Alfsoo  was  the  last  of  our  knighthood  ?  And 
now  he's  dead  and  gone!  [Holds  up  the  helmet.}  Well, 
thou  must  e'en  be  content  to  hang  scoured  and  bright  in 
the  Banquet  Hall;  for  what  art  thou  now  but  an  empty 
nut-shell  ?  The  kernel — the  worms  have  eaten  that 
many  a  winter  agone. 

■What  say  you,  Biom — may  not  one  call  Norway's  land 
an  empty  nut-shell,  even  like  the  helmet  here;  bright 
without,  worm-eaten  within  ?  n 

BlORN. 
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BlORN. 

What's  that  to  you?     Give  it  me. — Here,  take  the 
shield. 

Finn. 
[As  brfore.]     There  is  no  grip  to  it! 

BlORN. 

[Muiiers,]     Let  me  get  a  grip  on  y  o  u 


What  now  ? 


[Finn  hums  to  himself  for  a  while. 

BlORN. 

Finn. 


An  empty  helmet,  a  sword  with  no  edge,  a  shield  with 
no  ^p — so  it  has  all  come  to  that.  Who  can  blame 
Lady  Inger  if  she  leaves  such  weapons  to  hang  scoured 
and  polished  on  the  walls,  instead  of  rusting  them  in 
Danish  blood  ? 

Biorn. 
Folly!     Is  there  not  peace  in  the  land? 

Finn. 

Peace  ?  Ay,  when  the  peasant  has  shot  away  his  last 
arrow,  and  the  wolf  has  reft  the  last  lamb  from  the  fold, 
tben  is  there  peace  between  them.  But  'tis  a  strange 
friendship.  Well,  well;  let  that  pass.  'Tis  fitting,  as  I 
said,  that  the  harness  hang  bright  in  the  hall;  for  you 
know  the  old  saw:  "Call  none  a  man  but  the  knightly 
man."     So  now  that  we  have  never  a  knight  in  the  land, 
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we  have  never  a  man;  and  where  no  man  u>  there  must 
women  order  things;  therefore 

BlORN. 

Therefore — therefore  I  bid  you  hold  your  foul  prste! 
[Rue§. 
The  evening  wears  on.     Enough;  you  may  hang  the 
helmet  and  armour  in  the  hall  again. 

Finn. 

[In  a  low  voi4x.]    Nay,  best  let  it  be  till  to-morrow. 

BlOBN. 

What,  do  you  fear  the  dark  ? 
Finn. 
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BlOBN. 

[Starting.]     Lady  Inger  ?    What  does  she  think  ? 

Finn. 

What  Lady  Inger  thinks?  I  warrant  few  can  tell 
that.  But  sure  it  is  that  she  has  no  rest  in  her.  See 
Tou  not  how  day  by  day  she  grows  thinner  and  paler? 
[Looks  keenly  at  htm.]    They  say  she  never  sleeps — ^and 

that  it  IS  because  of  the  black  figure 

[While  he  is  speaking^  Elina  GYiiDENLdVE  has  ap- 
peared in  the  half-open  door  on  the  left.  She  stops 
and  listens^  unobserved. 

Bi5rn. 
And  vou  believe  such  follies? 

Finn. 

Well,  half  and  half.  There  be  folk,  too,  that  read 
things  another  way.  But  that  is  pure  malice,  I'll  be 
bound. — Hearken,  Biom — know  you  the  song  that  is 
going  round  the  country  ? 

Bi5rn. 
A  song  ? 

Finn. 

.\y,  'tis  on  all  folks'  lips.  'Tis  a  shameful  scurril 
thing,  for  sure;  yet  it  goes  prettily.     Just  listen: 

[Sings  in  a  low  voice. 

Dame  Inger  sitteth  in  Ostrat  fair, 
She  wraps  her  in  costly  furs — 
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She  decks  her  in  velvet  and  ermine  and  vair. 

Red  gold  are  the  beads  that  she  twines  in  her  hair — 

But  small  peace  in  that  soul  of  hers. 

Dame  Inger  hath  sold  her  to  Denmark's  lord. 
She  bringeth  her  folk  'neath  the  stranger's  yoke — 
In  guerdon  whereof 

[BiOrn  enraged,  seizes  him  by  the  throat.     Elina 
GyldenlOve  wUkdraws  vnthaut  having  been  teen. 


I  will  send  you  guerdonless  to  the  foul  fien<I,  if  you 
prate  of  Lady  Inger  but  one  unseemly  word  more. 
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Bi5rn. 
Why  not  ? 

Finn. 

Did  you  not  say  yourself:  the  last  of  our  knighthood 
is  dead  and  gone  ?  IGaes  otU  to  the  right. 

Bi5rn. 

The  accursed  knave,  with  his  prying  and  peering! 
What  avails  all  my  striving  to  hide  and  hush  things? 
They  whisper  of  her  even  now — ;  soon  all  men  will  be 
shouting  aloud  that 

Elina. 

[Comes  in  again  through  the  door  on  the  left;  looks 
round  her^  and  says  with  suppressed  emotion:]  Are  you 
alone,  Biom? 

Bi5rn. 
Is  it  you.  Mistress  Elina  ? 

Elina. 

Come,  Biom,  tell  me  one  of  your  stories;  I  know  you 
can  tell  others  than  those  that 

Bi5rn. 
A  story  ?     Now — so  late  in  the  evening ? 

Elina. 

If  you  count  from  the  time  when  it  grew  dark  at 
Ostrat,  then  'tis  late  indeed. 
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What  ails  you  P     Has  aught  crossed  you  7    You  seem 
so  restless. 

Elina. 
Maybe  so. 

B16BN. 
There  is  somethiog  amiss.     I  have  hardly  known  you 
this  half  year  past. 

Elina. 
Bethink  you:  this  half  year  past  my  dearest  sifter 
Lucia  has  been  sleeping  in  the  vault  below. 

BlflRN. 

That  is  not  all.  Mistress  Elina — it  is  not  that  alone 
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aea-strand  was  naked  then  as  now?  If  it  was  so,  I 
knew  it  not.  'Twas  there  I  loved  to  go  weaving  all  my 
fair  romances;  my  heroes  came  from  afar  and  sailed 
again  across  the  sea;  I  lived  in  their  midst,  and  set  forth 
with  them  when  they  sailed  away.  [Sinks  on  a  chair.] 
Now  I  feel  so  faint  and  weary;  I  can  live  no  longer  in 
my  tales.  They  are  only — tales.  [Rising^  vehemently.] 
Biom,  know  you  what  has  made  me  sick?  A  truth;  a 
hateful,  hateful  truth,  that  gnaws  me  day  and  night. 

Bi5rn. 
What  mean  you  ? 

Elina. 

Do  you  remember  how  sometimes  you  would  give  us 
good  counsel  and  wise  saws  ?  Sister  Lucia  followed  them; 
but  I — ah,  well-a-day! 

BlORN. 

[Consoling  her.]     Well,  well ! 


Elina. 


I  know  it — I  was  proud,  overweening!  In  all  our 
games,  I  would  still  be  the  Queen,  because  I  was  the 
tallest,  the  fairest,  the  wisest!     I  know  it! 

BlORN. 

That  is  true. 

Elina. 

Once  you  took  me  by  the  hand  and  looked  earnestly 
at  me,  and  said:  "Be  not  proud  of  your  fairness,  or  your 
wisdom;  but  be  proud  as  the  mountain  eagle  as  often 
as  you  think:  I  am  Inger  Gyldenlove's  daughter!" 
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Bl4}BN. 
And  was  it  not  matter  enough  for  pride  ? 

EUNA. 

You  told  me  so  often  enough,  Biom!  Oh,  you  told 
me  many  a  tale  in  those  days.  [Pretaes  hii  hand.] 
Thanks  for  them  all! — Now,  tell  me  one  more;  it  might 
make  me  light  of  heart  again,  as  of  old. 

BiOrn. 
You  are  a  child  no  longer. 


Nay,  indeed!     But  let  me  dream  that  I  am. — Come 
tell  on! 
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Bi5rn. 
Mistress  Elina, — what  ails  you  ? 

Elina. 
[Sits  down  again,]     Me?     Nothing.     Go  on. 

Bl^RN. 

We]K  as  I  was  saying — did  this  knight  but  look  straight 
m  a  woman's  eyes,  never  could  she  forget  it  after;  her 
thoughts  must  follow  him  wherever  he  went,  and  she 
must  waste  awav  with  sorrow. 

EUNA. 

I  h&ve  heard  that  tale. — Moreover,  'tis  no  tale  you  are 
telling,  for  the  knight  you  speak  of  is  Nils  Lykke,  who 
sits  even  now  in  the  Council  of  Denmark 

BlORN. 

Mavbe  so. 

Elina. 
Well,  let  it  pass — go  on! 

Bi5rn. 
Now  it  happened  once  on  a  time 

Elixa. 
[Rises  suddenly,]     Hush;  be  still! 

BlORN. 

What  now  ?     What  is  the  matter  ? 
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Elina. 
[LuUning.]     Do  you  hear  P 

RltfBN. 
What? 

Elina. 
It  is  there!     Yes,  by  the  cross  of  Christ,  it  is  there t 

Bl4}RN. 
[Rues.]    Whatistherer     Where? 

Euha. 

She  herself — in  the  hall 

[Goes  kaatUy  towards  the  haU. 

BlORN. 

[Following.]    How  can  you  think — ?     Mistress  Elina, 
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Elina. 

[Croing  back  towards  the  fireplace.]    Now  I  know  what 
I  know! 

Bi5rn. 

[To  himse^,]     Then  it  is  true! 

Elina. 
Who  was  it,  Biom  ?    Who  was  it  ? 

BiOrn. 
You  saw  as  plainly  as  I. 

Elina. 
Well  ?     Whom  did  I  see  ? 

Bi5rn. 
You  saw  your  mother. 

Elina. 

[Half  to  herself.]  Night  after  night  I  have  heard  her 
steps  in  there.  I  have  heard  her  whispering  and  moan- 
ing like  a  soul  in  pain.  And  what  says  the  song — ? 
Ah.  now  I  know!     Now  I  know  that 

Bi5rn. 
Hush! 
[Lady  Inger  Gyldenix5ve  enters  rapidly  from  tlie 
hall,  without  noticing  the  others;  she  goes  to  the 
window,  draws  the  curtain,  and  gazes  out  as  if 
watching  for  some  one  on  the  high  road;  after  a 
while,  she  turns  and  goes  slowly  hack  into  the  hall. 
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Elina. 
[Softly,  /allowing  her  with  her  eyea^    White,  white  as 
the  dead — — ! 

\A  n  uproar  of  many  voices  it  heard  outtide  the  door 
on  the  right. 

Bl»RN. 

What  can  this  be? 

Elina. 
Go  out  and  see  what  is  amiss. 

[EiNAR  HuK,  the  bailiff,  appears  in  the  anteroom, 
vnth  a  crowd  of  Retainers  and  Feasantb. 

ElNAR   HuK. 

[In  the  doorway.]    Straight  in  to  her!     And  be  aot 
abashed  I 
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Lady  Inger. 
What  would  you  with  me  ? 

EiNAR  HuK. 
We  sought  you,  noble  lady,  to 

Lady  Inger. 
Well — say  on! 

EiNAR   HuK. 

Whv,  we  are  not  ashamed  of  our  errand.     In  one  word 

•r 

—we  come  to  pray  you  for  weapons  and  leave 

Lady  Inger. 
Weapons  and  leave —  ?     And  for  what  ? 

EiNAR  HuK. 

There  has  come  a  rumour  from  Sweden  that  the  people 
of  the  Dales  have  risen  against  King  Gustav 

Lady  Inger. 
The  people  of  the  Dales  ? 

Einar  Huk. 
Av,  so  the  tidings  run,  and  they  seem  sure  enough. 

Lady  Inger. 

Well — if  it  were  so — what  have  vou  to  do  with  the 
Dale-folk's  rising? 

The  Peasants. 

We    will    join    them!     We   will    help!     We    will    free 
ourselves ! 
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Ladt  Inoeb. 
[To  ktrsel/.]    Can  tbe  time  be  come? 

EiNAR  Hns. 

From  all  our  bordertanda  the  peasants  are  pouring 
across  to  the  Dales.  Even  outlaws  that  have  wandered 
for  years  in  the  mountains  are  venturing  down  to  the 
homesteads  again,  and  drawing  men  together,  and  whet- 
ting their  rusty  swords. 

Lady  Inqer. 

[A/Ur  a  paute.]  Tell  me,  men — have  you  thought  well 
of  thisP  Have  you  counted  the  cost,  if  King  Gustav's 
men  should  win? 
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The  Peasants. 

Av,  out  with  the  Danish  sheriffs!     Out  with  the  for- 
eign  masters!     Out  with  the  Councillors'  lackeys! 

Ladt  Inger. 

[To  herself.]  Ah,  there  is  metal  in  them;  and  yet, 
vet ! 

Bi5rn. 

[To  himself.]  She  is  of  two  minds.  [To  Euna.] 
What  say  you  now.  Mistress  Elina — have  you  not  sinned 
m  misjudging  your  mother  ? 

Euna. 

Biom — if  my  eyes  have  lied  to  me,  I  could  tear  them 
out  of  my  head ! 

Einar  Huk. 

See  you  not,  my  noble  lady,  King  Gustav  must  be 
dealt  with  first.  Were  h  i  s  power  once  gone,  the  Danes 
cannot  long  hold  this  land 

Lady  Inger. 
And  then  ? 

Einar  Huk. 

Then  we  shall  be  free.  We  shall  have  no  more  for- 
eign masters,  and  can  choose  ourselves  a  king,  as  the 
Swedes  have  done  before  us. 

Lady  Inger. 

[With  aninuUion.]  A  king  for  ourselves!  Are  you 
thinking  of  the  Sture*  stock  .^ 

*  Pronounce  Stoari, 


38  LADY  INGER  OP  OSTRAT         [act  i 

ElNAB  HdK. 

King  Christiem  and  others  after  him  have  swept  bare 
our  ancient  houses.  The  best  of  our  nobles  are  outlaws 
on  the  mountain  paths,  if  so  be  they  still  Hve.  Nevei^ 
theless,  it  might  still  be  possible  to  find  one  or  other 
shoot  of  the  old  stems 

Ladt    Inger 

[Hastilt/.]  Enough,  Einar  Huk,  enoughl  [7*0  her- 
tfl/.]     Ah.  my  dearest  hope! 

[Turru  to  the  Peasants  and  Retainers. 

I  have  warned  you,  now,  as  well  as  I  can.  I  have  told 
you  how  great  is  the  risk  you  run.  But  if  you  are  fixed 
in  your  purpose,  'twere  folly  in  me  to  forbid  what  I  have 
no  power  to  prevent. 
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Bi5bn. 

[Seizes  Ladt  Ingeb's  hand  as  she  is  going.]  Thanks, 
mv  noble  and  high-souled  mistress!  I,  that  have  known 
you  from  childhood  up — I  have  never  doubted  you. 

Ladt  Inoer. 

Hush,  Biom — 'tis  a  dangerous  game  I  have  ventured 
this  night.  The  others  stake  only  their  lives;  but  I,  trust 
me,  a  thousandfold  more! 

Bi5bn. 

How  mean  you  ?  Do  you  fear  for  your  power  and 
vour  favour  with ? 

Ladt  Inoer. 
My  power  .^     O  God  in  Heaven! 

A  Retainer. 

[Comes  from  tJie  Jiall  with  a  large  sword,]  See,  here's 
t  real  good  wolf's-tooth!  With  this  will  I  flay  the  blood- 
suckers' lackeys! 

Einar  Huk. 

[To  another,]     What  is  that  you  have  found  ? 

The  Retainer. 
The  breastplate  they  call  Herlof  Hyttefad's. 

Einar  Huk. 

Tis  too  good  for  such  as  you.  Look,  here  is  the  shaft 
of  Sten  Sture's*  lance;  hang  the  breastplate  upon  it,  and 
we  shall  have  the  noblest  standard  heart  can  desire. 

'  Pronounce  Stayn  Stoori, 
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Finn. 

[Comes  from  the  door  on  the  lefl^  with  a  letter  in  hu 
hand^  and  goes  towards  Ladt  Inoeb.]  I  have  sought  yon 
through  all  the  houae 

Ladt  Inoeb« 

What  would  you  ? 

Finn. 

[Hands  her  the  letter.]  A  messenger  is  come  from 
Trondhiem^  with  a  letter  for  you. 

Ladt  Inoer. 

Let  me  see !  [Opening  the  letter.]  From  Trondhiem  ? 
What  can  it  be?    [Runs  through  the  letUr.]    O  God! 

From  him!    And  here  in  Norway 

[Reads  on  with  strong  emotion^  while  tlie  men  go  on 
bringing  out  arms  from  the  hall. 

Lady  Inoer. 

[To  herself^  He  is  coming  here.  He  is  coming  here 
to-night! — Ay,  then  'tis  with  our  wits  we  must  fight,  not 
with  the  sword. 

Einar  Huk. 

Enough,  enough,  good  fellows;  we  are  well  armed 
now.     Set  we  forth  now  on  our  way! 

Lady  Inoer. 

\Wilh  a  sudden  change  of  tone,]  No  man  shall  leave 
my  house  to-night! 

^  Pronounce  Tronyem, 
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EiNAR   HUK. 

But  the  wind  is  fair,  noble  lady;  'twill  take  us  quickly 
up  the  fiord,  and 

Lady  Let^oEB. 
It  shall  be  as  I  have  said. 

EiNAR   HuK. 

Are  we  to  wait  till  to-morrow,  then  ? 

Ladt  Inoer. 

Till  to-morrow,  and  longer  still.     No  armed  man  sha'I 
go  forth  from  Ostrat  yet  awhile. 

[Signs  of  displeasure  among  the  crowd. 

Some  of  the  Peasants. 
We  will  go  all  the  same,  Lady  Inger! 

The  Cry  Spreads. 
Av,  ay;  we  will  go! 

Lady  Inoer. 

[Advancing  a  step  towards  them,]     Who  dares  to  move  ? 

[A  silence.     After  a  moment^s  pause,  she  adds: 

I  have  thought  for  you.     What  do  you  common  folk 

know  of  the  country's  needs?     How  dare  you  judge  of 

such  things  ?     You  must  e'en  bear  your  oppressions  and 

burdens  yet  awhile.     Why  murmur  at  that,  when  you 

see  that  we,  vour  leaders,  are  as  ill  bested  as  vou  ? 

Take  all  the  weapons  back  to  the  hall.     You  shall  know 
mv  further  will  hereafter.     Go! 

[The  Retainers  take  hack  the  arrns,  and  the  wliole 
crowd  then  withdraws  by  the  door  on  tfie  right. 
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EUNA. 

[Softly  to  BiObn.]    Say  you  still  that  I  have  sinoed  in 
misjudgiog — the  Lady  of  Ostrat  ? 


[Beckons  'o  BiShn,  and  saya.]    Have  a  guest-chamber 
ready. 

BiOrn. 

It  is  well,  Lady  Inger! 

Lady  Inqeb. 
And  let  the  gate  be  open  to  whoever  shall  knock. 

BlttHN. 
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Elina. 

I  think,  to  my  sorrow,  what  your  deeds  have  forced 
me  to  think. 

Lady  Inoer. 
And  you  answer  as  your  bitter  spirit  bids  you. 

EUNA. 

Who  has  filled  my  spirit  with  bitterness?  From  my 
childhood  I  had  been  wont  to  look  up  to  you  as  a  great 
and  high-souled  woman.  'Twas  in  your  likeness  that  I 
pictured  the  women  of  the  chronicles  and  the  Book  of 
Heroes.  I  thought  the  Lord  God  himself  had  set  his 
seal  on  your  brow,  and  marked  you  out  as  the  leader 
of  the  helpless  and  the  oppressed.  Knights  and  nobles 
sang  your  praise  in  the  feast-hall;  and  even  the  peasants, 
far  and  near,  called  you  the  country's  pillar  and  its  hope. 
All  thought  that  through  you  the  good  times  were  to 
come  again!  All  thought  that  through  you  a  new  day 
was  to  dawn  over  the  land!  The  night  is  still  here; 
and  I  scarce  know  if  through  you  I  dare  look  for  any 
morning. 

Lady  Inoer. 

*Tis  easy  to  see  whence  you  have  learnt  such  venom- 
ous words.  You  have  let  yourself  give  ear  to  what  tho 
thoughtless  rabble  mutters  and  murmurs  about  things  it 
can  little  judge  of. 

EuNA. 

"Truth  is  in  the  people's  mouth,"  was  your  word  when 
^  praised  you  in  speech  and  song. 
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Lady  Inoeb. 
Maybe  so.     But  if  indeed   I  chose  to  sit  here  idle, 
though  it  was  my  part  to  act — think  you  not  that  such 
a  choice  were  burden  enough  for  me,  without  your  add- 
ing to  its  weight? 

EUNA. 

The  weight  I  add  to  your  burden  crushes  me  no  less 
than  you.  Lightly  and  freely  I  drew  the  breath  of  life, 
so  long  as  I  had  you  to  believe  in.  For  my  pride  is  my 
life;  and  well  might  I  have  been  proud,  had  you  remained 
what  once  you  were. 

Ladt  Inger. 
And  what  proves  to  you  that  I  have  not?     Elina — 
how  know  you  so  surely  that  you  are  not  doing  your 
mother  wrong  ? 
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EUNA. 

I  hear  you. 

Lady  Inger. 

For  as  silent  as  you  are,  I  know  well  that  you  often 
kmg  to  be  gone  from  here.  Ostr&t  is  too  lonely  and  life- 
less for  you. 

EuNA. 

Do  you  wonder  at  that,  my  mother  ? 

Lady  Inoer. 

It  rests  with  you  whether  all  this  shall  henceforth  be 

changed. 

Elina. 
How  so? 

Lady  Inger. 

Listen. — I  look  for  a  guest  to-night. 

Elina. 
[CoTnes  nearer.]     A  guest  ? 

Lady  Inger. 

A  guest,  who  must  remain  a  stranger  to  all.  None 
must  know  whence  he  comes  or  whither  he  goes. 

Elina. 

[Throws  herself^  vnth  a  cry  of  joy ^  at  her  mother* s  feet, 
dnd  seizes  her  hands.]  My  mother!  My  mother!  For- 
give me,  if  you  can,  all  the  wrong  I  have  done  you! 
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Ladt  Ingeb. 

What  do  you  mean  ?     Elioa,  I  do  not  uadersUad 
you. 

EUNA. 

Then  they  were  all  deceived!    You  are  still  true  at 
heart! 

Ladt  Inoeb. 
Rise,  rise  and  tell  me 

EuNA. 

Think  you  I  do  not  know  who  the  stranger  is  ? 
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Ladt  Inoer. 
[Coldly.]    Enough!    Now  I  understand  you. 

Elina. 

[ConHnuing.]  And  that  is  why  the  gates  of  Ostr&t 
must  stand  open  by  night!  That  is  why  he  must  remain 
i  stranger  to  all,  this  guest  of  whom  none  must  know 
whence  he  comes  or  whither  he  goes!  You  are  setting 
at  naught  the  harsh  decree  that  forbids  you  to  harbour 
or  succour  the  outlaw 

Ladt  Inger. 
Enough,  I  say! 

[After  a  short  siUncey  adds  wUh  an  effort: 
You  mistake,  Elina — 'tis  no  outlaw  I  look  for. 

Elina. 
]Ri9es,'\     Then  I  have  understood  you  ill  indeed. 

Lady  Inger. 

Listen  to  me,  my  child;  but  think  as  you  listen;  if 
indeed  you  can  tame  that  wild  spirit  of  yours. 

Elina. 
I  am  tame,  till  you  have  spoken. 

Lady  Inger. 

Attend,  then,  to  what  I  have  to  tell  you. — I  have 
sought,  so  far  as  lay  in  my  power,  to  keep  you  in  igno- 
rance of  all  our  griefs  and  miseries.     What  could  it  avail 
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to  fill  your  young  heart  with  wrath  and  care  ?  Tis  not 
women's  weeping  and  wailing  that  can  deliver  us;  we 
need  the  courage  and  strength  of  men. 


Who  has  told  you  that,  when  courage  and  strength 
are  needed,  I  shall  be  found  wanting  f 

Lady  Inoeb. 
Hush,  child; — I  might  take  you  at  your  word. 

EUNA. 

How  mean  you,  my  mother? 

Lady  Inqer. 
I  might  call  on  you  for  both;  I  might ;  but  let  me 
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when  the  time  comes  to  choose  the  next  king,  'tis  most 
like  that  the  feud  will  break  out  openly.  Now  the  Danish 
councillors  would  hinder  this 

Elina. 

Av,  they  would  hinder  it — !  But  are  we  to  endure 
such  things  ?     Are  we  to  look  on  quietly  while ? 

Lady  Inger. 

No,  we  will  not  endure  it.  But  to  take  up  arms — to 
declare  open  war — what  would  come  of  that,  so  long  as 
we  are  not  united  ?  And  were  we  ever  less  united  in 
this  land  than  we  are  even  now  ? — No,  if  aught  is  to  be 
accomplished,  it  must  be  secretly  and  in  silence.  Even 
as  I  said,  we  must  have  time  to  draw  breath.  In  the 
South,  a  good  part  of  the  nobles  are  for  the  Dane;  but 
here  in  the  North  they  are  still  in  doubt.  Therefore  has 
King  Frederick  sent  hither  one  of  his  most  trusted  coun- 
cillors, to  assure  himself  with  his  own  eyes  how  we  stand 
affected. 

Elina. 

[In  suspense,]     Well — and  then ? 


Lady  Inger. 
He  is  the  guest  I  look  for  to-night. 

Elina. 
He  comes  hither?     And  to-night? 

Lady  Inger. 

A  trading  ship  brought  him  to  Trondhiem  yesterday. 
News  has  just  reached  me  of  his  approach;  he  may  be 
here  within  the  hour. 
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EUNA. 

An<l  you  do  not  bethink  you,  my  mother,  how  'twill 
cndanper  your  fame  thus  to  receive  the  Danish  envoy  ? 
Do  not  the  people  already  look  on  you  with  distrustful 
eyes?  How  can  you  hope  that,  when  the  time  comes, 
they  will  let  you  rule  and  guide  them,  if  it  be  known 

that^ 

Lady  Inuer. 

Fear  not.  All  this  I  have  fully  weighed;  but  there  is 
no  danj^T.  His  errand  in  Norway  is  a  secret;  he  has 
come  unknown  to  Trondhiem,  and  unknown  shall  he  be 
our  guest  at  Ostriit. 

EuKA. 

And  the  name  of  this  Danish  lord ? 
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EUNA. 

With  me  ? 

Lady  Inger. 

I  have  long  seen  that  Ostr&t  is  as  a  cage  to  you.  The 
young  falcon  chafes  behind  the  iron  bars. 

Elina. 

My  wings  are  clipped.  Even  if  you  set  me  free — 
'twould  avail  me  little. 

Lady  Inger. 
Your  wings  are  not  clipped,  save  by  your  own  will. 

Elina. 

Will  ?  My  will  is  in  your  hands.  Be  what  you  once 
were,  and  I  too 

Lady  Inger. 

Enough,  enough.  Hear  me  further. — It  would  scarce 
break  vour  heart  to  leave  Ostr&t  ? 

Elina. 

Mavbe  not,  mv  mother! 

»  » 

Lady  Inger. 

You  told  me  once,  that  you  lived  your  happiest  life  in 
your  tales  and  histories.  What  if  that  life  were  to  be 
vours  once  more? 

Elina. 

What  mean  you  } 
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Ladt  Inoer. 

Elina — if  a  mighty  noble  were  to  come  and  lead  you  to 
his  castle,  where  you  should  find  damsels  and  squires, 
silken  robea  and  lofty  halls  awaiting  you  ? 

EUNA. 

A  noble,  you  say  P 


[More  softly.]    And  the  Danish  envoy  comes  hither 
to-night  P 


To-night. 
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Ladt  Inger. 

Nursery  tales!     A  mother  would  tear  the  heart  from 
her  breast  before  she  would  cast  her  child  to  the  wolves! 

EUNA. 

Were  I  not  my  mother's  daughter,  I  would  say  you 
were  right.  But  you  are  like  that  mother;  one  by  one 
have  you  cast  out  your  daughters  to  the  wolves.  The 
eldest  went  first.  Five  years  ago  Merete*  went  forth 
from  Ostrat;  now  she  dwells  in  Bergen,  and  is  Vinzents 
LungeV  wife.  But  think  you  she  is  happy  as  the 
Danish  noble's  lady?  Vinzents  Lunge  is  mighty,  well- 
nigh  as  a  king;  Merete  has  damsels  and  squires,  silken 
robes  and  lofty  halls;  but  the  day  has  no  sunshine  for 
her,  and  the  night  no  rest;  for  she  has  never  loved  him. 
He  came  hither  and  he  wooed  her,  for  she  was  the  great- 
est heiress  in  Norway,  and  'twas  then  needful  for  him 
to  gain  a  footing  in  the  land.  I  know  it;  I  know  it  well! 
Merete  bowed  to  your  will;  she  went  with  the  stranger 
lord. — But  what  has  it  cost  her?  More  tears  than  a 
mother  should  wish  to  answer  for  at  the  day  of  reck- 
oning! 

Lady  Inger. 
I  know  my  reckoning,  and  I  fear  it  not. 

Elina. 

Your  reckoning  ends  not  here.  Where  is  Lucia,  your 
second  child  ? 

Lady  Inger. 

Ask  God,  who  took  her. 

^  Pronounce  Mayrayti,  '  Pronounce  Loonghi. 
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Elina. 

'Tis  you  I  ask;  'tis  jou  must  answer  for  her  young  life. 
She  was  glad  as  a  bird  in  spring  when  she  sailed  from 
Ostr&t  to  be  Merete's  guest.  A  year  passed,  and  she 
stood  in  this  room  once  more;  but  her  cheeks  were  white, 
and  death  had  gnawed  deep  into  her  breast.  Ah,  I 
startle  you,  my  mother!  You  thought  the  ugly  secret 
was  buried  with  her; — but  she  told  me  all.  A  courtly 
knight  had  won  her  heart.  He  would  have  wedded  her. 
You  knew  that  her  honour  was  at  stake;  yet  your  will 
never  bent — and  your  child  had  to  die.  You  see,  I  know 
all! 

Lady  Ingeh. 

All  ?     Then  she  told  you  his  name  ? 
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EUNA. 

I  know  it;  but  nevertheless  she  loved  him;  and  had 
you  had  a  mother's  heart,  your  daughter's  honour  had 
been  more  to  you  than  all. 

Lady  Inger. 

Not  more  than  her  happiness.  Think  you  that,  with 
Merete's  lot  before  my  eyes,  I  could  sacrifice  my  second 
child  to  a  man  that  loved  her  not  ? 

Elina. 

Cunning  words  may  beguile  many,  but  they  beguile 
not  me 

Think  not  I  know  nothing  of  all  that  is  passing  in 
our  land  ?  I  understand  your  counsels  but  too  well.  I 
bow  that  in  you  the  Danish  lords  have  no  true  friend. 
It  may  be  that  you  hate  them;  but  you  fear  them  too. 
WTien  you  gave  Merete  to  Vinzents  Lunge,  the  Danes 
held  the  mastery  on  all  sides  throughout  our  land.  Three 
years  later,  when  you  forbade  Lucia  to  wed  the  man  to 
whom,  though  he  had  deceived  her,  she  had  given  her 
life — things  were  far  different  then.  The  King's  Danish 
governors  had  shamefully  misused  the  common  people, 
and  you  deemed  it  not  wise  to  link  yourself  still  more 
closely  to  the  foreign  tyrants. 

And  what  have  you  done  to  avenge  her  that  was  sent 
so  young  to  her  grave  ?  You  have  done  nothing.  Well 
then,  I  will  act  in  your  stead ;  I  will  avenge  all  the  shame 
they  have  brought  upon  our  people  and  our  house! 

Lady  Inger. 
You  ?     What  will  you  do  ? 
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Elina. 
I  will  go  my  way,  even  as  you  go  yours.     What  I 
shall  do  I  myself  know  not;  but  I  feel  withm  me  the 
strength  to  dare  aU  for  our  righteous  cause. 


Then  have  you  a  hard  fight  before  you.  I  once 
promised  as  you  do  now — and  my  hair  has  grown  grey 
under  the  burden  of  that  promise. 

EUNA. 

Good-night!  Your  guest  will  soon  be  here,  and  at 
that  meeting  I  should  be  one  too  many. 

It  may  be  there  is  yet  time  for  you ;    well,  God 

strengthen  and  guide  you  on  your  path!  Forget  not 
that  the  eyes  of  many  thousands  are  fixed  on  you. 
Think  on  Merete,  weeping  late  and  early  over  her  wasted 


ACT  I]         LADY  INGER  OF  OSTRAT  57 

For  I  have  the  welfare  of  the  country  in  my  hands. 

It  i  s  in  my  power  to  make  them  rise  as  one  man.    They 

look  to  m  e  for  the  signal;  and  if  I  give  it  not  now — 

it  may  never  be  given. 

To  delay  ?    To  sacrifice  the  many  for  the  sake  of  one  ? 

Were  it  not  better  if  I  could ?     No,  no,  no — I  will 

not!    I  cannot! 

[Steals  a  glance  towards  the  Banquet  Holly  hvt  turns 
away  again  as  if  in  dreads  and  whispers: 
I  can  see  them  in  there  now.     Pale  spectres — dead 
ancestors — fallen  kinsfolk. — Ah,  those  eyes  that  pierce 
me  from  every  comer! 

[Makes  a  gesture  of  repulsion^  and  cries: 
Sten  Sture!     Knut  Alfson!     Olaf  Skaktavl!    Back— 
back. — I  cannot  do  this! 

[A  Stranger,  strongly  buHt,  and  wiih  grizzled  hair 
and  heard,  has  entered  from  the  Banquet  HalL  He 
is  dressed  in  a  torn  lambskin  tunic;  his  weapons 
are  rusty. 

The  Stranger. 

[Stops  in  the  doorway,  and  says  in  a  low  voice.]     Hail 
to  you,  Inger  Gyldenlove! 

Lady  Inger. 

[Turns  with  a  scream.]     Ah,  Christ  in  heaven  save 
me! 

[Falls  hack  into  a  chair.  The  Stranger  stands  gaz-- 
ing  at  Aer,  motionless,  leaning  on  his  sword. 


ACT  SECOND 

The  Toom  at  Ostrat,  tu  in  the  first  Act. 

Lady  Inger  GyldenlOve  U  seeded  at  the  ttMe  on  ths 
right,  by  the  window.  Olaf  Skaktavl  ie  standing 
a  tittle  uay  from  lier.  Their  faces  show  that  they 
have  been  engaged  in  a  heated  discussion. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

For  the  last  time,  Inger  Gyldenlove — you  are  not  to 
be  moved  from  your  purpose  ? 
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that  they  shall  not  lay  me  beneath  the  sod  before  I  have 
seen  my  vengeance. 

Ladt  Ingeb* 

Then  is  there  a  long  life  before  you.  What  have  you 
in  mind  to  do  ? 

Olap  Skaktavl. 

Do?  How  should  I  know  what  I  will  do?  It  has 
never  been  my  part  to  plot  and  plan.  That  is  where 
you  must  help  me.  You  have  the  wit  for  that.  I  have 
but  my  sword  and  my  two  arms. 

Ladt  Inger. 

Your  sword  is  rusted,  Olaf  Skaktavl!  All  the  swords 
in  Norway  are  rusted. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

That  is  doubtless  why  some  folk  fight  only  with  their 
tongues. — Inger  Gyldenlove — great  is  the  change  in  you. 
Time  was  when  the  heart  of  a  man  beat  in  vour  breast. 

Lady  Inger. 
Put  me  not  in  mind  of  what  was. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

Tis  for  that  very  purpose  I  am  here.  You  shall 
hear  me,  even  if 

Lady  Inger. 

Be  it  so  then ;  but  be  brief;  for — I  must  say  it — this  is 
00  place  of  safety  for  you. 
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Olaf  Skaktavl. 

Ostrat  is  no  place  of  safety  for  an  outlaw  f  That  I 
have  long  known.  But  you  forget  that  an  outlaw  is 
unsafe  wheresoever  he  may  wander. 

Lady  Inobb. 
Speak  then;  I  will  not  hinder  you. 

Olaf  Skaktati^ 

'Tis  nigh  on  thirty  years  now  since  first  I  saw  yon.  It 
was  at  Akershus'  in  the  bouse  of  Kout  Alfson  and  hit 
wife.  You  were  little  more  than  a  child  then;  yet  were 
you  bold  as  the  soaring  falcon,  and  wild  and  headstrong 
too  at  times.  Many  were  the  wooers  around  you.  I 
too  held  you  dear — dear  as  no  woman  before  or  since. 
Bui  you  cared  for  nothing,  thought  of  nothing,  save  yoi 
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Ladt  Inoeb. 

Twas  a  sinful  thought,  Olaf  Skaktavl.  'Twas  my 
proud  heart,  and  not  the  Lord's  call,  that  spoke  in  me. 

Olap  Skaktavl. 

You  could  have  been  the  chosen  one  had  you  but 
willed  it.  You  came  of  the  noblest  blood  in  Norway; 
power  and  riches  were  soon  to  be  yours;  and  you  had  an 
car  for  the  cries  of  anguish — then ! 

Do  you  remember  that  afternoon  when  Henrik  Ejrum- 
medike  and  the  Danish  fleet  anchored  off  Akershus? 
Hie  captains  of  the  fleet  offered  terms  of  peace,  and, 
trusting  to  the  safe-conduct,  Knut  Alfson  rowed  on 
board.  Three  hours  later,  we  bore  him  through  the 
castle  gate 

Lady  Inger. 

A  corpse;  a  corpse! 

Olaf  Skaktavl, 

The  best  heart  in  Norway  burst,  when  Ejrummedike's 
Urelings  struck  him  down.  Methinks  I  still  can  see 
the  long  procession  that  passed  into  the  Banquet  Hall, 
heavily,  two  by  two.  There  he  lay  on  his  bier,  white 
wa  spring  cloud,  with  the  axe-cleft  in  his  brow.  I  may 
afely  say  that  the  boldest  men  in  Norway  were  gathered 
there  that  night.  Lady  Margrete  stood  by  her  dead 
husband's  head,  and  we  swore  as  one  man  to  venture 
!ands  and  life  to  avenge  this  last  misdeed  and  all  that 
had  gone  before. — Inger  Gyldenlove, — who  was  it  that 
hurst  through  the  circle  of  men  ?     A  maiden — almost  a 
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child — with  fire  in  her  eyes  and  her  voice  half  choked 
with  tears. — What  was  it  she  swore?  Shall  I  repeat 
your  words  ? 

Ladt  Ingeb. 

I  swore  what  the  rest  of  you  swore;  neither  more 
nor  less. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

You  remember  your  oath — and  yet  you  have  for- 
gotten it. 

Ladt  Inoeb. 

.\nd  how  did  the  others  keep  their  promise  ?  I  speak 
not  of  you,  Olaf  Skaktavl,  but  of  your  friends,  all  Nor- 
way's nobles?  Not  one  of  them,  in  all  these  years,  has 
had  the  courage  to  be  a  man:  yet  they  lay  it  to  my  charge 
that  I  am  a  woman. 


ACT  III       LADY  INGER  OP  OSTRAT  6S 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

For  twenty  years  have  I  been  homeless.  In  the  moun- 
tains of  Jiemteland  my  hair  has  grown  grey.  My  dwell- 
ing has  been  with  wolves  and  bears. — You  see.  Lady 
Inger— /  need  you  not;  but  both  nobles  and  people  stand 
io  sore  need  of  you. 

Ladt  Ingeb. 
The  old  burden. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

Av,  it  sounds  but  ill  in  your  ears,  I  know;  yet  hear 
it  you  must,  for  all  that.  In  brief,  then :  I  come  from 
Sweden:  troubles  are  brewing:  the  Dales  are  ready  to 

risf. 

Lady  Ixoer. 
I  know  it. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
Peter  Kanzler*  is  with  us — secretly,  you  understand. 

Lady  Inger. 
[Starting.]     Peter  Kanzler.^ 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
Tis  he  that  has  sent  me  to  Ostrat. 

Lady  Inger. 
[/Jw*.]     Peter  Kanzler,  say  you  ? 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

He  himself; — but  mayhap  you  no  longer  know  him  ? 

*  That  is,  Peter  the  Chancellor. 
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Ladt  Inqbb. 

[Ha^to  herself.]  Only  too  well! — But  tell  me,  I  pray 
you, — what  message  do  you  bring  ? 

OlAF  SKilKTAVL. 

When  the  rumour  of  the  rising  reached  the  border 
mountains,  where  I  then  was,  I  set  off  at  once  into  Swe- 
den. 'Twas  not  hard  to  guess  that  Peter  Kanzler  had 
a  finger  in  the  game.  I  sought  him  out  and  offered  to 
stand  by  him; — he  knew  me  of  old,  as  you  know,  and 
knew  that  he  could  trust  me;  so  he  has  sent  me  hither. 

Ladt  Inger. 
[ImpaHently.]    Yes,  yes, — he  sent  you  hither  to 1 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

[With  secrecy,]  Lady  Inger — a  stranger  comes  to 
Ostrat  to-night. 

Lady  Inger. 

[Surprised,]     What  ?     Know  you  that ? 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

Assuredly  I  know  it.  I  know  all.  Twas  to  meet 
him  that  Peter  Kanzler  sent  me  hither. 

Lady  Inger. 

To  meet  him  ?  Impossible,  Olaf  Skaktavl, — impos* 
sible. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

*Tis  as  I  tell  you.  If  he  be  not  already  come,  he  will 
soon 
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Ladt  Ingeb. 
Doubtless,  doubtless;  but 

Olaf  Skaktavl, 
Then  you  knew  of  his  coming  ? 

Lady  Ingeb. 

Ay,  surely.  He  sent  me  a  message.  'Twas  therefore 
fhej  opened  to  you  as  soon  as  you  knocked. 

Olap  Skaktavl. 

[Listens.]  Hush! — some  one  is  riding  along  the  road. 
[Goes  to  the  window.]    They  are  opening  the  gate. 

Lady  Inger. 

[Looks  out.]  It  is  a  knight  and  bis  attendant.  They 
are  dismounting  in  the  courtyard. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
Tis  he,  then.     His  name.^ 

Lady  Inoer. 

You  know  not  his  name  ? 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

Peter  Kanzler  refused  to  tell  it  me.  He  would  say  no 
iDore  than  that  I  should  find  him  at  Ostrdt  the  third 
evening  after  Martinmas 

Lady  Inger. 
Ay;  even  to-night. 
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OiAF  Skaktavl. 

He  was  lo  bring  letters  with  him;  and  from  them,  and 
from  j-ou,  I  was  to  learn  who  he  is. 


Then  let  nte  lead  you  to  your  chamber.  You  have 
nerd  of  rest  and  refreshment.  You  shall  soon  have 
speech  with  the  stranger. 

Olap  Skaktavl. 

Well,  be  it  as  you  will.  [Both  go  out  to  the  left. 

[After  a  short  paii*e,  Finn  enters  cautiously  by  the 

door  on  the  right,  looks  round  the  room,  and  petpt 

iitto  tfte  Banquet  Hall;  he  then  yoes  hack  lo  the 

door,  and  makes  a  sign  to  some  one  outside.    Im- 
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Niu»  Lykke. 

Tis  well;  he  has  said  as  much  to  me.     First  of  all, 
tfaeD— has  there  come  any  stranger  to  Ostrat  to-night, 

before  us? 

Finn. 
Av;  a  stranger  came  an  hour  since. 

Nils  Ltkke. 

[!^oftly,  to  Jens  Bielke.]  He  is  here.  [Turns  ctgain 
to  Finn.]  Would  you  know  him  again?  Have  you 
aeea  him  r 

Finn. 

Nay,  none  has  seen  him,  that  I  know,  but  the  gate- 
keeper.    He  was  brought  at  once  to  Lady  Inger,  and 

she^ 

Nils  Lykke. 
Well  ?     What  of  her  ?    He  is  not  gone  again  already  ? 

Finn. 

No;  but  it  seems  she  holds  him  hidden  m  one  of  her 
own  rooms;  for 

Nils  Lykke. 
It  is  well. 

Jens  Bielke. 

[^Vhispers,]  Then  the  first  thing  is  to  put  a  guard  on 
IIm*  gale;  so  are  we  sure  of  him. 
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'Ntia  Lykke. 

[tVilh  a  smile.]  H'm!  [To  Finn.]  Tell  me— is  there 
any  way  of  leaving  the  castle,  save  by  the  gate  f  Gape 
not  at  me  so !  I  mean — can  one  escape  from  Ostiat  uii- 
seen,  though  the  castle  gate  be  barred  ? 

Finn. 

Nay,  that  I  kaow  aot.  'Tis  true  they  talk  of  secret 
ways  in  the  vaults  beneath;  but  no  one  knows  them  Mve 
Lady  Inger — and  mayhap  Mistress  Elina. 

Jens  Bielkb. 

The  devil! 

Nils  Lykke. 
It  is  well.     You  may  go. 
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Jens  Bielke. 

Saj  you  so  ?  First  of  all,  there  is  little  honour  to  be 
won  ID  hunting  an  overgrown  whelp  like  this  Nils  Sture. 
Are  we  to  think  him  mad  or  in  his  sober  senses  after  the 
pnnks  be  has  played  ?  First  he  breeds  bad  blood  among 
the  peasants;  promises  them  help  and  all  their  hearts  can 
desire;— and  then,  when  it  comes  to  the  pinch,  off  he  runs 
to  hide  behind  a  petticoat! 

xUoreover,  to  say  truth,  I  repent  that  I  followed  your 
counsel  and  went  not  my  own  way. 

Nils  Ltkke. 

[To  himself.]  Your  repentance  comes  somewhat  late» 
mv  brother! 

Jens  Bielke. 

For,  let  me  tell  you,  I  have  never  loved  digging  at  a 
badger's  earth.  I  looked  for  quite  other  sport.  Here 
have  I  ridden  all  the  way  from  Jaemteland  with  my 
horsemen,  and  have  got  me  a  warrant  from  the  Trond- 
hiem  commandant  to  search  for  the  rebel  wheresoever  I 
please.    All  his  tracks  point  towards  Ostrat 

Nils  Ltkke. 
He  is  here!     He  is  here,  I  tell  you! 

Jens  Bielke. 

Were  it  not  liker,  in  that  case,  that  we  had  found  the 
gate  barred  and  well  guarded?  Would  that  we  had; 
then  could  I  have  found  use  for  my  men-at-arms 
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Nils  Lykke. 

But  instead,  the  gate  is  very  courteously  thrown  opeu 
to  us.  Mark  now — if  Inger  Gyldenlove's  fame  belie  her 
not,  I  warrant  she  will  not  let  her  guests  lack  for  either 
meat  or  drink. 

Jens  Bielke. 

Ay,  to  turn  aside  from  our  errand!     And  what  wild 

whim  was  that  of  yours  to  have  me  leave  my  horsemen 

half  a  league  from  the  castle!     Had  we  come  in  force 

Nils  Lykke. 
She  had  made  us  none  the  less  welcome  for  that. 
But  mark  well  that  then  our  coming  had  made  a  stir. 
The  peasants  round  about  had  held  it  for  an  outrage 
against  I^dy  Inger:  she  had  risen  high  in  their  favour 
once  more — and  with  that,  look  vou,  wc  were  ill  sened. 
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Nils  Lykke. 

Caution  and  cunning  may  in  this  matter  prove  of 
more  avail  than  force  of  arms. — And  to  say  truth.  Cap- 
tain Jens  Bielke — something  of  the  sort  has  been  in  my 
mind  ever  since  we  met  in  Trondhiem  yesterday. 

Jens  Bielke. 

Was  that  why  you  persuaded  me  to  leave  the  men-at- 
arms? 

Nils  Lykke. 

Both  your  purpose  at  Ostr&t  and  mine  could  best  be 
ser\'ed  without  them;  and  so 

Jens  Bielke. 

The  foul  fiend  seize  you — I  had  almost  said!  x\nd 
me  to  boot !  Might  I  not  have  known  that  there  is  guile 
in  all  your  dealings.^ 

Nils  Lykke. 

Be  sure  I  shall  need  all  my  guile  here,  if  I  am  to  face 
my  foe  with  even  weapons.  And  let  me  tell  you,  'tis 
of  the  utmost  moment  to  me  that  I  acquit  me  of  my 
mission  secretlv  and  well.  You  must  know  that  when  I 
set  forth  I  was  scarce  in  favour  with  my  lord  the  King. 
He  held  me  in  suspicion;  though  I  dare  swear  I  have 
served  him  as  well  as  any  man  could,  in  more  than  one 
ticklish  charge. 

Jens  Bielke. 

That  vou  mav  safelv  boast.  God  and  all  men  know 
you  for  the  craftiest  devil  in  all  the  three  kingdoms. 
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Nils  Lykke. 

I  thank  you!  Though,  after  all,  'tis  not  much  to  say. 
But  this  present  errand  I  count  as  indeed  a  crowning 
test  of  my  powers;  for  here  I  have  to  outwit  a  woman 

j£Na   BlELKE. 

Ha-ha-ha !     In    t  h  a  t   art  you  have  long  since  given 
crowning  proofs  of  your  skill,  dear  brother.     Think  you 
we  in  Sweden  know  not  the  song — 
Fair  maidens  a-many  they  sigh  and  they  pine: 
"Ah  God,  that  Nils  Lykke  were  mine,  mine,  mine!" 

Nils  Ltkke. 

Alas,  'tis  women  of  twenty  and  thereabouts  that  ditty 
'ftks  of.     Ladv  Inger  Gvldenlove  is  nigh  on  fifty,  and 
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pass;  now  that  I  have  begun  amiss  in  this  matter,  I  had 
as  lief  that  you  should  take  it  on  your  shoulders.  Yet 
one  thing  you  must  promise — if  the  young  Count  Sture 
be  in  Ostr&t,  you  will  deliver  him  into  my  hands,  dead 
or  alive! 

Nils  Lykke. 

You  shall  have  him  all  alive.  I,  at  any  rate,  mean 
not  to  kill  him.  But  now  you  must  ride  back  and  join 
your  people.  Keep  guard  on  the  road.  Should  I  mark 
aught  that  mislikes  me,  you  shall  know  it  forthwith. 

Jens  Bielke. 
Good,  good.     But  how  am  I  to  get  out ? 

Nils  Lykke. 

The  fellow  that  brought  us  in  will  show  the  way.  But 
go  quietly 

Jens  Bielke. 
Of  course,  of  course.     Well — good  fortune  to  you! 

Nils  Lykke. 

Fortune  has  never  failed  me  in  a  war  with  women. 
Haste  you  now!  [Jens  Bielke  goes  ovi  to  the  right. 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Stands  still  for  awhile;  then  walks  about  the  room^ 
looking  round  him;  then  he  says  softly:]  At  last,  then,  I 
am  at  Ostrat — the  ancient  hall  whereof  a  child,  two 
years  ago,  told  me  so  much. 
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Lucia.  Ay,  two  years  ago  she  was  still  a  child.  And 
now — now    she    is   dead.     [Hums   with    a    half'smiJe.] 

"Blossoms  plucked  are  blossoms  withered " 

[Looks  round  him  again. 

Ostr&t.  'Tis  as  though  I  had  seen  it  all  before;  as 
though  I  wxre  at  home  here. — In  there  is  the  Banquet 
Hall.  And  underneath  is — the  grave-vault.  It  must  be 
there  that  Lucia  lies. 

[In  a  lower  voice,  ktUf-terioxuAy,  half  with  forced 
gaiety. 

Were  I  timorous,  I  might  well  find  myself  fancying 
that  when  I  set  foot  within  Ostrat  gate  she  turned  about 
in  her  coffin:  as  I  crossed  the  courtyard  she  lifted  the 
lid;  and  when  1  named  her  name  but  now,  'twas  as 
though  a  voice  summoned  her  forth  from  the  grave- 
vault. — Maybe  she  is  even  now  groping  her  way  up  the 
stairs.  The  face-cloth  blinds  her,  but  she  gropes  on  and 
on  in  spite  of  it. 
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Can  it  be  that  she  is  so  rare  a  being — so  wise  and  so 
brave  as  Lucia  fancied  her?  Fair,  too,  they  say.  But 
for  a  wedded  wife — ?    I  should  not  have  written  so 

plainly. 

[Lost  in  thought^  he  is  on  the  paint  of  sitting  dawn  by 

the  table,  but  stands  up  again. 

How  will  Lady  Inger  receive  me? — She  will  scarce 

bum  the  castle  over  our  heads,  or  slip  me  through  a 

tnp-door.     A  stab  from  behind — ?    No,  not  that  way 

either [Listens  towards  the  hall. 

Aha! 

[Lady  Inqer  Gtldenl5ve  enters  from  the  hall. 

Lady  Inger. 
[Cddly.]     My  greeting  to  you.  Sir  Councillor 


Nils  Lykke. 
[Bows  deeply.]    Ah — the  Lady  of  Ostrat! 

Lady  Inoer. 

and  my  thanks  that  you  have  forewarned  me  of 

your  visit. 

Nils  Lykke. 

I  could  do  no  less.     T  had  reason  to  think  that  my 
coming  might  surprise  you 

Lady  Inger. 

Truly,  Sir  Councillor,  therein  you  judged  aright. 
Xils  Lykke  was  indeed  the  last  guest  I  looked  to  see 
at  Ostrat. 
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Nils  Lykke. 

And  still  less,  mayhap,  did  you  tbiok  to  see  him  come 
as  a  friend  ? 

Ladt  Inoeb. 

As  a  friend  P  You  add  mockery  to  all  the  shame  and 
sorrow  you  have  heaped  upon  my  house  P  After  bring- 
ing my  child  to  the  grave,  you  still  dare 

Niua  IjTkke. 

With  your  leave.  Lady  Inger  Gyldenlove — on  that 
matter  we  should  scarce  agree;  for  you  count  as  nothing 
what  /  lost  by  that  same  unhappy  chance.  I  purposed 
nought  but  in  honour.  I  was  tired  of  my  unbridled  life; 
my  thirtieth  year  was  already  past;  I  longed  to  mate  me 
with  a  good  and  gentle  wife.     Add  to  all  this  the  hope 
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Nils  Ltkke. 

Not  on  your  side,  mayhap.  /  have  never  been 
your  enemy, — though,  as  a  subject  of  the  King  of  Den- 
mark, I  lacked  not  good  cause. 

Lady  Inger. 

I  understand  you.  I  have  not  been  pliant  enough. 
It  has  not  proved  so  easy  as  some  of  you  hoped  to  lure 
mc  over  into  your  camp. — Yet  methinks  you  have  nought 
to  complain  of.  My  daughter  Merete's  husband  is  your 
countryman — further  I  cannot  go.  My  position  is  no 
etsy  one.  Nils  Lykke! 

Niifi  Lykke. 

That  I  can  well  believe.  Both  nobles  and  people 
here  in  Norway  think  they  have  an  ancient  claim  on 
Tou — a  claim,  'tis  said,  you  have  but  half  fulfilled. 

Lady  Inger. 

Your  pardon.  Sir  Councillor, — I  account  for  my  do- 
ings to  none  but  God  and  myself.  If  it  please  you,  then, 
let  me  understand  what  brings  you  hither. 

Nils  Lykke. 

Gladly,  Lady  Inger!  The  purpose  of  my  mission  to 
this  country  can  scarce  be  unknown  to  you ? 

Lady  Inger. 

I  know  the  mission  that  report  assigns  you.  Our 
King  would  fain  know  how  the  Norwegian  nobles  stand 
affected  towards  him. 
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Niu9  Lykke. 
Assuredly. 

Ladt  Inqer. 

Then  that  is  why  you  visit  Ostr&t? 

Niu  Ltkke. 

In  part.    But  it  is  far  from  my  purpose  to  demand 
any  profession  of  loyalty  from  you 


Hearken  to  me.  Lady  Inger!     You  said  yourself  but 
now  that  your  position  is  no  easy  one.     You  stand  half 
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Lady  Inoer. 
In  your  power,  you  say  ? 

Nius  Ltkke. 

First  of  all.  Lady  Inger,  I  would  beg  you  to  lay  no 
stress  on  any  careless  words  I  may  have  used  concerning 
that  which  lies  between  us  two.  Think  not  that  I  have 
forgotten  for  a  moment  the  wrong  I  have  done  you.  Sup- 
pose, now,  I  had  long  purposed  to  make  atonement,  as 
far  as  might  be»  where  I  had  sinned.  Suppose  it  were 
for  that  reason  I  had  contrived  to  have  this  mission 
assigned  me. 

Lady  Inger. 

Speak  your  meaning  more  clearly,  Sir  Councillor; — 
I  cannot  follow  you. 

Nils  Lykke. 

I  can  scarce  be  mistaken  in  thinking  that  you,  as  well 
»5 1,  know  of  the  threatened  troubles  in  Sweden.  You 
bow,  or  at  least  you  can  guess,  that  this  rising  is  of  far 
^ider  aim  than  is  commonly  supposed,  and  you  under- 
stand therefore  that  our  King  cannot  look  on  (juietly 
and  let  things  take  their  course.     Am  I  not  right  ? 

Lady  Inoer. 
Go  on. 

Nils  Lykke. 

[^earchingly^  after  a  short  pause,]  There  is  one 
possible  chance  that  might  endanger  Gustav  Vasa*s 
throne 
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1.ADT   InOER, 

[To  k£rse^.]    Whither  is  he  tending? 


the  chance,  namely,  that  there  should  eriat  i 

Sweden  a  man  entitled  by  his  birth  to  claim  election  ( 
the  kingship. 


[Evanvely.]  The  Swedish  nobles  have  been  even  u 
bloodily  hewn  down  as  our  own,  Sir  Councillor.  Where 
would  you  seek  for ? 

Nils  Ltkee. 
[With  a  smiU.]    Seek  P     The  man  is  found  already-^ 

Ladt  Inoer. 
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Lady  Inger. 
[Breathes  more  freely.]     With —  ?     Ah,  yes — true,  true ! 

Nils  Lykke. 

But  now  he  has  come  forward  openly.  He  has  shown 
himself  in  the  Dales  as  leader  of  the  peasants;  their 
numbers  are  growing  day  by  day;  and — as  mayhap  you 
know — they  are  finding  friends  among  the  peasants  on 
this  side  of  the  border-hills. 

Ladt  Inger. 

[Who  has  in  the  meantime  regained  her  composure.] 
Sir  Councillor, — ^you  speak  of  all  these  matters  as  though 
they  must  of  necessity  be  known  to  me.  What  ground 
have  I  given  you  to  believe  so?  I  know,  and  wish  to 
know,  nothing.  All  my  care  is  to  live  quietly  within  my 
own  domain;  I  give  no  countenance  to  disturbers  of  the 
peace;  but  neither  must  you  reckon  on  me  if  it  be  your 
purpose  to  suppress  them. 

Nils  Lykke. 

[In  a  law  voice!]  Would  you  still  be  inactive,  were  it 
my  purpose  to  come  to  their  aid  ? 

Lady  Inger. 
How  am  I  to  understand  you  ? 

Nils  Lykke. 

Have  you  not  seen,  then,  whither  I  have  been  aimino^ 
all  this  time? — Well,  I  will  tell  vou  all,  frankly  and 
openly.     Know,  then,  that  the  King  and  his  Council 
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see  clearly  that  we  can  have  no  sure  footing  in  Norway 
so  long  as  the  nobles  and  the  people  continue,  as  now, 
to  think  themselves  wronged  and  oppressed.  We  un- 
derstand to  the  full  that  willing  allies  are  better  than 
sullen  subjects;  and  we  have  therefore  no  heartier  wish 
than  to  loosen  the  bonds  that  hamper  us,  in  effect,  even 
as  straitly  as  you.  But  you  will  scarce  den;  that  the 
tcniiKT  of  Norway  towards  us  makes  such  a  step  too 
danj^eroiis— so  long  as  we  have  no  sure  support  behind 


luVDY   InOER. 


And  this  support- 


Should    naturally   come    from    Sweden.     But,    mark 
well,  not  so  long  as  Gustav  Vasa  holds  the  helm;   h  i  s 
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Nii£  Ltkke. 
Most  certainly.    'Tis  he  whom  I  seek. 

Lady  Ingeb. 

[To  kerte^.]  Strange*  Then  it  must  be  as  Olaf 
Skaktavl  said.  [To  Nji^  Lykkg.]  I  pray  you  wait 
here.  Sir  Councillor!     I  will  go  bring  him  to  you. 

[Goes  Old  through  the  Banquet  HaU. 

Nii£  Lykkk. 

[Looks  after  her  awhile  in  exuUant  ostonMkment.l 
She  is  bringing  him!  Ay,  truly — she  is  bringing  him! 
The  battle  is  half  won.  I  little  thought  it  would  go  so 
smoothly. 

She  is  deep  in  the  counsels  of  the  rebels;  she  startedi 
m  terror  when  I  named  Sten  Sture's  son. 

.\nd  now  ?  H'm!  Since  Lady  Inger  has  been  simple- 
eoough  to  walk  into  the  snare,  Nils  Sturo  will  not  make 
many  difficulties.     A  hol-blooded  boy,  thoughtless  and 

nsh .     With  my  promise  of  help  he  will  set  forth 

at  once — unhappily  Jens  Bieike  will  snap  him  up  by 
Ihc  way— and  the  whole  rising  will  be  nipped  in  llie- 
bud. 

.\nd  then  ?  Then  one  further  point  to  our  advantage. 
It  i-i  spread  abroad  that  the  young  Count  Slure  has  l>cen 
al  Ostrat, — that  a  Danish  envoy  has  had  audience  of 
l*Iy  Inger — that  thereupon  the  young  Count  Nils  has 
been  .snapped  up  by  King  (lustav's  men-at-arms  a  milc^ 

from   the    castle. Let   Inger   Gyldenl five's    name 

amonj;  the  people  stand  never  so  high — "twill  scarte 
rwover  from  such  a  blow. 

[Slarfu  up  in  sudden  uneasinesit 
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By  all  the  devils — !  What  if  she  has  sceoted  mis- 
chief? It  may  be  he  is  even  now  slipping  through  our 
fingers —  [Ldatens  tovxmU  ihe  hall,  and  says  vnth  reluf.] 
Ah,  there  is  no  fear.    Here  they  come. 

[Lady   Inoeb   GyldenlSve  eitiert  from  the  halt, 
accompanied  by  Olat  Skaktavl. 

Lady  Inoeb. 
[To  Nils  Ltkke.]     Here  is  the  man  you  seek. 

Nii;s  Lykke. 
[j4<i(fe.]     Powers  of  hell — what  means  this? 


I  ha\-e  told  this  knight  your  name  and  all  that  yoo 
have  imparted  to  c 
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Niijs  Ltkke. 
This  man's —  ?    Ah — yes,  truly 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

[To  Nils  Lykke.]    But  seeing  'tis  Peter  Kanzler  him- 
self that  has  appointed  us  this  meeting 

Niijs  Ltkke. 

Peter   Kanzler — ?    [Recovers   himself  quickly.]    Ay, 
right, — I  have  a  mission  from  Peter  Kanzler 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

He  must  know  best  whom  he  can  trust.     So  why 
should  I  trouble  my  head  with  pondering  how 

Nils  Lykke. 
Av,  you  are  right,  noble  Sir;  why  waste  time  over  that  ? 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
Rather  let  us  come  straight  to  the  matter. 

Nils  Lykke. 

Straight  to  the  point;  no  beating  about  the  bush — 'tis 
ever  my  fashion. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

Then  will  you  tell  me  your  errand  here? 

Nils  Lykke. 
Methinks  you  can  partly  guess  my  errand 
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Olaf  Skaktavl. 
Peter  Kanzler  said  something  of  papers  that 

Niui  Lykke. 
Papers?     Ay,  true,  the  papers! 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
Doubtless  you  have  them  with  you  ? 

Nils  Lykke. 

Of  course;  safely  bestowed;  so  safely  that  I  cannot  at 

once 

[Appears  to  search  tlie  inner  pockets  of  his  douMei; 
.v(i///f  to  himself: 
Who  the  devil  is  he?     What  pretext  can  I  make?     I 

may  he  on  the  brink  of  ^rt*at  disc*overies 

[Xotires  that  the  Skrvants  are  laying  the  table  and 

lighting  the  lamps  in  the  Banquet  Hall,  and  says 

to  Olaf  Skaktavl: 

All,  I  s<»c  l4idy  Ingcr  has  taken  order  for  the  evening 

meal.     Mayhap  wc  could  better  talk  of  our  affairs  at 

tablr. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

Good;  as  you  will. 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Aside,]    Time  gained — all  gained! 

[To  Lady  Inger  with  a  show  of  great  friendliness: 
And  meanwhile  we  might  learn  what  part  I^ady  Inger 
(iyhlcnlovc  purposes  to  take  in  our  design? 
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Ladt  Inger. 
I  ? — None. 

Niijs  Ltkke  and  Olaf  Skaktavl. 

None! 

Ladt  Inger. 

Can  ye  marvel,  noble  Sirs,  that  I  venture  not  on  a 
game  wherein  loss  would  mean  loss  of  all  ?  And  that, 
too,  when  none  of  my  allies  dare  trust  me  fully. 

Nii^  Lykke. 

That  reproach  touches  not  me.  I  trust  you  blindly; 
I  pray  you  be  assured  of  that. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
Who  should  believe  in  you,  if  not  your  countrymen  ? 

Lady  Inger. 

Truly, — this  confidence  rejoices  me. 
[Goes  to  a  cupboard  in  the  back  wall  and  Jills  two 
goblets  with  wine. 

Nii^  Lykke. 
M^wfe.]     Curse  her,  will  she  slip  out  of  the  noose  ? 

Lady  Inger. 

[Hands  a  goblet  to  each.]  And  since  so  it  is,  I  offer 
you  a  cup  of  welcome  to  Ostrat.  Drink,  noble  knights! 
Pledge  me  to  the  last  drop! 
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[Looks  from  one  to  the  other  after  they  have  druni, 
and  my  a  gravely: 
But  now  I  must  tell  you — one  goblet  held  a  welcome 
for  my  friend;  the  other — death  for  my  enemy! 

Niifi  Lykkb. 
[Throws  dovm  the  gtAlet.]    Ah,  I  am  poisoned! 

Olaf  Skaetavl. 
[At  the  same  lime,  cliUches  his  sword.]    Death  and  hell, 
have  you  murdered  me? 

Lady  Inoeb. 

[To  Olaf  Skaktavl,  pointing  to  Nils  Ltkke.]  Yon 
see  the  Danes'  confidence  in  Inger  Gyldenliive 

[  To  Nils  Lykke,  ■pointing  to  Olaf  Skaktavl.] 
and  likewise  ray  countrymen's  faith  in  me! 
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Lady  Inger. 
[Touches  her  arm.]    My  child — this  knight  is 

EUNA. 

[Motions  her  mother  back  with  her  hand,  still  looking 
intently  at  him,  and  says:]  There  is  no  need!  I  see 
who  he  b.     He  is  Nils  Lykke 

Niijs  Lykke. 

[Aside,  to  Lady  Inger.]  How  ?  Does  she  know  me  ? 
Cm  Lucia  have —  ?     Can  she  know ? 

Lady  Inger. 
Hush!    She  knows  nothing. 

EuNA. 

[To  herse^,]  I  knew  it; — even  so  must  Nils  Lykke 
appear. 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Approaches  her,]  Yes,  Elina  Gyldenlove, — you  have 
guessed  aright.  And  as  it  seems  that,  in  some  sense, 
you  know  me, — and,  moreover,  as  I  am  your  mother's 
fruest, — you  will  not  deny  me  the  flower-spray  you  wear 
in  your  bosom.  So  long  as  it  is  fresh  and  fragrant,  I 
shall  have  in  it  an  image  of  yourself. 

Elina. 

[Proudly,  but  still  gazing  at  him,]  Pardon  me,  Sir 
Knight — 'twas  plucked  in  my  own  chamber,  and  there 
can  grow  no  flower  for  you. 
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tiiia  Lyeke. 

[Loo/iening  a  tpray  (^flowers  that  he  wears  in  the  front 
iif  hill  doublet.]  At  least  you  will  not  disdain  this  humble 
f;ifl,  'Twas  a  farewell  token  from  a  courtly  dame  when 
I  set  forth  from  Trondhiem  this  morning. — But  mark 
UK',  nobk-  maiden, — were  I  to  offer  you  a  gift  that  were 
fully  worthy  of  you,  it  could  be  nought  less  than  a  princely 
crown. 

Elina. 

[Who  has  taken  the  flowers  passively.]    And  were  it 
thi-  royal  frown  of  Denmark  you  held  forth  to  me — be- 
fore I  shared  it  with   you,    I  would  crush  it  to  pieces 
between  my  hands,  and  oast  the  fragments  at  your  feet! 
[Throirs  down  the  flowers  at  hit/eet,  and  goes  into 
the  Banquet  Hall. 


ACT  THIRD 

Th  Banquet  HaU,  A  high  bow-window  in  the  back- 
ground; a  smaller  window  in  front  on  the  left.  Sev- 
eral doors  on  each  side.  The  ceiling  is  supported  by 
massive  tcooden  pillars,  on  which,  as  well  a>s  on  the 
walls,  are  hung  all  sorts  of  weapons.  Pictures  of 
saints,  knights,  and  ladies  hang  in  long  rows.  Pen- 
dent from  the  ceiling  a  large  many-branched  lamp, 
alight.  In  front,  on  the  right,  an  ancient  carven  high- 
seat.  In  the  middle  of  the  hall,  a  table  with  the  rem- 
nants of  the  evening  meal. 

EuxA  Gyldenlove  enters  from  the  left,  slowly  and  in 
deep  thought.  Her  expression  shows  thai  she  is 
going  over  again  in  her  mind  the  scene  with  Nils 
Lykke.  At  la^t  she  repeats  the  motion  with  which 
she  flung  away  the  flowers,  and  says  in  alow  innce: 

Elina. 

And  then  he  gathered  up  the  fragments  of  the 

(Town  of  Denmark — no,  'twas  the  flowers — and:  "(iod's 
Wv  blood,  but  she  is  proud  and  fair!" 

Had  he  whispered  the  words  in  the  most  secret  spot, 
lon^  leagues  from  Ostrat, — still  had  I  heard  them! 

How  I  hate  him!  How^  I  have  alwavs  hated  him, — 
this  Nils  Lvkke! — There  lives  not  another  man  like  him, 
tis  said.  He  plays  with  women — and  treads  them  under 
kis  feet. 

91 
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And  'twas  to  him  my  mother  thought  to  offer  met 
— How  I  hale  him! 

They  say  Nils  Lykke  is  unlike  all  other  men.  It  is  not 
true!  There  is  nothing  strange  in  him.  There  are  many* 
many  like  him !  When  Biiim  used  to  tell  me  his  tales,  all 
the  princes  looked  as  Nils  Lykke  looks.  When  I  sat  lonely 
here  in  the  hall  and  dreamed  my  histories,  and  my  knigfatA 
came  and  went, — they  were  one  and  all  even  as  he. 

How  strange  and  how  good  it  is  to  hate!  Never 
have  I  known  how  sweet  it  can  be — tilt  to-night.  Ah — 
not  to  live  a  thousand  years  would  I  sell  the  moments  I 
have  lived  since  I  saw  him! — 

"God's  holy  blood,  but  she  is  proud " 

[Goes  slowly  towards  the  bark,  opens  the  window  and 
looks  out.  Nils  Lykke  comes  in  by  thefirH  door 
on  the  right. 

Nils  Ltkkb. 
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NiLo  Ltkke. 
You  err;  I  pursue  you  not.    I  am  myself  pursued. 

Elina. 
fou? 

Nils  Lykke. 

Br  a  multitude  of  thoughts.    Therefore  'tis  with  sleep 
IS  with  you : — it  flees  me. 

Elina. 

Go  to  the  window,  and  there  you  will  find  pastime; 
— t  storm-tossed  sea 

Nils  Ltkke. 

[Smiles.]     A  storm-tossed  sea?    That  may  I  find  in 
you  as  well. 

EUNA. 

In  me? 

Nils  Ltkke. 
Ay,  of  that  our  first  meeting  has  assured  me. 

Elina. 
And  that  offends  you  ? 

Nils  Lykke. 

Nay,  in  nowise;  yet  I  could  wish  to  see  you  of  milder 
mood. 

Elina. 

[Proudly.]    Think  you  that  you  will  ever  have  your 
wish? 
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tiiiB  Ltkke. 
I  am  sure  of  it.     I  have  a  welcome  word  to  say  to  ] 

Elina. 


What  is  it  P 
Farewell. 


Nii«  Lykkb. 


[Come»  a  Hep  nearer  him.]    Farewell  ?     You  are  U 
ing  Ostrat — so  soon  P 

NiU9  Lykke. 
This  very  Dight. 

Elina. 
[Seems  to  hesUaleJbr  a  moment;  tlien  mya  coldl}/.]    T 
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Niijs  Ltkke. 

But  I  know,  too,  that  I  have  fully  merited  your  hate. 
Unseemly  and  wounding  were  the  words  I  wrote  of  you 
in  my  letter  to  Lady  Inger. 

Elina. 
Like  enough;  I  have  not  read  them.  -.       / 

Nils  Lykke. 

But  at  least  their  purport  is  not  unknown  to  you;  I 
know  your  mother  has  not  left  you  in  ignorance  of  the 
matter;  at  the  least  she  has  told  you  how  I  praised  the 
lot  of  the  man   who — :  surely  you  know  the  hope  I 

nursed — 

Elina. 
Sir  Knight — if  'tis  of  that  you  would  speak — 

Nils  Lykke. 

I  speak  of  it.  only  to  ask  pardon  for  my  words;  for  no 
other  reason,  I  swear  to  you.  If  my  fame — as  I  have 
too  much  cause  to  fear — has  gone  before  me  to  Ostrat, 
you  must  needs  know  enough  of  my  life  not  to  won- 
der that  in  such  things  I  should  go  to  work  something 
boldly.  I  have  met  many  women,  Elina  Gyldenlove; 
but  not  one  have  I  found  unyielding.  Such  lessons, 
look  vou,  teach  a  man  to  be  secure.  He  loses  the  habit 
of  roundabout  ways 

EUNA. 

Mavbe  so.  I  know  not  of  what  metal  those  women 
can  have  been  made. 
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For  the  resl,  you  err  in  thinking  "twas  your  letter  t(» 
my  mother  that  aroused  my  soul's  hatred  and  bitterness 
against  you.     It  is  of  older  date. 

Nii£  Lykke. 
[Uneagily.]    Of  older  date  P     What  mean  you  ? 

Elina. 
Tia  as  you  guessed: — your  fame  has  gone  before  yoo, 
to  Ostr&t,  even  as  over  all  the  land.  Nils  Lykke's  name 
is  never  spoken  save  with  the  name  of  some  wonuo 
whom  he  has  beguiled  and  cast  off.  Some  speak  H  io 
wrath,  others  with  laughter  and  wanton  jeering  at  those 
weak-souled  creatures.  But  through  the  wrath  and  the 
laughter  and  the  jeers  rings  the  song  they  have  made  at 
you,  full  of  insolent  challenge,  like  an  enemy's  song  of 
triumph. 
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Think  not  I  reproach  you.  Rather  I  honour  you  for 
it,  as  never  before  have  I  honoured  woman.  But  for 
this  I  reproach  my  fate — and  the  thought  is  a  gnawing 
pain  to  me — that  you  and  I  were  not  sooner  brought 

face  to  face. Elina  Gyldenlove!     Your  mother  has 

told  me  of  vou.  While  far  from  OstrM  life  ran  its  rest- 
less  course,  you  went  your  lonely  way  in  silence,  living 
m  vour  dreams  and  histories.  Therefore  you  will  under- 
stand what  I  have  to  tell  you. — Know,  then,  that  once 
I  too  lived  even  such  a  life  as  yours.  M ethought  that 
when  I  stepped  forth  into  the  great  world,  a  noble  and 
stately  woman  would  come  to  meet  me,  and  would 
beckon  to  me  and  point  out  the  path  towards  a  glorious 
gdil. — I  was  deceived,  Elina  Gyldenlove!  Women  came 
to  meet  me ;  bu t  s  h  e  was  not  among  them.  Ere  yet  I  had 
come  to  full  manhood,  I  had  learnt  to  despise  them  all. 

Was  it  my  fault?  Why  were  not  the  others  even  as 
you  ? — I  know  the  fate  of  your  fatherland  lies  heavy  on 
your  soul;  and  you  know  the  part  I  have  in  these  af- 
fairs  .  'Tis  said  of  me  that  I  am  false  as  the  sea- 
foam.  Mayhap  I  am;  but  if  I  be,  it  is  women  who  have 
made  me  so.  Had  I  sooner  found  what  I  sought, — had 
I  met  a  woman  proud  and  noble  and  high-souled  even 
as  you,  then  had  my  path  been  different  indeed.  At 
this  moment,  maybe,  I  had  been  standing  at  your  side 
as  the  champion  of  all  that  suffer  wrong  in  Norway's 
land.  For  this  I  believe:  a  woman  is  the  mightiest 
power  in  the  world,  and  in  her  hand  it  lies  to  guide  a 
man  whither  God  Almighty  would  have  him  go. 

Elina. 

[To  herself.]  Can  it  be  as  he  says?  Nay,  nay;  there 
is  falsehood  in  his  eyes  and  deceit  on  his  lips.  And  yet 
—no  song  is  sweeter  than  his  words. 
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Nius  Lykke. 

[Coming  closer,  speaks  low  and  more  intimately.]  As 
you  have  dwelt  here  at  Ostr&t,  alone  with  your.change* 
ful  thoughts,  how  often  have  you  felt  your  bosom  stifiing; 
how  often  have  the  roof  and  walls  seemed  to  shrink  to- 
gether till  they  crushed  your  veiy  soul.  Then  have  your 
longings  taken  wing  with  you;  Uien  have  you  yearned  to 
fly  far  from  here,  you  knew  not  whither. — How  often 
have  you  not  wandered  alone  by  the  fiord;  far  out  a  ship 
has  sailed  by  in  fair  array,  with  knights  and  ladies  on 
her  deck,  with  song  and  music  of  stringed  instruments; — 
a  faint,  far-off  rumour  of  great  events  has  reached  your 
ears; — and  you  have  felt  a  longing  in  your  breast,  an 
unconquerable  craving  to  know  all  that  lies  beyond  the 
sea.  But  you  have  not  understood  what  ailed  you.  At 
times  you  have  thought  it  was  the  fate  of  your  fatherland 
that  filled  you  with  all  these  restless  broodings.     Yon 


Acrui]      LADY  INGER  OF  OSTRAT  99 

hare  borae  in  my  inmost  soul — ^yet  knew  it  not  myself  ? 
How  know  you ? 

Nils  Lykke. 
AD  that  I  have  told  you,  I  have  read  in  your  eyes. 

Elina. 

Never  has  any  man  spoken  to  me  as  you  have  spoken. 
I  have  understood  you  but  dimly;  and  yet — all,  all  seems 
dianged  since 

[To  hevMclf,]  Now  I  understand  why  they  said  that 
Nils  Lykke  was  unlike  all  others. 

Nils  Lykke. 

There  is  one  thing  in  the  world  that  might  drive  a 
man  to  madness,  but  to  think  of  it;  and  that  is  the  thought 
of  what  might  have  been,  had  things  but  fallen  out  in 
this  way  or  that.  Had  I  met  you  on  my  path  while  the 
tree  of  my  life  was  yet  green  and  budding,  at  this  hour, 
mayhap,  you  had  been 

But  forgive  me,  noble  lady!  Our  speech  of  these  past 
few  moments  has  made  me  forget  how  we  stand  one  to 
another.  'Twas  as  though  a  secret  voice  had  told  me 
from  the  first  that  to  you  I  could  speak  openly,  without 
flattery  or  dissimulation. 

Elina. 
That  can  you. 

Nils  Lykke. 

Tis  well; — and  it  may  be  that  this  openness  has  al- 
ready in  part  reconciled  us.  Ay — my  hope  is  yet  bolder. 
The  time  may  yet  come  when  you  will  think  of  the 
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stranger  knight  without  hate  or  bitterness  in  your  sonl. 
Nay, — mistake  me  not!  I  mean  not  now — but  some 
time,  ia  the  days  to  come.  And  that  this  may  be  the 
less  hard  for  you — and  as  I  have  began  once  for  all  to 
speak  to  you  plainly  and  openly — let  me  tell  you 


Sir  Knight— 


EUNA. 


Nils  Lykkb. 


[Smiting.]  Ah,  I  see  the  thought  of  my  letter  still  af- 
frights  you.  Fear  nought  on  that  score.  I  would  from 
my  heart  it  were  unwritten,  for — I  know  'twill  concern 
you  little  enough,  so  I  may  even  say  it  right  out — for  I 
love  you  not,  and  shall  never  come  to  love  you.  Fear 
nothing,  therefore,  as  I  said  before;  I  shall  in  nowise 
seek  to 
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■ 

I     teD  a  tale  of  a  young  maiden  sitting  alone  in  a  gloomy 

Uack-beamed  hall,  far  to  the  north  in  Norway 

[Bretiks  off  and  bows  respectfully. 
But  I  fear  I  detain  the  noble  daughter  of  the  house 
too  long.    We  shall  meet  no  more;  for  before  daybreak 
I  shaD  be  gone.     So  now  I  bid  you  farewell. 

Elina. 
Fare  you  well.  Sir  Knight!  [A  short  silence, 

Nius  Ltkke. 

Again  you  are  deep  in  thought,  Elina  Gyldenl5ve!    Is 
it  the  fate  of  your  fatherland  that  weighs  upon  you  still  ? 

EUNA. 

[Shakes  her  fiead,  absently  gazing  straight  in  front  of 
her,]    My  fatherland  ? — I  think  not  of  my  fatherland. 

Nils  Lykke. 

Then  'tis  the  strife  and  misery  of  the  time  that  dis- 
quiets you. 

Elina. 

The  time  ?    I  had  forgotten  it You  go  to 

Denmark  ?     Said  you  not  so  ? 

Nils  Lykke. 
I  go  to  Denmark. 

EUNA. 

CaD  I  look  towards  Denmark  from  this  hall  ? 
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Nius  Lykke. 

[Points  to  the  window  on  the  hft.'l    \j,  from  this  ws- 
dow.     Denmark  lies  there,  to  the  south. 

EUNA. 

And   is   it  far   from    here?     More   than   a   himdnd 
leagues  ? 

Nii£  Ltkke. 

Much  more.     The  sea  lies  between  you  and  Denmatk 

EUKA. 

[Tolurael/.]    The  sea?    Thought  has  sea-gulls' wings. 
The  sea  cannot  stay  it.  [Goet  out  to  the  UfL 
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been  fooled  ?  'Tis  like  enough  that  Count  Sture  is  not 
at  Ostiit  at  all.  It  may  be  the  rumour  of  his  flight  was 
but  a  feint.     He  may  be  safe  and  sound  among  his 

friends  in  Sweden,  while  I [Walks  restlessly  up  and 

iovm.]  And  to  think  I  was  so  sure  of  success!  If  I 
should  effect  nothing  ?  If  Lady  Inger  should  penetrate 
aD  my  designs — and  publish  my  discomfiture — .  To  be 
a  laughing-stock  both  here  and  in  Denmark!  To  have 
sought  to  lure  Lady  Inger  into  a  trap — and  given  her 
cause  the  help  it  most  needed — strengthened  her  in  the 

people's  favour !    Ah,  I  could  well-nigh  sell  myself 

to  the  Evil  One,  would  he  but  help  me  to  lay  hands  on 
Count  Sture. 

[The   window  in   the   background  is  pushed  open. 
Nils  Stensson  appears  outside. 

Nils  Lykke. 
[Clutches  at  his  sword.]     Who  is  there  ? 

Nils  Stensson. 

[Jumps  down  on  to  the  floor,]     Ah;  here  I  am  at  last 
then! 

Nils  Lykke. 

[ilni2f .]     What  means  this  ? 

Nils  Stensson. 
God's  peace,  master! 

Nils  Lykke. 

Thanks,    good    Sir!     Methinks   you    have    chosen    a 
strange  way  of  entrance. 
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Niu  SrENBBOir. 

Ay,  what  the  devfl  waa  I  to  do?    The  gate  was  shut. 
Folk  must  8leq>  in  this  house  like  bean  at  Yuletide. 


Niiift  Ltkxb. 

God  be  thanked!    Know  you  not  that  a  good  ood- 
science  is  the  best  pillow  ? 

Nius  Stbnb0ON. 

Ay,  it  must  be  even  so;  for  with  all  my  rattling  and 
thundering,  I- 

Niui  Ltkkb. 
You  won  not  in  ? 


NiLA  Stenbbgn. 

You  have  hit  it.  So  I  said  to  myself:  As  you  are 
hidden  to  be  in  Ostrat  to-night,  if  you  have  to  go 
through  fire  and  water,  you  may  surely  make  free  to 
creep  through  a  window. 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Aside.]     Ah,  if  it  should  be !     [Moves  a  Hep  or 

tuH)  nearer.]     Was  it,  then,  of  the  last  necessity  that  you 
should  reach  Ostr&t  to-night  ? 

Nils  Stenssgn. 

Was  it  ?  Ay,  faith  hut  it  was.  I  love  not  to  keep  folk 
waiting,  I  can  tell  you. 

Nils  Lykke. 

Aha, — then  Lady  Inger  Gyldenlove  looks  for  your 
coming? 
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Nius  Stensson. 

Lady  Inger  Gyldenlove  ?  Nay,  that  I  can  scarce  say 
for  certain;  [with  a  sly  mnile]  but  there  might  be  some 
one  else 

Nils  Ltkke. 

[Smiles  in  anstcer.]    Ah,  so  there  might  be  some  one 

else—? 

Nils  Stensson. 
Tell  me — are  vou  of  the  house  ? 

Nils  Ltkke. 

I?    Well,  in  so  far  that  I  am  Lady  Inger's  guest  this 

evening. 

Nii^  Stensson. 

A  guest  ? — Is  not  to-night  the  third  night  after  Mar- 
tinmas ? 

Nils  Lykke. 

The  third  night  after — ?  Ay,  right  enough. — Would 
vou  seek  the  ladv  of  the  house  at  once  ?  I  think  she  is 
not  yet  gone  to  rest.  But  might  not  you  sit  down  and 
rest  awhile,  dear  young  Sir  ?  See,  here  is  yet  a  flagon 
of  wine  remaining,  and  doubtless  you  will  find  some  food. 
Come,  fall  to;  you  will  do  wisely  to  refresh  your  strength. 

Nils  Stensson. 

You  are  right,  Sir;  'twere  not  amiss.  [Sits  down  by 
the  table  and  eats  and  drinks,]  Both  roast  meat  and 
sweet  cakes!     Why,  you  live  like  lords  here!     When  one 
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has  slept,  as  I  have,  on  the  naked  ground*  and  li^ed  on 
bread  and  water  for  four  or  five  daya 

Niui  Ltkke. 

[Looks  ai  him  with  a  tmile^  Ay,  such  a  life  must 
be  hard  for  one  that  is  wont  to  sit  at  the  high-table  in 
noble  halls 

NiLA  Stenbbgn. 
Noble  halls ? 

Nils  Lykke. 

But  now  can  you  take  your  ease  at  Ostr&t»  as  long  as 
it  likeM  you. 

NlUi  STEN880N. 

[Pleased.]  Ay  ?  Can  I  truly  ?  Then  I  am  not  to  be- 
gone again  so  soon  ? 

Nils  Lykke. 

Nay.  that  I  know  not.  Sure  you  yourself  can  best 
sav  that. 

Nils  Stexssgn. 

[Softly.]  Oh,  the  devil!  [Stretches  himself  in  the 
chair.]  Well,  you  see — *tis  not  yet  certain.  I,  for  my 
part,  were  nothing  loath  to  stay  quiet  here  awhile; 
but 

Nils  Lykke. 

But  you  are  not  in  all  points  your  own  master? 

There  Ik*  other  duties  and  other  affairs ? 
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NiiJ3  Stensson. 

Ay,  that  is  just  the  rub.     Were  I  to  choose,  I  would 
rest  me  at  Ostrat  at  least  the  winter  through;  I  have  for 

the  most  part  led  a  soldier's  life,  and [Interrupts 

kinue^ suddenly ^JUls  a  goblet^  and  drinks,]     Your  health. 

Sir! 

Nils  Lykke. 
A  soldier's  life  ?    H'm! 

Niij3  Stensson. 

Nav,  what  I  would  have  said  is  this:  I  have  long  been 
«ger  to  see  Lady  Inger  Gyldenlove,  whose  fame  has 
spread  so  wide.  She  must  be  a  queenly  woman, — is't 
not  so  ? — The  one  thing  I  like  not  in  her,  is  that  she  is 
so  cursedly  slow  to  take  open  action. 

Nils  Lykke. 
Open  action  ? 

Nils  Stensson. 

Av,  ay,  you  understand  me;  I  mean  she  is  so  loath  to 
takeahand  in  driving  the  foreign  masters  out  of  the  land. 

Nils  Lykke. 

Ay,  there  you  are  right.  But  if  now  you  do  what  you 
can,  you  will  doubtless  move  her. 

Nils  Stensson. 
I?    God  knows  'twould  but  little  serve  if  / 
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NiuLi 


Yet  'tis  itrmnge  you  shaald  aedc  her  heie  if  you  imwt 
so  little  hope. 

NuA  Sramrai  • 
What  mean  you  F— Tell  me,  knoir  you  Lacty  hkgart 

Nils  Ltkmm. 
Surely;  since  I  am  her  guest >- 

NiLA  StBNB0ON. 

Ay,  but  it  in  nowise  follows  that  you  know  her.    I 
too  am  her  guest,  yet  have  I  never  seen  so  much  as  har 

shadow. 

NiLA  Ltkkb. 
Yet  did  you  speak  of  her 

Nils  Stenssgn. 

as  all  folk  speak.     Why  should  I  not.^    And  be- 
sides, I  have  often  enough  heard  from  Peter  Kander 

[Stops  in  confusion,  and  falls  to  eating  buaUy. 

Nils  Lykk£. 
•  You  would  have  said ? 

Nils  Stenssgn. 
[Eating.]    I  ?    Nay,  'tis  all  one. 


[Niija  Ltkke  laughs. 


Nils  Stenssgn. 
Why  laugh  you.  Sir? 


Acrni]      LADY  INGER  OP  OSTRAT  109 

NiLA  Ltkke. 
At  nothing,  Sir! 

NiLA  Stenbson. 
[Drinks.]    A  pretty  vintage  ye  have  in  this  house. 

Nils  Ltkke. 

[Approaches  him  conjidentialltf,]  Listen — ^were  it  not 
time  DOW  to  throw  off  the  mask  ? 

NiiJ3  Stensson. 

[SmiUng.]    The  mask  ?    Why,  do  as  seems  best  to 

vou. 

Nius  Ltkke. 

Then  off  with  all  disguise.     You  are  known,  Count 

Sture! 

Nils  Stensson. 

[Bursts  Old  laughing.]  Count  Sture  ?  Do  you  too  take 
me  for  Count  Sture  ?  [Rises from  the  tctble.]  You  mistake, 
Sir!    I  am  not  Count  Sture. 

Nils  Lykke. 
I'ou  are  not  ?    Then  who  are  you  ? 

Nils  Stensson. 
My  name  is  Nils  Stensson. 

Nils  Lykke. 

[IjOoIcs  at  him  vnth  a  smile,]  H'm!  Nils  Stensson? 
But  you  are  not  Sten  Sture 's  son  Nils  ?    The  name  chimes 

at  least. 
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Nii£  Stenbson. 
True  enough;  but  God  knows  what  right  I  have  t* 
war  it.  My  father  I  never  knew;  my  mother  waa  i 
loor  peasant  woman,  that  was  robbed  and  murdered  ii 
)ne  of  the  old  feuds.  Peter  Kanzler  chanced  to  be  oi 
he  spot;  he  took  me  into  his  care,  brought  me  up,  ana 
aught  me  the  trade  of  arms.  As  you  know,  King  Gus- 
av  has  been  hunting  him  this  many  a  year;  and  I  Have 
ollowed  him  faithfully,  wherever  he  went. 

Nils  Lykke. 
Peter  Kanzler  has  taught  you  more  than  the  trade 

>f  arms,  meseems. Well,  well;  then  you  are  not 

^Jjls  Sture,     But  at  least  you  come  from  Sweden.     Peter 
Kanzler  has  sent  you  hither  to  find  a  stranger,  who 

Nils  Stensson. 
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Nils  Ltkke. 
But  where,  then,  is  Count  Sture  ? 

Nils  Stensson. 
[In  a  low  voice.]    Ay,  that  is  just  the  secret. 

Nils  Lykke. 
[Whispers,]    Which  is  known  to  you  ?    Is't  not  so  ? 

Nils  Stensson. 
[Nods,]    And  which  I  am  to  tell  you. 

Nils  Ltkke. 

To  tell  me  ?    Well  then, — where  is  he  ? 

[Nils  Stensson  points  upwards. 

Nils  Ltkke. 

Up  there  ?    Lady  Inger  holds  him  hidden  in  the  loft- 
room? 

Nils  Stensson. 

Nay,  nay;  you  mistake  me.     [Looks  round  cautiously.] 
Nils  Sture  is  in  Heaven ! 

Nils  Ltkke. 
Dead?    And  where? 

Nils  Stensson. 
In  his  mother's  castle, — three  weeks  since. 
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NiiA  Ltkkb. 

Ah,  you  are  deceiving  me!  *Tii  but  five  or  as  dayi 
since  he  crossed  the  frontier  into  Norway. 

NiiA  Stbnbson. 
Oh,  that  was  I. 

NiiA  Ltkkb. 

But  just  before  that  the  Count  had  appeared  in  the 
Dales.  The  people,  who  were  restless  already,  broke 
out  openly  and  would  have  chosen  him  for  king. 

NlIA  STBNiaOK. 

Ha-ha-ha;  that  was  me  too! 

NiiA  Ltkke. 
You? 

Nils  Stensson. 

I  will  tell  you  how  it  came  about.  One  day  Peter 
Kanzler  called  me  to  him  and  gave  me  to  know  that 
great  things  were  preparing.  He  bade  me  set  out  for 
Norway  and  fare  to  Ostr&t,  where  I  must  be  on  a  ce^ 
tain  fixed  day 

Nils  Lykke. 
[Nods,]    The  third  night  after  Martinmas. 

Nils  Stensson. 
There  I  was  to  meet  a  stranger 

Nils  Lykke. 
Ay,  right;  I  am  he. 
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NiDs  Stensson. 

From  him  I  should  learn  what  more  I  had  to  do. 
Moreover,  I  was  to  let  him  know  that  the  Count  was 
dead  of  a  sudden,  but  that  as  yet  'twas  known  to  no  one 
save  to  his  mother  the  Countess,  together  with  Peter 
Kanzler  and  a  few  old  servants  of  the  Stures. 

NiDS  Ltkke. 

I  understand.  The  Count  was  the  peasants'  rally ing- 
pobt.  Were  the  tidings  of  his  death  to  spread,  they 
would  fall  asunder, — and  'twould  all  come  to  nought. 

NiUEi  Stensson. 
At,  maybe  so;  I  know  little  of  such  matters. 

Nils  Ltkke. 
But  how  came  you  to  give  yourself  out  for  the  Count  ? 

Nils  Stensson. 

How  came  I  to ?     Nay,  what  know  I?     Many's 

tbe  mad  prank  I  have  hit  on  in  my  day.  And  yet  'twas 
not  I  hit  on  it  neither;  for  whereever  I  appeared  in  the 
Dales,  the  people  crowded  round  me  and  hailed  me  as 
Count  Sture.  Deny  it  as  I  pleased,  'twas  wasted  breath. 
The  Count  had  been  there  two  years  before,  they  said — 
and  the  veriest  child  knew  me  again.  Well,  so  be  it, 
thought  I;  never  again  will  you  be  a  Count  in  this  life; 
whv  not  try  what  'tis  like  for  once  ? 

Nils  Ltkke. 
Well, — and  what  did  you  more  ? 
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Niia  Stenbson. 

IP  I  ate  and  drank  and  took  my  ease.  The  oo\j 
pity  was  that  I  had  to  take  the  road  again  so  soon.  But 
when  I  set  forth  across  the  frontier — ha-ha-ha — I  prom- 
ised them  I  would  soon  be  back  with  three  or  four  thou- 
sanij  men — I  know  not  how  many  I  said — and  then  we 
would  lay  on  in  earnest. 

"Sua  Ltkkb, 

And  you  did  not  bethink  you  that  you  were  acting 
rashly  ? 

Nii£  Stenbson. 

Ay,  afterwards;  but  then,  to  be  sure,  'twas  too  late. 

Nils  Ltkke. 
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Nils  Ltkke. 

You  have  called  the  people  to  arms.     You  have  given 
seditious  promises,  and  raised  troubles  in  the  land. 

Nils  Stensson. 
Ay,  but  'twas  only  in  jest! 

Nils  Ltkke. 
King  Gustav  will  scarce  take  that  view  of  the  affair. 

Nils  Stensson. 

Truly,  there  is  something  in  what  you  say.    To  think 

I  could  be  so  featherwitted Well,  well,  I'm  not  a 

dead  man  yet!    You  will  protect  me;  and  besides — the 
men-at-arms  can  scarce  be  at  my  heels  yet. 

Nils  Ltkke. 
But  what  else  have  you  to  tell  me  ? 

Nils  Stensson. 

I?    Nothing.    When    once    I   have   given   you    the 
packet 

Niis  Ltkke. 
[Off  ht8  guard.]    The  packet? 

Nils  Stensson. 
Ay,  sure  you  know 

Nils  Ltkke. 
Ah,  right,  right;  the  papers  from  Peter  Kanzler 
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Niu  Stensson. 
See.  here  they  all  are. 

[  Takes  out  a  packet  from  iiuidc  his  douUef,  and  Aoadr 
if  to  \ii^  Ltkke. 

Nrifl  Lykke. 
[Anide.]     Letters  and  papers  for  Olaf  Skaktavl. 

[To  Nils  Stenbson. 
The  packet  is  open,  I  see.    'Tis  like  you  know  what  it 
contains? 

Nils  Stenbson. 
No,  good  sir;  I  love  not  to  read  writing;  and  for  reason 
goo<l. 

Nils  Ltkke. 
I  understand;  you  have  given  most  care  to  the  trade 
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oM;  but  up  to  this  day  I  have  ever  refused  to  give  him 
back,  trusting  to  have  in  him  a  sure  hostage  for  Inger 
Gjldenldve's  faithfuhiess  to  us  and  to  our  friends.  Yet 
in  tbat  respect  he  has  but  little  availed  us.  You  may 
marvel  that  I  told  you  not  this  secret  when  you  were 
with  me  here  of  late;  therefore  will  I  confess  freely  that 
I  feared  you  might  seize  upon  him,  even  as  I  had  done, 
and  to  the  same  intent.  But  now,  when  you  have  seen 
Ladj  Inger,  and  have  doubtless  assured  yourself  how 
kath  she  is  to  have  a  hand  in  our  undertaking,  you  will 
Ke  that  'tis  wisest  to  give  her  back  her  own  as  soon  as 
may  be.    Well  might  it  come  to  pass  that  in  her  joy  and 

security  and  thankfulness — " " — that  is  now  our 

last  hope."  [Sits  for  awhile  (m  though  struck  dumb  with 
turprise;  then  exclaims  in  a  low  voice:]  Aha, — what  a 
letter!    Gold  would  not  buy  it! 

Nils  Stensson. 

Tis  plain  I  have  brought  you  weighty  tidings.  Ay, 
ay,— Peter  Kanzler  has  many  irons  in  the  fire,  folk  say. 

Nils  Lykke. 

[To  himself.]  What  to  do  with  all  this?  A  thou- 
sand paths  are  open  to  me —  What  if  I  were —  ?  No, 
'twere  to  risk  too  much.  But  if — ah,  if  I — ?  I  will 
venture  it !  [  Tears  tlie  letter  across,  crumples  up  the  pieces^ 
and  hides  them,  inside  his  doublet;  puts  back  the  otiier  pa- 
pers into  the  packet,  which  he  thrusts  inside  his  belt;  rises 
and  says:]     A  word,  my  young  friend! 

Nils  Stensson. 

[Approaching  Atm.]    Well — your  looks  say  that  the 
game  goes  bravely. 
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Niui  Ltkkb. 

Ay,  by  my  soul  it  does.  You  hare  gmtk  me  a  hand 
of  nought  but  court  cards, — queens  and  knaves 

Niui  Stbnhon. 

But  what  of  me,  that  have  brought  all  tliese  good  tid- 
ings ?    Have  I  nought  more  to  do  ? 

Nils  Ltkkb. 

You  ?  Ay,  that  have  you.  You  belong  to  fhe  game. 
You  are  a  king — and  king  of  trumps  too. 

Nius  Stenbson. 

I  a  king?  Oh,  now  I  understand;  you  are  thinlring 
of  mv  exaltation 

NiLA  Lykke. 
Your  exaltation  ? 

Nils  Stensson. 

Ay;  that  which  you  foretold  for  me,  if  King  Gustav's 

men  got  me  in  their  clutches 

[Makes  a  motion  to  indicate  hanging. 

Niijs  Lykke. 

True  enough; — but  let  that  trouble  you  no  more.  It 
now  lies  with  yourself  alone  whether  within  a  month  you 
shall  have  the  hempen  noose  or  a  chain  of  gold  about 
your  neck. 

Nils  Stensson. 

A  chain  of  gold  ?     And  it  lies  with  me  ? 

[Nils  Ltkke  nodi. 
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Nils  Stensson. 

Why,  then,  the  devil  take  doubting!    Do  you  but  tell 
me  what  I  am  to  do. 


Nils  Ltkke. 

I  will.  But  first  you  must  swear  me  a  solemn  oath 
that  no  living  creature  in  the  wide  world  shall  know 
what  I  confide  to  you. 

Nils  Stensson. 
Is  that  all  ?    You  shall  have  ten  oaths,  if  you  will. 

Nils  Ltkke. 
Not  so  lightly,  young  Sir!     'Tis  no  jesting  matter. 

Nils  Stensson. 
Well,  well;  I  am  grave  enough. 

Nils  Ltkke. 
In  the  Dales  you  called  yourself  a  Count's  son; — is't 

Dot  90  ? 

Nils  Stensson. 

Nay — begin  you  now  on   that   again  ?     Have  I  not 
made  free  confession 

Nils  Ltkke. 

You  mistake  me.     What  you  said  in  the  Dales  was 
the  truth. 

Nils  Stensson. 

The    truth?    What   mean    you    by    that?    Tell    me 
but ! 
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Nius  Ltkke. 

First  your  oath!  The  holiest,  the  most  inviolable  you 
cun  swear. 

Nius  Stenbbon. 

That  you  shall  ha\'e.  Yonder  on  the  wall  hangs  the 
picture  of  the  Holy  Virgin 

Nils  Lykke. 

The  Holy  Virgin  has  grown  infirm  of  late.  Know  you 
not  what  the  monk  of  Wittenberg  maintains? 

Nils  SrENaaoN. 

Fie!  how  can  you  heed  the  monk  of  Wittenbeig? 
Peter  Kanzler  says  he  is  a  heretic. 

Nii^  Lykke. 

Well,  lot  us  not  dispute  the  matter.  Here  can  I  show 
you  a  saint  will  starve  full  well  to  make  oath  by.  [Points 
to  a  picture  hanging  on  one  of  the  panels,]  Come  hither, 
— swear  that  vou  will  Ih*  silent  till  I  mvself  release  vour 
tongue—  silent,  as  you  hope  for  Heaven's  salvation  for 
yourself  and  for  the  man  whose  picture  hangs  there. 

Nii>i  Stensson. 

[Approaching  the  picture,]  I  swear  it — so  help  me 
Ciod*s  holy  won!  I  [Falls  back  a  step  in  amazement.] 
But — Christ  save  me ! 

Nils  Lykke. 
What  now  ? 
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Nils  Stensbon. 
The  picture — !    Sure  'tis  I  myself! 

Nils  Ltkke. 

Tis  old  Sten  Sture,  even  as  he  lived  and  moved  in 
his  youthful  years. 

NiuB  Stensson. 

Sten  Sture! — And  the  likeness — ?  And — said  you  not 
I  spoke  the  truth,  when  I  called  myself  a  Count's  son  ? 
Wis't  not  so  ? 

Nius  Ltkke. 
So  it  was. 

Nils  Stensson. 

Ah,  I  have  it,  I  have  it!     I  am 


Nils  Lykke. 
You  are  Sten  Sture's  son,  good  Sir! 

Nils  Stensson. 
[WUh  the  quiet  of  amazement.]    I  Sten  Sture's  son ! 

Nils  Lykke. 

On  the  mother's  side  too  your  blood  is  noble.  Peter 
Kanzler  spoke  not  the  truth,  if  he  said  that  a  poor  peas- 
ant woman  was  your  mother. 

Nils  Stensson. 
Oh  strange!  oh  marvellous!     But  can  I  believe ? 
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Nua 


You  may  believe  all  that  I  Idl  jwu  Bat  retMmber, 
all  this  will  be  merely  your  nifai,  if  you  dMuld  fofget 
what  you  swore  to  me  by  your  latfier^s  aihatioii. 

Niui  Stbnbsok. 

Forget  it  ?    Nay,  that  you  may  be  sure  I  nevwahaB. 
— But  you,  to  whom  I  have  given  my  word, — leil 
who  are  you  ? 

NiLB 


My  name  b  Nils  Lykke. 

Nius  Stbnhok. 

[Surprised.]    Nils   Lykke?    Surely  not  the   DaniA 

Councillor? 

Nils  Lykke. 
Even  so. 

Nils  Stensson. 

And    it    was    you — ?    Tis    strange.    How    come 
you ? 

Nils  Lykke. 

^to   be  receiving   missives  from  Peter  Kanzler? 

You  marvel  at  that  ? 

Nils  Stensson. 

I  cannot  deny  it.    He  has  ever  named  you  as  our 
bitterest  foe 

Nils  Lykke. 
And  therefore  you  mistrust  me  ? 


f 
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Nils  Stensson. 
Nay,  not  wholly  that;  but — well,  the  devil  take  musing! 

Nils  Lykke. 

WeD  said.  Go  but  your  own  way,  and  you  are  as 
sure  of  the  halter  as  you  are  of  a  Count's  title  and  a 
chain  of  gold  if  you  trust  to  me. 

Nils  Stensson. 

That  will  I.  My  hand  upon  it,  dear  Sir!  Do  you 
but  help  me  with  good  counsel  as  long  as  there  is  need; 
when  counsel  gives  place  to  blows,  I  shall  look  to  my- 
self. 

Nils  Lykke. 

Tis  well.  Come  with  me  now  into  yonder  chamber, 
and  I  will  tell  you  how  all  these  matters  stand,  and  what 
you  have  still  to  do.  [Goes  out  to  the  right. 

Nils  Stensson. 

[With  a  glance  at  the  picture,]    I  Sten  Sture's  son! 

Oh,  marvellous  as  a  dream ! 

[Goes  out  after  Nils  Lykke. 


ACT  FOURTH 

The  Banquet  Hail,  at  before,  but  vntkout  the  aupper-toMe. 

Bi6rn,  the  vmjordonu),  enters  carrying  a  lighted  branch- 
candlestick,  and  lighting  in  Ladt  Inoeb  and  Olaf 
Skaktavl  by  th*  second  door  on  the  left.  Ladt 
Inger  has  a  burtdle  of  papers  in  her  hand. 

Lady  Inger. 

[7*0   BiJiRN.]     And  you   are  sure   my  daughter  liad 
speech  with  the  knight,  here  in  the  hall  P 
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Lady  Inoer. 
Did  vou  not  hear  it  at  all  ? 

BiOrn. 
It  Bounded   to  me  as  though  she  said: — "Almost  I 
fear  be  has  already  tarried  too  long  at  Ostr&t." 

Lady  Inobb. 
And  the  knight?    Where  ia  he? 

BiOrn. 
In  bis  chamber  belike,  in  the  gate-wing. 

Lady  Inoer. 

It  is  well.     What  I  have  to  send  by  him  is  ready.     Go 
to  him  and  say  I  await  him  here  in  the  hall. 

[BiOrn  goes  out  to  the  right. 

Olap  Skaktavl. 

Know  you.  Lady  Inger,— 'tis  true  that  in  such  things 
I  am  blind  as  a  mole;  yet  seems  it  to  me  as  though 


Olaf  Skaktavl. 

as   though   Nils   Lykke   bore   a   mind    to   your 

daughter. 

Lady  Inger. 

Then  'twould  seem  you  are  not  so  blind  after  all;  for 
I  am  the  more  deceived  if  you  be  not  right.     Marked 
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you  not  at  the  supper-board  how  eageriy  he  liitened  to 
the  least  word  I  let  fall  concemiiig  Elina  ? 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
He  forgot  both  food  and  drink. 

Ladt  Inobr. 

And  our  secret  aflPairs  as  well. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
Ay,  and  what  is  more — the  papers  from  Peter  Kanxler. 

Ladt  Inoeb. 
And  from  all  this  you  conclude ? 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

From  all  this  I  chiefly  conclude  that,  as  you  know 
Nils  Lykke  and  the  name  he  bears,  especially  in  all  that 
touches  women 

Lady  Inger. 
1  should  be  right  glad  to  know  him  outside  my 


gates  ? 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
Ay;  and  that  as  soon  as  may  be. 

Lady  Inger. 

[Smiling,]    Nay — the  case  is  just  the  contrary,  Olaf 
Skaktavl ! 
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Olaf  Sk.*ktavl. 
How  mean  you  ? 


If  Ihings  be  as  we  both  think.  Nils  Lykke  must  in 
nowise  depart  from  Ostr&t  yet  awhile. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
[Looh  at  her  with  diaapprovat.]     Are  you  again  em- 
hrkcd  oa  crooked  courses.  Lady  Inget?     What  guile 
*rf  you  now  devising  7    Something  that  may  increase 
rour  own  power  at  the  cost  of  our 

Ladt  Imqer. 

Oh  this  blindness,  that  makes  you  a))  do  me  such 
■rong!  I  see  well  you  think  I  purpose  to  make  Nils 
Lykke  my  daughter's  husband.  Were  such  a  thought 
ia  my  mind,  why  had  I  refused  to  take  part  in  what  i.t 
afoot  in  Sweden,  when  Nils  Lykke  and  all  the  Danish 
crew  seem  willing  to  support  it  ? 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
Then  if  it  be  not  your  wish  to  win  him  and  bind  him 
to  you — what  would  you  with  him  ? 

Lady  Inges. 

I  will  tell  you  in  few  words.  In  a  letter  to  me,  Nils 
Lykke  has  spoken  of  the  high  fortune  it  were  to  be  allied 
to  our  house;  and  I  do  not  say  but,  for  a  moment,  I  let 
myself  think  of  the  matter. 

Olaf  Skaktavl, 
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Ladt  Inobb. 

To  wed  Nits  Lykke  to  one  of  my  house  were  doubt- 
less a  great  step  towards  stanching  many  discords  in 
our  land. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

Meseems  your  daughter  Merete's  marriage  with  V'in- 
zents  Lunge  might  have  taught  you  what  comes  of  such 
a  step.  Scarce  had  my  lord  gained  firm  footing  among 
us,  when  he  b^an  to  make  free  with  both  our  goods 
and  our  rights 

I  know  it  even  too  well,  Olaf  Skaktavl!  But  times 
there  be  when  my  thoughts  are  manifold  and  strange,  I 
cannot  impart  them  fully  either  to  you  or  to  any  one  else. 
Often  I  know  not  the  right  course  to  choose.     And  yet 
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here;  he  shall  learn  to  know  Elina  well.  She  is  both 
fair  and  wise. — Ah,  if  he  should  one  day  cx)me  before 
me,  with  hot  love  in  his  heart,  to  beg  for  her  hand ! 
Then— to  chase  him  away  like  a  dog;  to  drive  him  off 
with  jibes  and  scorn;  to  make  it  known  over  all  the  land 
that  Nils  Lykke  had  come  a- wooing  to  Ostr&t  in  vain — ! 
I  tell  you  I  would  give  ten  years  of  my  life  but  to  see 
that  dav! 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

In  faith  and  truth,  Inger  Gyldenlove — is  this  your 
purpose  towards  him  ? 

Lady  Inger. 

This  and  nought  else,  as  sure  as  God  lives!  Trust 
me,  Olaf  Skaktavl,  I  mean  honestly  by  my  countrymen; 
but  I  am  in  nowise  my  own  mistress.  Things  there  be 
that  must  be  kept  hidden,  or  'twere  my  death-blow. 
But  let  me  once  be  secure  on  that  side,  and  vou  shall 
see  if  I  have  forgotten  the  oath  I  swore  by  Knut  Alf son's 
bier. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

[Shakes  her  by  the  hand.]  Thanks  for  those  words! 
I  am  loath  indeed  to  think  evil  of  you. — Yet,  touching 
your  design  towards  this  knight,  methinks  'tis  a  vent- 
uresome game  you  would  play.  What  if  you  had  mis- 
reckoned  ?  What  if  your  daughter —  ?  'Tis  said  no 
woman  can  stand  against  this  subtle  devil. 

Lady  Inger. 

My  daughter?  Think  you  that  she — ?  Nay,  have 
no  fear  of  that;  I  know  Elina  better.     All  she  has  heard 
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of  his  renown  has  but  made  her  hate  him  the  more. 

You  saw  with  your  own  eyes 

Olaf  Skaktavl, 
Ay,  but — a  woman's  mind  is  shifting  ground  to  build 
on.     Twere  best  you  looked  well  before  you. 

Ladt  Inoer. 
That  will  I,  be  sure;  I  will  watch  them  narrowly.    But 
even  were  he  to  succeed  in  luring  her  into  bis  toils,  I 
have  but  to  whisper  two  words  in  her  ear,  and 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
What  then  ? 

XiADT  Inoer. 
She  will  shrink  from  him  as  though   he  came 


Acrivl       LADY  INGER  OF  OSTRAT  131 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
Not  before  I  have  the  papers. 

Nils  Ltkke. 

Trae,  true.  I  had  well-nigh  foi^ot  the  weightiest 
part  of  my  errand.  Twas  the  fault  of  our  noble  host- 
ess. With  such  gracious  skill  did  she  keep  her  guests 
in  talk  at  table 

Ladt  Inoer. 

That  you  no  longer  remembered  what  had  brought 
Tou  hither?  I  rejoice  to  hear  it;  for  that  was  my  de- 
sign. Methought  that  if  my  guest.  Nils  Lykke,  were  to 
feel  at  his  ease  in  Ostrlit,  he  must  forget 

Nils  Lykke. 
What,  ladv  ? 

Lady  Inger. 

First  of  all  his  errand — and  then  all  that  had  gone 

before  it. 

Nils  Lykke. 

[To  OljlF  Skaktavl,  as  fie  takes  out  tlie  packet  and 
hands  it  to  him.]  The  papers  from  Peter  Kanzler.  You 
will  find  in  them  a  full  account  of  our  partizans  in  Sweden. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

It  is  well. 
[Sits  doicn  by  the  table  on  the  left,  where  he  opens 
the  packet  and  examines  its  contents. 

Nils  Lykke. 

And  now.  Lady  Inger  Gyldenlove, — I  know  not  that 
there  is  aught  else  for  me  to  do  heie. 
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Ladt  Inoek. 

Had  it  been  things  of  state  atone  that  brought  ua 
gether,  you  might  be  right.  But  I  should  be  kwth 
think  so 


You  would  say ? 

Lady  Inqeb. 

I  would  say  that  'twas  not  alone  aa  a  Danish  Conn- 
llor  or  as  the  ally  of  Peter  Kanzler  that  Nils  Lykke 
■me  to  be  my  guest. — Do  I  err  in  fancying  that  some- 
liat  you  may  have  heard  down  in  Denmaric  may  have 
ade  you  curious  to  know  more  of  the  Lady  of  Ostr&t? 

Nils  Ltkke. 
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bere  but  a  few  days.  Sir  Councillor!  I  dare  not  per- 
suide  Olaf  Skaktavl  thereto,  since  his  secret  charge  in 
Sweden  calls  him  hence.  But  as  for  you,  doubtless  your 
ngidtT  has  placed  all  things  beforehand  in  such  train 
that  your  presence  can  scarce  be  needed.  Trust  me, 
jour  time  shall  not  pass  tediously  with  us;  at  least  you 
iriU  find  both  me  and  my  daughter  heartily  disposed  to 
do  all  in  our  power  to  pleasure  you. 

NiUB  Ltkke. 

I  doubt  neither  your  goodwill  towards  me  nor  your 
daughter's;  of  that  I  have  had  ample  proof.  And  I  trust 
70U  will  not  doubt  that  my  presence  elsewhere  must  be 
▼itally  needful,  since,  deq>ite  of  all,  I  must  declare  my 
kmger  stay  at  Ostr&t  impossible. 

Lady  Inger. 

Is  it  even  so! — Know  you.  Sir  Councillor,  were  I 
eyillv  minded,  I  might  fancy  you  had  come  to  Ostr&t  to 
tn-  a  fall  with  me,  and  that,  having  lost,  you  cared  not 
to  linger  on  the  battle-field  among  the  witnesses  of  your 
defeat. 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Smiling.]  There  might  be  some  show  of  reason  for 
such  a  reading  of  the  case;  but  sure  it  is  that  as  yet  / 
bold  not  the  battle  lost. 

Lady  Inoer. 

However  that  may  be,  it  might  at  any  rate  be  retrieved, 
if  you  would  tarry  some  days  with  us.  You  see  your- 
self, I  am  still  halting  and  wavering  at  the  parting  of  the 
ways, — persuading  my  redoubtable  assailant  not  to  quit 
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the  field. — Well,  to  q>eak  plainly » the  thing  it  this:  toot 
alliance  with  the  diaaflPected  in  Sweden  atill  seems  to  me 
somewhat — how  shall  I  call  it? — somewhat  miiaculoas. 
Sir  Councillor!  I  tell  you  this  frankly,  dear  Sir!  The 
thought  that  has  moved  the  King's  Council  to  this  se- 
cret step  is  in  truth  most  politic;  but  *tis  strangely  at 
variance  with  the  deeds  of  certain  of  your  countrymen 
in  bygone  years.  Be  not  oflFended,  then,  if  my  trust  in 
your  fair  promises  needs  to  be  somewhat  strengthened 
ere  I  can  place  my  whole  welfare  in  your  hands. 

Nius  Ltkkb. 

A  longer  stay  at  Ostrat  would  scarce  help  towards 
that  end;  since  I  purpose  not  to  make  any  further  effort 
to  shake  your  resolve. 

Lady  Inger. 

Then  must  I  pity  you  from  my  heart.  Ay,  Sir  Coun- 
cillor— 'tis  true  I  stand  here  an  unfriended  widow;  yet 
may  you  trust  my  word  when  I  foretell  that  this  visit  to 
Ostrat  will  strew  your  future  path  with  thorns. 

Nils  Lykke. 
[With  a  smile.]    Is  that  your  forecast*  Lady  Inger? 

Lady  Inger. 

Truly  it  is!  What  can  one  say,  dear  Sir?  Tis  an 
age  of  tattling  tongues.  Many  a  scurril  knave  will  make 
jeering  rhymes  at  your  expense.  Ere  half  a  year  is  out, 
you  will  be  all  men's  fable;  people  will  stop  and  gaze 
after  you  on  the  high-roads;  'twill  be:  *'Look,  look; 
there  rides  Sir  Nils  Lykke,  that  fared  north  to  Ostrat  to 
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trap  Inger  Gyldenlove,  and  was  caught  in  his  own  nets." 
—Softly,  softly.  Sir  Knight,  why  so  impatient!  'Tis  not 
that  /  think  so;  I  do  but  forecast  the  thoughts  of  the 
malicious  and  evil-minded;  and  of  them,  alas!  there  are 
many. — Ay,  'tis  shame;  but  so  it  is — ^you  will  reap  nought 
but  mockery — mockery,  because  a  woman  was  craftier 
than  you.  "Like  a  cunning  fox,"  men  will  say,  "he 
crept  into  Ostr&t;  like  a  beaten  hound  he  slunk  away." 
—And  one  thing  more:  think  you  not  that  Peter  Kanz- 
ler  and  his  friends  will  forswear  your  alliance,  when  'tis 
known  that  /  venture  not  to  fight  under  a  standard  borne 
bv  vou  ? 

Nils  Ltkke. 

You  speak  wisely,  lady!  Wherefore  to  secure  me 
from  mockery — and  not  to  endanger  the  alliance  with 
all  our  dear  friends  in  Sweden — I  must  needs 

Lady  Inger. 
[Hastily.]     prolong  your  stay  at  Ostrat. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
[Who  has  been  listening.]     He  is  in  the  trap! 

Nils  Lykke. 

No,  my  noble  lady; — I  must  needs  bring  you  to  terms 
within  this  hour. 

Lady  Inger. 
But  what  if  you  should  fail  ? 

Nils  Lykke. 
I  shall    not  fail. 
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Lady  Imoer. 
You  lack  not  confidence,  it  seems. 


What  shall  be  the  wager  that  you  make  not  commtm 
luse  with  myself  and  Peter  KanzlerP 

Lady  Inger. 
Ostrat  Castle  against  your  kne«-buckles! 


[Slap*    hi*    brecut   and   cries:]     Olaf    Skaktavl — hete 
ands  the  master  of  Ostr&t! 
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on  me  all  men's  scorn  and  mockery.  Ah,  beware  that 
you  stir  not  up  my  vengefulness;  for  with  two  words  I 
can  bring  you  to  your  knees  at  my  feet. 

Lady  Inger. 

Ha-ha !     [Stops  suddenly^  as  if  struck  by  a/ore- 

boding.]    And  these  two  words,  Nils  Lykke  ? — these  two 

wopda ? 

Nils  Ltkke. 
The  secret  of  Sten  Sture's  son  and  yours. 

Lady  Inoer. 
[With  a  shriek.]    Oh,  Grod  in  heaven ! 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
Inger  Gy Idenlove's  son !     What  say  you  ? 

Lady  Inger. 

[Half  kneeling  to  Nils  Lykke.]    Mercy!  oh,  be  mer- 
ciful  1 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Raises  her  up.]  Collect  yourself,  and  let  us  talk 
together  calmly. 

Lady  Inger. 

[In  a  low  voice,  as  though  bevnldered.]  Did  you  hear 
it  Olaf  Skaktavl.'  Or  was  it  but  a  dream?  Heard 
you  what  he  said  ? 

Nils  Lykke. 
It  was  no  dream.  Lady  Inger: 
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you! — Where  is  he  (hen?     When?  have  you  got  him?  , 
Wh»t   would    you    do    with    him?     [Screams.]     Do 
kill  him.  Nil.t  l.ykkc!    Give  him  Imck  to  me!     Do  not] 
kill  my  child! 

OLAf   SkAKTAVL, 

Ah,  I  begin  to  imdcrslauil- 

Lm  IiniBB.  >  i  >  :• 

Aod  this  fear— this  torturing  dmdl    Thn^u^  ^ 

these  weaiy  yemn  it  hM  been  ever  wiA  me ind  timm 

ftll  fails  ftt  Ust,  uhI  I  must  bear  tUs  V0iqrh-Otli«i 
my  God.  is  it  right  of  thee  P  Wu  it  for  this  tboa  gawl 
him  to  me  ? 

[Controls  herteJf  and  says  wUh  forced  cotnTpoture: 
Nils  Lykke — tell  me    one    thing.     Where  have  yov' 
got  him  P     Where  is  he  P 

Nius  Lykke. 
With  his  foster-father. 

Ladt  Inqbb. 
Still     with     his    foster-father.     Oh,    that     merciless 
man — !     For  ever  to  deny  me — .     But  it    must    not 
go  on  thus!     Help  me,  Olaf  Skaktavl! 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
IF 

Nils  Ltkke. 
There  will  be  no  need,  if  only  you 
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Lady  Inger. 

Hearken,  Sir  Councillor!  What  you  know  you  shall 
know  thoroughly.  And  you  too,  my  old  and  faithful 
friend! 

Listen  then.  To-night  you  bade  me  call  to.  mind 
that  fatal  day  when  Knut  Alfson  was  slain  at  Oslo. 
You  bade  me  remember  the  promise  I  made  as  I  stood 
bj  his  corpse  amid  the  bravest  men  in  Norway.  I  was 
scarce  full-grown  then;  but  I  felt  God's  strength  in  me, 
and  methought,  as  many  have  thought  since,  that  the 
Lord  himself  had  set  his  mark  on  me  and  chosen  me  to 
%ht  in  the  forefront  for  my  country's  cause. 

Was  it  pride  of  heart?  Or  was  it  a  calling  from  on 
high?  That  I  have  never  clearly  known.  But  woe  to 
whoso  is  charged  with  a  mighty  task. 

For  seven  years  I  fear  not  to  say  that  I  kept  my  prom- 
ise faithfully.  I  stood  by  my  countrymen  in  all  their 
sufferings  and  their  need.  Playmates  of  mine,  all  over 
the  land,  were  wives  and  mothers  now.  I  alone  could 
give  ear  to  no  wooer — not  to  one.  That  you  know  best, 
OlafSkaktavl! 

Then  I  saw  Sten  Sture  for  the  first  time.  Fairer  man 
had  never  met  my  sight. 

Nils  Lykke. 

Ah,  now  it  grows  clear  to  me!  Sten  Sture  was  then 
in  Xor\iav  on  a  secret  errand.  We  Danes  were  not  to 
know  that  he  wished  your  friends  well. 

Lady  Inger. 

In  the  guise  of  a  mean  serving-man  he  lived  a  whole 
winter  under  one  roof  with  me. 
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That  winter  I  thought  less  and  less  of  the  country'i 

weal, So  fair  a  man  had  I  never  seen — and  I  had 

lived  well-nigh  five-and- twenty  years. 

Next  autumn  Sten  Sture  came  once  more;  and  when 
he  departed  again  he  took  with  him,  in  all  secrecy,  a  little 
child.  Twas  not  folks'  evil  tongues  I  feared;  but  our 
cause  would  have  suffered  had  it  got  abroad  that  Sten 
Sture  stood  so  near  to  me. 

The  child  was  given  to  Peter  Kanzler  to  rear.  I 
waited  for  belter  times,  that  were  soon  to  come.  Th^ 
never  came.  Sten  Sture  took  a  wife  two  years  later  In 
Sweden,  and,  when  he  died,  he  left  a  widow 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
-    -And   with  her  a   lawful   heir  to  his   name  and 

rights. 
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But,  besides  that,  the  Danes,  too,  were  active.  They 
spared  neither  threats  nor  promises  to  force  me  to  join 

them. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

Twas  but  reason.  The  eyes  of  all  men  were  fixed 
on  vou  as  on  the  vane  that  should  show  them  how  to 
shape  their  course. 

Ladt  Inger. 

Then  came  Herlof  Hyttefad's  rising.  Do  you  remem- 
ber that  time,  Olaf  Skaktavl  ?  Was  it  not  as  though  a 
new  spring  had  dawned  over  the  whole  land!  Mighty 
Toices  summoned  me  to  come  forth; — ^yet  I  dared  not.  I 
stood  doubting — ^far  from  the  strife — in  my  lonely  castle. 
At  times  it  seemed  as  though  the  Lord  God  himself  were 
calling  me;  but  then  would  come  the  killing  dread  again 
to  benumb  my  will.  "Who  will  win?" — that  was 
the  question  that  was  ever  ringing  in  my  ears. 

'Twas  but  a  short  spring  that  had  come  to  Norway. 
Herlof  Hyttefad,  and  many  more  with  him,  were  broken 
on  the  wheel  during  the  months  that  followed.  None 
could  call  me  to  account;  yet  there  lacked  not  covert 
threats  from  Denmark.  What  if  they  knew  the  secret  ? 
At  last  methought  they  must  know;  I  knew  not  how 
else  to  understand  their  words. 

Twas  even  in  that  time  of  agony  that  Gyldenlove, 
the  High  Steward,  came  hither  and  sought  me  in  mar- 
riage. Let  any  mother  anguished  for  her  child  think 
herself  in  my  place! — A  month  after,  I  was  the  High 
Steward's  wife — and  homeless  in  the  hearts  of  my  coun- 
tn-men. 

Then  came  the  quiet  years.  No  one  raised  his  head 
any  more.     Our  masters  might  grind  us  down  even  as 
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hniTiijr  u  tii^  Kfled.  Thgmwetm^kmBwkmlimAfbA 
mTielf;  for  wImI  had  I  to  doP  Hai^kt  hm  %m  mimm 
imoT  and  •corn  and  bring  forUi  danghim  ioto  die  muli* 
My  daughteis!  God  miul  fofgbe  me  if  I  hanfe  had  wi 
mother's  heart  towards  them.  IC7  wilBljr  daliea  neve 
as  serfdom  to  me;  how  then  oovU  I  hivo  mgr  diughiiiti  P 
Oh,  how  diAmmt  wBli  mjr  son!  He  was  the  ddd  at 
my  veiy  soul.  He  was  the  one  tlmig  tfial  bio^gjhl  la 
mind  the  time  when  I  was  a  woman  and  noii|^  but  a 
woman. — ^And  him  thej  had  taken  from  me!  He  was 
growing  up  among  strangers*  who  waifjUt^  wamfhm^  be 
sowing  in  him  the  seed  of  conofitioat  Olaf  Sfailiafl 
— had  I  wandoed,  like  yon,  on  ibft  kmcly  UBs,  inmtal 
and  forsaken,  in  winter  and  slorm — if  I  had  bsl  held  wnf 
child  in  my  armst — trust  me,  I  had  not  aotrowed  aarf 
wept  so  sore  as  I  have  sorrowed  and  wept  for  him  fkeoi 
his  birth  even  to  this  hour! 


Olaf  Skaktavl. 

There  is  my  hand.  I  have  judged  you  too  hardly, 
Lady  Inger!  Command  me  even  as  before;  I  will  obey. 
—Ay,  by  all  the  saints,  I  know  what  it  is  to  sorrow  for 
a  child. 

Lady  Inger. 

Yours  was  slain  by  men  of  blood.  But  what  is  death 
to  the  restless  terror  of  all  these  long  years  ? 

Nii^  Ltkke. 

Mark,  then — 'tis  in  your  power  to  end  this  terror- 
You  have  but  to  make  peace  between  the  jarring  fac* 
tions,  and  neither  will  think  of  seizing  on  your  child  a5 
a  pledge  of  your  faith. 
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Ladt  Inger. 

[To  herself.]  This  is  the  vengeance  of  Heaven. 
[iMAi  at  him.]     In  one  word,  what  do  you  demand  ? 

Nils  Ltkke. 

I  demand  first  that  you  shall  call  the  people  of  the 
Dorthem  districts  to  arms,  in  support  of  the  disaffected 
io  Sweden. 

Lady  Inqer. 
And  next ? 

NiLfi  Lykke. 

that  you  do  your  best  to  advance  young  Count 

Sture's  ancestral  claim  to  the  throne  of  Sweden. 

Lady  Inger. 
His?    You  demand  that  I 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

[Softly,]  It  is  the  wish  of  many  Swedes,  and  'twould 
serve  our  turn  too. 

Nils  Lykke. 

You  hesitate,  lady?  You  tremble  for  your  son's 
safety.  What  better  can  you  wish  than  to  see  his  half- 
brother  on  the  throne  ? 

Lady  Inger. 
[In  thought,]     True — true 

Nils  Lykke. 

[lxx)ks  at  her  sharply.]     Unless  there  be  other  plans 

afoot 
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Lady  Inoeb. 
lean  you  ? 


IngeT  GyldenlSve  might  have  a  mind  to  be — a  k 

mother. 

Ladt  Inqer. 

No,  no!     Give  me  back  my  child,  and  let  who 
have  the  crowns. 
But  know  you    so  surely  that  Count    Sture  is 

ling ? 

tiiLB  Lykke.    ■ 
Of  that  he  will  himself  assure  you. 

Lady  Ingeb. 


mTr 
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Nils  Lykke. 

[To  Lady  Inger.]  You  have  doubtless  heard  that 
another  rode  through  the  gate  along  with  me?  The 
Count  was  my  attendant. 

Lady  Inger. 

[Softly,]  I  am  in  his  power.  I  have  no  longer  any 
choice.  [Looks  at  him  and  saysi]  *Tis  well.  Sir  Coun- 
dllor—you  shall  have  full  assurance  of  my  support. 

NiLfi  Lykke. 
In  writmg? 

Lady  Inger. 
As  you  will. 
[Goes  to  the  table  on  the  lefty  sits  down^  and  takes  writ* 
ing  materials  from  the  drawer. 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Aside,  standing  by  the  table  on  the  right.]  At  last, 
then,  I  win ! 

Lady  Inger. 

[After  a  momenCs  thought,  turns  suddenly  in  her  chair 
to  Olaf  Skaktavl  and  whispers,]  Olaf  Skaktavl — I 
am  certain  of  it  now — Nils  Lykke  is  a  traitor! 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
[Softiy.]    What  ?    You  think ? 

Lady  Inger. 

He  has  treachery  in  his  heart. 
[Lays  the  paper  before  her  and  dips  the  pen  in  the  ink. 
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OlAT  SkaKTAVL. 

And  yet  you  would  give  him  a  written  promise  tbai 
may  be  your  ruin  P 

Lady  Inobb. 

Hush;  leave  me  to  act.    Nay,  wait  and  listen  fint 

[Taika  with  him  in  a  wAwprr. 

Niia  Ltkke. 
[So/ily,  vHUching  them.]  Ah,  take  oouiuel  together  M 
much  as  ye  list!  All  danger  ia  over  now.  With  hv 
written  consent  in  my  pocket,  1  can  denounce  her  what- 
ever I  please.  A  secret  message  to  Jens  Bteike  this  voy 
night—.  I  tell  him  but  the  truth — that  the  young  Count 
Sture  is  not  at  Ostrat.  And  then  to-morrow,  when  the 
road  is  open — to  Trondhiem  with  my  young  friend,  and 
thence  by  ship  to  Copenhagen  with  him  as  my  pris- 
Once  we  have  him  safe  in  the  castle-tower,  we 
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Nils  Ltkke. 

[Moves  towards  him.]     Rash  boy!     What  would  you 
here?   Said  I  not  you  should  wait  within  until  I  called 

vou  ? 

Nils  Stenssgn. 

How  could   I?    Now  you  have  told  me  that  Inger 
Gjidenlove  is  my  mother,  I  thirst  more  than  ever  to  see 

her  face  to  face 

Oh,  it  is  she!  How  proud  and  high  her  mien!  Even 
thus  did  I  ever  picture  her.  Fear  not,  dear  Sir, — I  shall 
do  nought  rashly.  Since  I  have  learnt  this  secret,  I  feel, 
as  it  were,  older  and  wiser.  I  will  no  longer  be  wild 
and  heedless;  I  will  be  even  as  other  well-bom  youths. — 
Tell  me, — knows  she  that  I  am  here  ?  Surely  you  have 
prepared  her? 

Nils  Lykke. 
Ay,  sure  enough;  but 

NiiA  Stenssgn. 
Well  ? 

Nils  Lykke. 
She  will  not  own  you  for  her  son. 


Nils  Stenssgn. 

Will  not  own  me  ?  But  she  i  s  my  mother. — Oh,  if 
it  be  that  she  doubts  t  h  a  t — [takes  out  a  ring  which  he 
irears  on  a  cord  round  his  neck] — show  her  this  ring.  I 
have  worn  it  since  my  earliest  childhood;  she  must  surely 
know  its  history. 
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NiLfi  Lykke. 

Hide  the  ring,  man!    Hide  it,  I  say! 

You  mistake  me.  Lady  Inger  doubts  not  at  all  thaK 
you  are  her  child;  but — ay,  look  about  you;  look  at  all 
this  wealth;  look  at  these  mighty  forefathers  and  kins- 
men whose  pictures  deck  the  walls  both  high  and  low ; 
look  lastly  at  herself,  the  haughty  dame,  used  to  bear 
sway  as  the  first  noblewoman  in  the  kingdom.  Think 
you  it  can  be  to  her  mind  to  take  a  poor  ignorant  youth  by 
the  hand  before  all  men's  eyes  and  say;  Behold  my  sou.' 

NiiB  Stbnbsoh. 
Ay.  doubtless  you  are  right.  I  am  poor  and  ^notant 
I  have  nought  to  offer  her  in  retuni  for  what  I  cnve. 
Oh,  never  have  I  felt  my  pover^  weigh  on  me  till  thii 
tiour!  But  teil  me — what  think  you  I  should  do  to  wia 
her  favour?     Tell  me,  dear  Sir;  sure  you  must  know! 
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I 

I 

L 

NiLfi  Lykke. 
I  thank  you. 

Lady  Inger. 
[Notices   NiLA    Stensson.]     Ah,  —  this   young   man 

NiLfi  Lykke. 
Ay,  Lady  Liger,  he  is  Count  Sture. 

Lady  Inger. 

[Aiide,  looks  ai  him  stealthily.]  Feature  for  feature; 
— ty,  by  God» — it  is  Sten  Sture's  son! 

[Approaches  him  and  says  with  cold  courtesy^ 

I  bid  you  welcome  under  my  roof,  Count!  It  rests 
with  you  whether  or  not  we  shall  bless  this  meeting  a 
vear  hence. 

Nils  Stensson. 

With  me?  Oh,  do  but  tell  me  what  I  must  do! 
Trust  me,  I  have  both  courage  and  will 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Listens  uneasily,]  What  is  this  noise  and  uproar. 
Lady  Inger?  There  are  people  pressing  hitherward. 
VNTiat  does  this  mean  ? 

Lady  Inger. 

[In  a  loud  voice,]     *Tis  the  spirits  awaking! 
[Olaf  Skaktavl,  Einar  Huk,  Bi5rn,  Finn,  and  a 
number  q/*  Feasants  and  Retainers  come  in  from 
the  back,  on  the  right. 

The  Peasants  and  Retainers. 
Hail  to  Lady  Inger  Gyldenlove! 
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Ladt  Inobb. 

[To  OuiF  SKAXTAn,.]  Have  you  told  them  what  U 
afoot  P 

Olat  Skattati. 

I  have  told  them  all  they  need  to  know. 

Lady  Ingeb. 

[To  the  Crowd.J  Ay,  now,  my  faithful  house-folk 
and  peasants,  now  must  ye  arm  you  as  best  you  can 
and  will.  That  which  earlier  to-night  I  forbade  you,  ye 
have  now  my  fullest  leave  to  do.  And  here  I  present  to 
you  the  young  Count  Sture,  the  coming  ruler  of  Sweden 
— and  Norway  too,  if  God  will  it  so. 

The  Whole  Cbowd. 
Hail  to  CouDt  Sture! 


Acrnr]       LADY  INGER  OF  OSTRAT  151 

Nils  Stensson. 

Thanks, — Inger  Gyldenlove!  Thanks — and  be  sure 
you  shall  never  have  cause  to  shame  you  for — for  Count 
Sture!  If  you  see  me  again,  I  shall  have  won  my  father's 
kingdom. 

NiLfi  Lykke. 
[To  hinue^,]    Ay,  if  she  see  you  again! 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
The  horses  wait,  good  fellows!     Are  ye  ready ? 

The  Peasants. 
Ay,  ay,  ay! 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Uneasily t  io  Lady  Inger.]  What?  You  mean  not 
to-night,  even  now ? 

Lady  Inqeil 
This  veiy  moment.  Sir  Knight! 

Nils  Lykke. 
Nay,  nay,  impossible! 

Lady  Inqeil 
I  have  said  it. 

Nils  Lykke. 
[Softly,  to  Nius  Stensson.]    Obey  her  not! 

Nils  Stensson. 
How  can  I  do  aught  else ?    I  will;  I  must! 
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NiiA  Ltkke. 
But  'tis  your  certain  ruin 

Nils  Stenbson. 
What  then!     Her  must  I  obey  in  all  things 

Niut  Lykke. 

[IVUh  authority.]    And  meP 

NtU   STBN880N. 

I  sliall  keep  my  word;  be  sure  of  that.  The  seep 
ihall  not  pass  my  lips  till  you  yourself  release  me.  Bt 
ihe  is  my  mother! 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Aside.]     And  Jens  Bieike  in  wait  on  the  road!     Dan 


D* 


->* 


LADY  IN6ER  OF  OSTRAT  153 

Ladt  Inger. 

[Detains  him.]     Nay,   stay!     Not   so,   Sir  Knight, — 

Dot  so! 


Nii^  Ltkke. 
niiat  mean  you  ? 

Lady  Inger. 

[In  a  low  voice.]    Nils   Lykke — you   are  a  traitor! 

Hush!    Let  no  one  see  there  is  discord  in  the  camp  of 

the  leaders.     You  have  won  Peter  Kanzler's  trust  by 

some  devilish  wile  that  as  yet  is  dark  to  me.     You  have 

forced  me  to  rebellious  acts — not  to  help  our  cause,  but 

**  I      to  further  your  own  plots,  whatever  they  may  be.     I 

can  draw  back  no  more.     But  think  not  therefore  that 

you  have  conquered!    I  shall  know  how  to  make  you 

hannless 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Lays  his  hand  involuntarily  on  his  sword.]  Lady 
Inger! 

Lady  Inger. 

Be  calm.  Sir  Councillor!  Your  life  is  safe.  But  you 
come  not  outside  the  gates  of  Ostrat  before  victory  is 
ours. 

Nils  Lykke. 
Death  and  destruction! 


Lady  Inger. 

It  boots  not  to  resist.    You  come  not  from  this  place. 
So  rest  you  quiet;  'tis  your  wisest  course. 


/ 
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Nofl  Ltxkb. 

[To  himself.]    Ah, — ^I  un  overreached.    She  hu  ben 

craftier  than  I.   [A  thought  ttrikea  him.]   But  if  I  yet ? 

Lady  Inqbb. 
[To    Olaf    Skaxtatl.]     Bide    with    Count    Stutc'i 
troops  to   the  frontier;    then  without  pause  to  Feta 
Kanzter,  and  brin^  me  back  my  child.    Now  hu  he  m 
longer  any  plea  for  iteepiag  from  me  what  is  my  own. 
[Adda,  aa  Oiaf  Skaetatl  U  gomgi 
Wait;   a  token — .    He  that  wean  Sten  Sture's  riog, 
he  is  my  son. 

Olat  Skaktavl. 
By  all  the  saints,  you  shall  have  him! 

Ladt  Inoei 
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Lady  Inger. 

[Detains  him,]  Nay,  stay!  Not  so,  Sir  Knight, — 
not  so! 

Nils  Lykke. 
What  mean  you  ? 

Lady  Inger. 

[In  a  law  voice,]  Nils  Lykke — ^you  are  a  traitor! 
Hush!  Let  no  one  see  there  is  discord  in  the  camp  of 
the  leaders.  You  have  won  Peter  Kanzler's  trust  by 
some  devilish  wile  that  as  yet  is  dark  to  me.  You  have 
forced  me  to  rebellious  acts — not  to  help  our  cause,  but 
to  further  your  own  plots,  whatever  they  may  be.  I 
can  draw  back  no  more.  But  think  not  therefore  that 
you  have  conquered!  I  shall  know  how  to  make  you 
harmless 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Lays  his  hand  involuntarily  on  his  sword.]    Lady 
Inger! 

Lady  Inger. 

Be  calm.  Sir  Councillor!  Your  life  is  safe.  But  you 
<^>me  not  outside  the  gates  of  Ostrat  before  victory  is 

ours. 

Niis  Lykke. 
Death  and  destruction! 

Lady  Inger. 

It  boots  not  to  resist.     You  come  not  from  this  place. 
^  rest  you  quiet;  'tis  your  wisest  course. 
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All  thf.  Rest. 

[Exeej)l  Nils  Lykke.  ruahing  out  to  thf  right.]  Away! 
To  hor»e,^to  horse!     Hail  to  I^y  InKcrfivldciiliivc! 

Lady  Ingkr. 

[Fatting  tione  to  Niia  Lykkr  aa  »kt  goes  out  after  the 
othfra.]     Who  wins  ? 

NiLH    I       IKF.. 

[Retaainji  aUiM,]  Who?  f.  wav  to  you; — your  vic- 
tory will  fost  you  clear.  /  \  «h  my  hiuida  of  it,  "I'is 
not  /  thnt  nm  inurdprin);  him. 

Rut  my  pn>y  is  escaping  me  none  the  leas;  and  the 
rex'olt  will  (irow  and  spread  I^Ah,  'lix  n  foolhardy,  a 
fraatif  game  1  have  here  taken  in  hand!  [Listrns  at  thf 
ivirtdow.]  There  tbey  ride  clattering  out  through  the 
gateway. — Now  'tis  closed  after  them — and  I  am  left  here 
a  prisoner. 

No  way  of  escape!  Within  half-an-hour  the  Swedes 
will  be  upon  him.  He  has  thirty  well-armed  horsemen 
with  him.     'TwiD  be  life  or  death. 

But  if,  after  all,  they  should  take  him  alive  ? — Were  I 
but  free,  I  could  overtake  the  Swedes  ere  they  reach  the 
frontier,  and  make  them  deliver  him  up.  [Goea  totcardt 
iht  window  in  the  background  and  loolce  out.]  Damna- 
tion !  Guards  outside  on  every  hand.  Can  there  be  no 
way  of  escape  ? 

[Cornea  quickly  forward  again;    sudderUy  atopt  and 

What  is  that  ?  Music  and  singing.  It  seems  to  come 
from  EUna's  chamber.  Ay,  'tis  she  that  is  singing. 
Then  she  is  still  awake [A  thought  teem*  to  atrike 
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him.]  Elina! — Ah,  if  that  could  be!  Were  it  possi- 
ble to—  And  why  should  I  not?  Am  I  not  still  my- 
self?  Says  not  the  song: — 


Fair  maidens  a-many  they  sigh  and  they  pme: 
"Ah  God,  that  Nils  Lykke  were  mine,  mine,  mine." 

And  she —  ? Elina  Gyldenlove  shall  set  me  free! 

[Goes  quickly  btU  Healthily  towards  the  first  door  on 
the  left. 


ACT  FIFTH 

Tlu  Banquet  Hall.  It  is  Hill  night.  The  hall  U  but 
dimly  lighted  by  a  branck-candUtHek  on  the  taUe,  in 
front,  on  the  right. 

Lady  Inger  is  siUing  by  the  tabU,  deep  in  thought. 

Lady  Inger. 

[After  a  pause.]  They  call  me  keen-witted  beyond  all 
others  in  the  land.  I  believe  they  are  right.  The  keen- 
cst-witted —  No  one  knows  how  I  became  so.  For 
moix-  than  twenty  years  I  have  fought  to  save  my  child. 
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child  again.     [Takes  up  the  light  as  if  to  go,  bvi  stops 

and mys rmtjfingly:]    At  the  goal?    The  goal?    To  have 

him  back  ?     Is  that  all  ? — is  there  nought  further  ?     [Sets 

the  light  down  on  the  table,]     That  heedless  word  that  Nils 

Lvkke  threw  forth  at  random — .     How  could  he  see  my 

unborn  thought  ?  [More  softly. 

A  king's  mother  ?     A  king's  mother,  he  said —     And 

whv  not  ?     Have  not  my  fathers  before  me  ruled  as  kings, 

eren  though  they  bore  not  the  kingly  name  ?     Has  not 

my  son  as  good  a  title  as  the  other  to  the  rights  of  the 

house  of  Sture  ?     In  the  sight  of  God  he  has — if  so  be 

there  is  justice  in  Heaven. 

And  in  an  hour  of  terror  I  have  signed  away  his  rights. 
I  have  recklessly  squandered  them,  as  a  ransom  for  his 
freedom. 

If  they  could  be  recovered? — Would  Heaven  be 
angered,  if  I — ?  Would  it  call  down  fresh  troubles  on 
my  head  if  I  were  to —  ?  Who  knows; — who  knows!  It 
may  be  safest  to  refrain.  [Takes  up  the  light  again,]  I 
flfaall  have  my  child  again.  That  must  content  me.  I 
win  try  to  rest.  All  these  desperate  thoughts, — I  will 
sleep  them  away. 

[Goes  towards  the  back,  but  stops  in  tJie  middle  of  iJie 
hall^  and  says  broodingly: 
A  king's  mother! 

[Goes  slowly  out  at  tlie  back,  to  i^ie  left, 

[After    a    sliort    pau^e.    Nils    Lykke    and    Elina 

GyldenlOve  enter  noiselessly  by  the  first  door  on 

the  left.     Nils  Lykke  lias  a  small  lantern  in  his 

hand. 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Throws  the  light  from  his  lantern  around,  so  as  to 
Karch  tlie  room,\     All  is  still.     I  must  begone. 
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Elina. 

Oh,  let  me  look  but  once  more  into  your  eyes*  before 
you  leave  me. 

NiLB  Ltkkk. 
[Embraces  her.]    Elina! 

EUNA. 

[After  a  ehari  pause.]  Will  you  come  nevermore  to 
Ostrat? 

NiLB  Ltkkk. 

How  can  you  doubt  that  I  will  come?  Are  you  not 
henceforth  my  betrothed? — But  will  you  be  true  to 
m  e,  Elina  ?    Will  you  not  forget  me  ere  we  meet  again  ? 

Elina. 

Do  you  ask  if  I  will  be  true  ?  Have  I  any  will  left 
then  ?  Have  I  power  to  be  untrue  to  you,  even  if  I 
would  ? — You  came  by  night;  you  knocked  upon  my  door; 
— and  I  opened  to  you.  You  spoke  to  me.  What  was  it 
you  said  ?  You  gazed  in  my  eyes.  What  was  the  mys- 
tic might  that  turned  my  brain,  and  lured  me  as  into  a 
magic  net?  [Hides  her  face  on  his  slioulder,]  Oh,  look 
not  on  me,  Nils  Lykke!  You  must  not  look  upon  me 
after  this —  True,  say  you  ?  Do  you  not  own  me  ?  I 
am  yours; — I  must  be  yours — to  all  eternity. 

Nils  Lykke. 

Now,  by  my  knightly  honour,  ere  the  year  be  past,  you 
shall  sit  as  mv  wife  in  the  hall  of  mv  fathers! 
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Elina. 
No  vows.  Nils  Lykke!     No  oaths  to  me. 


Nils  Ltkke. 

What  ails  you?    Why  do  you  shake  your  head 

mournfully  ? 


so 


Elina. 

Because  I  know  that  the  same  soft  words  wherewith 
joa  turned  my  brain,  you  have  whispered  to  so  many  a 
one  before.  Nay,  nay,  be  not  angry,  my  beloved!  In 
nowise  do  I  reproach  you,  as  I  did  while  yet  I  knew 
70a  not.  Now  I  understand  how  high  above  all  others 
is  your  goal.  How  can  love  be  aught  to  y  o  u  but  a 
pastime,  or  woman  but  a  toy? 

Nils  Lykke. 
Elina, — hear  me! 

Elina. 

As  I  grew  up,  your  name  was  ever  in  my  ears.  I 
hated  the  name,  for  meseemed  that  all  women  were  dis- 
honoured by  your  life.  And  yet, — how  strange! — when 
I  built  up  in  my  dreams  the  life  that  should  be  mine, 
you  were  ever  my  hero,  though  I  knew  it  not.  Now  I 
understand  it  all.  What  was  it  that  I  felt?  It  was  a 
foreboding,  a  mysterious  longing  for  you,  you  only  one 
—for  you  that  were  one  day  to  come  and  reveal  to  me 
all  the  glory  of  life. 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Aside,  putting  down  the  lantern  on  the  table,]  How  is 
it  with  me  ?     This  dizzy  fascination — .     If  this  it  be  to 
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love,  then  have  I  never  known  h  till  tliis  hour. — la  there 
not  yet  time — ?     Oh  horror — Lucia! 

\Sinkt  into  the  chair. 

Elina. 

What  is  amiss  with  you  ?    So  heavy  a  aigh 

Nils  Ltkke. 

O,  'tis  nought, — nought! 

Elina, — now  will  I  confess  all  to  you.  I  have  beguiled 
many  with  both  words  and  glances;  I  have  said  to  many 
a  one  what  I  whispered  to  you  this  night.     But  trust 


Hush!     No  more  of  that.     My  love  is  no  exchange  for 
that  you  give  me.     No,  no;    I  love  you  because  your 
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Nils  Lykke. 

[Raises  her  up  on  his  lap.]  Nay,  nay — not  at  my  feet, 
but  at  my  side  is  your  place, — how  high  soever  fate  may 
exalt  me.  Ay,  Elina — ^you  have  led  me  into  a  better 
path;  and  should  it  one  day  be  granted  me  to  atone  by 
a  deed  of  fame  for  the  sins  of  my  reckless  youth,  then 
shall  the  honour  be  yours  and  mine  together. 

EUNA. 

Ah,  you  speak  as  though  I  were  still  that  Elina  who 
but  this  evening  flung  down  the  flowers  at  your  feet. 

I  have  read  in  my  books  of  the  many-coloured  life  in 
far-off  lands.  To  the  winding  of  horns,  the  knight  rides 
forth  into  the  greenwood,  with  his  falcon  on  his  wrist. 
Even  so  do  you  go  your  way  through  life; — ^your  name 
rings  out  before  you  whithersoever  you  fare. — All  that 
/  desire  of  the  glory,  is  to  rest  like  the  falcon  on  your 
arm.  Like  him  was  I,  too,  blind  to  light  and  life,  till 
you  loosed  the  hood  from  my  eyes  and  set  me  soaring 
high  over  the  tree-tops. — But  trust  me — bold  as  my 
flight  may  be,  yet  shall  I  ever  turn  back  to  my  cage. 

Nils  Ltkble. 

[Rises.]  Then  will  I  bid  defiance  to  the  past!  See 
now; — take  this  ring,  and  be  m  i  n  e  before  God  and 
men — m  i  n  e  , — ^ay,  though  it  should  trouble  the  dreams 
of  the  dead. 

Elina. 
You  make  me  tremble.     What  is  it  that ? 

Nils  Ltkke. 

'Tis  nought.  Come,  let  me  place  the  ring  on  your 
finger. — Even  so — now  are  you  my  betrothed ! 
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Elina. 

/  Nils  Lykke's  bride!  It  seema  but  a  dream,  all  that 
has  befallen  this  night.  Oh,  but  ao  fair  a  dream!  Mj 
breast  is  so  light.  No  longer  is  there  bitterness  and 
hatred  in  my  soul.  I  will  atone  to  all  whom  I  have 
wronged.  I  have  been  unloving  to  my  mother.  To- 
morrow will  I  go  to  her;  she  must  forgive  me  where  I 
have  erred. 

Nii£  Ltkke. 

And  give  her  consent  to  our  bond. 

EUNA. 

That  will  she.  Oh,  I  am  sure  she  will.  My  mother  is 
kind;  all  the  world  is  kind; — I  can  no  longer  feel  hatred 
for  any  living  soul — save  one. 


Nii£  Lteke. 
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Niu  Lteke. 
And  you 

EUNA. 

IluUe  him. 


Htte  him  not!  If  there  be  mercy  in  your  heart,  for^ 
pn  him  his  ain.  Trust  me,  he  bears  his  punishmeut  in 
hii  own  breast. 


Him  will  I  Dever  forgive !     I    c  a  n  d  o  t ,    even  if  I 

would;  for  I  have  sworn  so  dear  an  oath [Liaten- 

MjJ   Hush!    Can  you  hear ? 

Nii£  Lykkb. 
What?     Where? 


Without;  far  off.  The  noise  of  many  horsemen  on  the 
Ugh-road. 

Nii^  Lykkb. 

Ah,  'tis  they!  Ajsd  I  had  foi^tten — !  They  are 
coming  hither.  Then  is  the  danger  great!  I  must  be- 
gone! 

EuNA. 
But  whither?    Oh,  Nils  Lykke,  what  are  you  hid- 

NlU   LVKKE. 

To-morrow.  Elica — ;  for  as  God  lives,  I  will  return 
to-morrow. — Quickly  now — where  is  the  secret  passage 


'hereof  you  told  me  ? 
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EUNA. 

Through   the   graTe-vault.     See, — here    ia   the   timp- 
door 


The  grave-vault!    [To  hinuel/'.]    No  matter,  he  m  u  s  t 
be  saved! 


[By  the  window.]    The  faorsemeo  have  reached  the 
gate [Hands  him  the  laniem. 

Niu  Lykke. 
Oh,  then [Bering  to  descend. 

Elina. 

(io  forward  along  the  passage  till  you  reach  the  cof- 
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Niu  Lteke. 

[irf»  the  lanUmfaU.]    Ah!  too  late- 1 

[BifiBN  enttrt  hurriediy  from  the  right,  earrying  a 
light. 

Elina. 

{Ooa  towards  himi\    What  is  amiss,  BiSm  ?     What 
a  il? 

BiaRN. 

.Vd  ambuscade!     Count  Sture 

Elina. 
Count  Sture  ?    What  of  him  ? 

Nils  Lykke. 
Have  they  killed  him  ? 

BiSrn. 
[To  Elina,]     Where  is  your  mother? 

Two    Rtn'AINERS. 

\Ru»hing    in  from    the    right.]     Lady    Inger!     Lady 
Inger! 

(Lady  Inoer  Gvldenl(>ve  enters  by  the  furthest 
liack  door  on  tlte  hft.  vkh  a  branch-candUaiick, 
lighted,  in  her  hand,  and  says  quickly: 

Lady  Inoer. 
I  know  all.     Down  with  you  to  the  courtyard !     Keep 
the  gate   open  for  our  friends,  but  closed  against  all 
olbers! 
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[PuU  down  the  eandJesliek  on  the  table  to  the  left. 
Bi^RN  and  the  tvx>  Retainebs  go  out  again  to  the 
right. 

Ladt  Inger« 

[To  Nils  Ltkke.]  So  that  was  the  trap.  Sir 
Councillor! 

Nils  Ltkke. 
Inger  Gyldenlove,  believe  me ! 

Ladt  Inger. 

An  ambuscade  that  was  to  snap  him  up  as  soon  as 
you  had  secured  the  promise  that  ^ould  destroy  me! 

Nils  Lykke. 

[Takes  out  the  paper  and  tears  it  to  pieces.]  There  is 
your  promise.  I  keep  nothing  that  can  bear  witness 
against  you. 


What  is  this  ? 


Lady  Inger. 


Nils  Lykke. 


From  this  hour  will  I  put  your  thoughts  of  me  to  shame. 
If  I  have  sinned  against  you, — by  Heaven  I  will  strive  to 
repair  my  crime.  But  now  I  must  out,  if  I  have  to 
hew  my  way  through  the  gate! — Elina — tell  your  mother 
all! — And  you.  Lady  Inger,  let  our  reckoning  be  for- 
gotten! Be  generous — and  silent!  Trust  me,  ere  dawn 
of  day  you  shall  owe  me  a  life's  gratitude. 

[Goes  out  quidkly  to  the  right. 
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Lady  Inoeb. 

[Leoh  i^er  him  with  exultation,]    Tis  well!     I  ud- 
dmUod  him.  [Tuma  to  Elina. 

NibLykke-?    WeU ? 

Elina. 

He  blocked  upon  mj  door,  and  set  thia  ring  upoa  mjr 

finger. 

Ladt  Inoeb 
And  from  his  soul  be  holds  you  dear  ? 

EUNA. 

He  hu  said  so,  and  I  believe  him. 

Ladt  Inoeb 
Bravely  done,  Elina!     Ha-ha,  Sir  ECnight,  now  is  it  my 


Mv  mother — you  are  so  strange.  Ah,  yes — I  know — 
'tis  my  unloving  ways  that  have  angered  you. 

Ladt  Inqer. 

Not  so,  dear  Elina!  You  are  an  obedient  child.  You 
bave  opened  your  door  to  him;  you  have  hearkened  to 
hia  soft  words.  I  know  full  well  what  it  must  have  cost 
you;  for  I  know  your  hatred 

EuNA. 

But,  my  mother 
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Lady  Inuer. 
Hush!  We  hnvr  playetJ  idIo  each  other's  hnnds.  Wb^ 
wiles  did  you  use.  my  subtle  dau^fhter  ?  I  saw  Ihe  Iovb 
shine  out  of  hi*  eyes.  Holil  him  fftst  nowi  Draw  the  net 
closer  and  closer  about  him;  and  then  -  .\h.  Elina.  if 
wo  could  hut  rend  asunder  hia  perjured  heart  within  bb 
breast! 


Woe  is  me— what  is  "  ay? 

La        lKar.B. 
Let  not  your  coura  ou.     Hearken  to  me.    1*1 

know  a  woi  lou  finu.     Know  then- 

[LMtening.]  before  the  (fate.     Cour^l 

afie!     Now  couht.t  ^.uv...     {TurnK  arjitin  In  Ki.lNA.]f 

Know  then:  Mila  Lykke  was  the  man  that  brought  your 
sister  to  her  grave. 

EuNA. 

[With  a  ifaiek.]     Lucia! 

Ladt  Ingbb. 
He  it  was,  as  truly  as  there  is  an  Avenger  above  us! 

Elina. 
Then  Heaven  be  with  me! 

Ladt  biOBR. 
[AppalUd.]    Elina ?! 

EuNA. 

I  am  hia  bride  in  the  sight  of  God. 
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Lady  Inges. 
Unluq>py  child, — what  have  you  done? 

Elina. 

[In  a  lotuUes  voice.]  Made  shipwreck  of  my  soul. — 
Good-aight,  my  mother!  [She  goes  out  to  the  left. 

Lady  Inger. 

B>-ha-ha!  It  goes  down-hill  apace  with  Inger  Gylden- 
Iotc's  house.      There  went  the  last  of  my  daughters. 

Vfhy  could  I  not  keep  silence  ?  Had  she  known 
nought,  it  may  be  she  had  been  happy — after  a  kind. 

It  w  a  s  to  be  so.  It  is  written  up  yonder  in  the  stars 
Hut  I  am  to  break  off  one  green  branch  after  another  till 
the  trunk  stand  leafless  at  last. 

Tjs  well,  'tis  well!  I  shall  have  my  son  again.  Of 
the  others,  of  my  daughters,  I  will  not  think. 

My  reckoning  ?  To  face  my  reckoning  ? — It  falls  not 
due  till  the  last  great  day  of  wrath. — T  hat  comes  not 
wl  awhile. 

Nii£  Stensson. 

[Calling from  outside  on  the  right.]    Ho — shut  the  gate! 

Lady  Ingeb. 
Count  St u re's  voice -! 

Nils  Stensson, 

[Rtukes  in,  unarmed,  and  with  his  clothes  torn,  and 
thouit  with  a  laugh  of  desperation.]  Well  met  again, 
Inger  Gyldenlove! 
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hjjtr  Ln'qck. 
Wltat  hB*«  jroo  lost? 

Nius  SrcNBSoir. 
My  kinpioai  nad  my  lifr! 

Ladt  Isokk. 
And  tha  peasafita  ?     My  senaats  ? — wkpre  are  tbcj-  ? 

Ntu  Stknsson. 
You  inll  find  the  carcasses  along  the  highway. 
haa  Uk  Ret,  I  caooot  tell  you. 

OuiF  Skaktavl. 
[OvUidt  on  the  right.]    Coui     Sture!     Where  are  you  < 

Niu  Stbnsson. 
Here,  here! 

[Olaf   Skaktavl   comei   in   with   hit  right   hmuM 
lorapped  in  a  dout. 

Ladt  Ingeb. 
Alaa,  Olaf  SkakUvl,  you  too ■ 

Olaf  Skaktavi. 
'Twas  impossible  to  break  through. 

Ladt  Inqbb. 
You  are  wounded,  I  see ! 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
A  finger  the  less;  that  is  all. 
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Nils  Stenbson. 
Where  are  the  Swedes  ? 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
Alour  heels.     They  are  breakiog  open  the  gate 

Nils  Stensson. 
Oh,  God!    No,  no!     I  c  a  n  d  o  t — I  will  not  die. 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 

A  hiding-place.  Lady  Inger!     Is  there  do  comer  where 
*e  can  hide  him  P 

Lady  Inger. 

But  if  they  searcti  the  castle ? 

Nils  Stensson. 
Ay.  ay:   they  will  find  me!     And  then  to  be  dragged 

a»ay  to  prison,  or  be  strung  up !     No,  no,  Inger 

(■yldenlove, — I  know  full  well, — you  will  never  suffer 
that  to  be! 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
[LuUnijig.]    There  burst  the  lock. 

Ladt  Inqer. 
[At  the  window.]     Many  men  rush  m  at  the  gateway. 

Nils  Stenbson. 
And  to  lose  my  life    now!      Now,  when  my  true 
life  was  but  beginning!     Now,  when  I  have  so  lately 
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eamt  that  I  have  aught  to  live  for.  No,  do,  no! — T 
lOt  I  sm  a  coward,  Inger  GyldenlSve!  Might  I 
lave  time  to  show 

Ladt  Ingbr. 
I  hear  them  now  in  the  hall  below. 

[FimUy  to  Oiaf  Skakt 
He   must   be  saved — cost  what  it  will '. 

Nii£  Stenhson. 
[Seizes  her  hand.'\    Oh,  I  knew  it; — you  are  noble 
ood! 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
But  how?     Since  we  cannot  hide  him 

Nii£  Stensson. 
Ah.  I  have  it!     I  have  it!    The  secret— 
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NiLfi  Stensson. 

Fled?  Then  God  help  me;  for  he  alone  can  unseal 
my  lips.— But  what  is  a  promise  against  a  life!  When 
the  Swedish  captain  comes 

Lady  Inoer. 
What  then  ?     What  will  you  do  ? 

Nils  Stensson. 
Purchase  life  and  freedom; — tell  him  all. 

Lady  Inoer. 
Oh  no,  no; — be  merciful! 

Nils  Stensson. 

Nought  else  can  save  me.     When  I  have  told  him 
what  I  know 

Lady  Inger. 

[Looks  at  him  with  suppressed  agitation,]     You  will  be 

safe? 

Nils  Stensson. 

Av,  safe !  Nils  Lykke  will  speak  for  me.  You  see,  'tis 
the  last  resource. 

Lady  Inger. 

[Composedly,  ivith  emphasis.]  The  last  resource  ? 
Ri^ht,  right — the  last  resource  all  are  free  to  try.  [Points 
to  th  left,]     See,  meanwhile  you  can  hide  in  there. 

Nils  Stensson. 

[In  a  low  voice.]     Trust  me — you  will  never  repent  of 

this. 


176  LADY  INGER  OF  OSTBAT         U 

Ladt  Inobb. 
[Ha^to  hert^.]    God  grant  that  you  speak  the  t 
[Nils  Stenbsom  goea  out  haatiU/  by  tkefitrtheal 
on  ttu  left.     Olaf  Seaktavl  ia  Jt^owuig, 
Ladt  Imgeb  dtttUnt  him. 

Ladt  Inokb. 
Did  you  tmdentand  liia  meaning  f 

Olat  Skaetatl. 

The  dastard !   He  would  betray  your  secret.   He  n 
lacrifice  your  son  to  save  himsetf . 


When  life  is  at  stake,  he  said,  we  must  try  the  lai 
lource.— "Tis  well,  Olaf  Skaktavt.— let  it  be  as  ht 
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rights  for  my  own  child.  Then  shall  you  see  that  Inger 
Ottisdao^iter  haa  metal  in  her  yet.  Of  this  be  assured 
— vou  shall  not  have  long  to  wait  for  the  vengeance  you 
have  thirsted  after  for  twenty  years. — Hark!  They  are 
coming  up  the  stairs!  Olaf  Skaktavl, — it  lies  with  you 
vbether  to-morrow  I  shall  be  no  more  than  a  childless 


Olaf  Skaktavl. 
So  be  it!     I  have  yet  one  sound  band  left.     [Gives  her 
hii  hand.]    Inger  Gyldenlove — your  name  shall  not  die 
mt  through  me. 

[Follows  Nii£  Stensbon  into  th^  inner  room. 

Lady  Inqer. 

[Pale  and  trembling.]    But  dare  I ? 

[A  twise  is  heard  in  the  room;  she  rushes  with  a 
scream  towards  the  door. 
No,  no, — it  must  not  be! 
[-4  heavy  /all  is  heard  within;  she  covers  her  ears 
with  her  hands  and  hurries  back  across  the  hall 
with  a  wild  look.  After  a  pause  she  takes  her  liands 
cautiously  away,  listens  again,  and  says  softly: 

Now  it  is  over.     All  is  still  within 

Thou    sawest    it,    God — I    repented    me!     But    Olaf 
Skaktavl  was  too  swift  of  hand. 

[Olaf  Skaktavl  comes  silently  into  the  hall. 

Lady  Inger. 
[After  a  pause,  without  looking  at  him.]    Is  it  done  ? 

Olaf  Skaktavl. 
You  need  fear  him  no  more;   he  will  betray  no  one. 
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Lauy  Inger. 
[As  be/off.]    Then  h«  is  dumb? 

Olaf  Skaxtavl. 
&x  iDclica  of  steel  u  bin  breast.    I  fdlcd  him  with  mjr 
left  haiiil. 

■Kit. 
Ay.  aj'— ti  «i  fur  sucii  work. 

TAVL. 
That  is  your  if-  loufrht  was  j-oure.— And 

now  to  Swecif  rou  meanwhile!     When 

next  we  mtft       u»n-'    '  brinji  another  with  tne. 

[tjoea  oi  UTthetl  door  on  Ute  right. 

Laoy  Inueh. 
Bloo<l  on  my  haads.     Then  'twas  to  come  to  that! — 
He  bejfins  to  be  dear-bought  now. 

[BidRN  cornea  in,  trith  a  number  of  Swediah  Mbn-at- 
Abms,  btf  thejiTst  door  on  tiie  right. 

One  of  the  Men-at-Arms. 
Pardon,  if  you  are  the  lady  of  the  bouse ■ 

Lady  Inqeb. 
Is  it  Count  Sture  ye  seek? 

The  Man-at-Armb. 
The  same. 

Lady  Inger. 
Then  you  are  on  the  right  track.     The  Count  hu 
sought  refuge  with  me. 
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The  Man-at-Arus. 

Refuge?    Pardon,  my  noble  lady, — you  have  no  power 
to  harbour  him;  for 


That  the  Count  himself  has  doubtless  understood;  and 
therefore  he  has — ay,  look  for  yourselves — therefore  he 
hu  lakea  his  own  life. 

The  Man-at-Arus. 

Hia  own  life ! 

Lady  Inqer. 

Look  for  yourselves,  I  say.  You  will  find  the  corpse 
"ilhiu  there.  And  since  he  already  stands  before  another 
judge,  it  is  my  prayer  that  he  may  be  borne  hence  with  all 
the  honour  that  beseems  his  noble  birth. — Biom,  you 
bon^  my  own  coffin  has  stood  ready  this  many  a  year 
in  Ihe  secret  chamber.  [7*0  the  Men-at-Arms.]  I  pray 
Ihat  in  it  you  will  bear  Count  Slure's  body  to  Sweden. 

The  Man-at-Arm8. 

It  shall  be  as  you  command.  [7*0  one  of  the  others.\ 
Haate  with  these  tidings  to  Jess  Bielke.  He  holds  the 
road  with  the   rest  of  the  troop.     We  others  must  in 

lod 

[On«  of  the  Men-at-Armb  goes  out  to  the  right;  the 
others  go  with  BiOrn  into  the  room  on  the  left. 

Lady  Inqer. 

[Moves  abotUfoT  a  time  in  uneasy  silence^  If  Count 
Sture  had  not  taken  such  hurried  leave  of  the  world, 
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within  a  month  he  had  hung  on  a  gallows,  or  had  laiim 
for  all  liis  liuvs  in  a  dungeon.  Had  he  been  better- 
served  with  such  a  lot? 

Or  else  he  had  bought  hia  life  hy  betraying  my  child 
into  the  hands  of  my  foes.  Is  it  /,  th«a,  that  htv^ 
slain  himP  Does  not  even  the  wolf  defend  her  cubsP 
Who  dare  condemn  me  for  striking  my  cU,ws  into  Iubb. 
that  would  have  reft  me  of  my  flesh  and  blood  ? — ft  IimB 
to  be.     No  mother  but  would  have  done  ev«D  as  L 

But  'tis  no  time  for  idle  musings  now.     I  must  to  woifc. 
[SiU  down  by  the  tabU  on  ths  l^t- 

I  will  write  to  all  my  friends  throughout  the  laiid. 
They  must  rise  as  one  man  to  support  the  great  caiue. 

A  new  king, — regent  first,  and  then  king [Btgintlo 

write,  but /alia  iiUo  thought,  and  toga  ifUy:]  Who  will  be 
chosen  in  the  dead  man's  place? — A  king'a  mother — ? 
'Tis  a  fair  word.  It  hai  but  one  blemish — the  hatrfni 
likeness  to  another  word. — IGng*!  mother  aad — 
lung's  m  u  r  d  e  r  e  r' — King's  mardoer — one  that  takai 
a  king'a  life.  King's  mother — one  that  gives  a  king 
Ufe.  [She  rust. 

Well,  then;  I  will  make  good  what  I  have  taketu— My 
son  shall  be  a  king! 

[She  siia  down  again  and  begin*  wriHng,  but  pudm 
the  paper  away  again,  and  leant  back  in  htr  cAmt. 


ACTT]      LADY   INGER   OF   OSTRAT  181 

peaceful  as  a  child's.  Why  then  do  I  ever  see  this — 
[maki  a  motion  as  ilumgh  striking  vrith  a  knife] — ^this  stab 
in  ike  heart — and  the  gush  of  red  blood  after  ?  [Rings, 
asd  goes  on  speaking  while  shifting  about  her  papers.] 
Hereafter  I  will  have  nought  to  do  with  such  ugly  sights. 
I  wiD  be  at  work  both  day  and  night.  And  in  a  month — 
in  a  month  my  son  will  be  here 

Bi5rn. 
[Eniering.]     Did  you  strike  the  bell,  my  lady  ? 

Ladt  Inoer. 

IJVriting.]     Bring  more  lights.     See  to  it  in  future  that 
there  are  many  lights  in  the  room. 

[BioRN  goes  out  again  to  the  left. 

Lady  Inger. 

[After  a  pause,  rises  impetuously^    No,  no,  no; — I  can- 
not guide  the  pen  to-night!     My  head  is  burning  and 

throbbing [Startledy  listens.]      What    is    that? 

Ah,  they  are  screwing  the  lid  on  the  cofBn. 

They  told  me  when  I  was  a  child  the  story  of  Sir 
Aage,^  who  rose  up  and  walked  with  his  cofBn  on  his 
back. — If  h  e  in  there  bethought  him  one  night  to  come 
with  the  coffin  on  his  back,  and  thank  me  for  the  loan  ? 
[Laughs  quietly.]  H'm — what  have  we  grown  people  to 
do  with  childish  fancies?  [Vehemently.]  Nevertheless, 
such  stories  do  no  good!  They  give  uneasy  dreams. 
When  my  son  is  king,  they  shall  be  forbidden. 

[Paces  up  and  down  once  or  twice;  then  opens  the 
window. 

'  Pronounce  OaghB. 
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How  long  is  H,  commonly,  ere  a  body  begini  to  idtf 
All  the  rooms  must  be  >iied.  Tik  not  wholeHnnc  hen 
till  that  be  done. 

[Bi5rn  cofflM  tn  with  two  lighted  bnuieh-eaniBuliAi, 
which  he  fiaeea  on  the  table*. 

XjAdt  Ikosr. 

[Who  hat  Met  to  work  at  the  papera  agoing  It  b  wdl. 
See  you  forget  not  what  I  have  said.  Ifany  li^iti  on 
the  table! 

What  are  tbey  about  now  in  there? 

BiOrn. 

Tbey  are  still  screwing  down  the  coffin-lid. 

Ladt  Inqer. 
[Writing.]     Are  tbey  screwing  it  down   tight  ? 
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Ladt  Inoer. 

[Begins  to  seed  a  letter^  but  throws  it  down  half-closed; 
waUcs  up  and  down  awhile,  and  then  says  vehemently:] 
Were  I  a  coward  I  had  never  done  it — never  to  all 
eternity!  Were  I  a  coward,  I  had  shrieked  to  myself: 
Refrain,  while  there  is  yet  a  shred  of  hope  for  the  saving 
of  thv  soul! 

[Her  eye  falls  on  Sten  8ture*s  ptcture;   she  turns  to 
avoid  seeing  it,  and  says  softly: 
He  is  laughing  down  at  me  as  though  he  were  alive! 
Pah! 

[Turns  the  picture  to  the  wall  without  looking  at  it. 
Wherefore  did  you  laugh  ?     Was  it  because  I  did  evil 
to  your  son  ?     But  the  other, — is  not  he  your  son  too  ? 
And  he  is  mine  as  well;  mark  that! 

[Olances  stealthily  along  the  row  of  pictures. 

So  wild  as  they  are  to-night,  I  have  never  seen  them 

yet.    Their  eyes  follow  me  wherever  I  may  go.     [Stamps 

on  the  floor.]     I  will  not  have  it!     I  will  have  peace  in  my 

house!    [Begins  to  turn  all  the  pictures  to  the  wall.]    Ay, 

if  it  were  the  Holy  Virgin  herself Thinkest  thou 

now    is  the  time ?     Why  didst  thou  never  hear 

my  prayers,  my  burning  prayers,  that  I  might  have  my 
child  again  ?     Why  ?     Because  the  monk  of  Wittenberg 
is  right:   There  is  no  mediator  between  God  and  man! 
[She  draws  her  breath  heavily,  and  continues  in  ever- 
increasing  distraction, 
'Tis  well  that  I  know  what  to  think  in  such  things. 
There  was  no  one  to  see  what  was  done  in  there.     There 
is  none  to  bear  witness  against  me. 

[Suddenly  stretches  out  her  hands  and  whispers: 

My  son!     My  beloved  child!     Come  to  me!     Here  I 

am! — Hush!     I  will  tell  you  something:   They  hate  me 
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up  there — beyond  the  stars — because  I  bore  you  ioto  the 
world.  'Twas  their  will  that  I  should  bear  the  Lord 
God's  standard  over  ail  the  land.  But  I  went  my  own 
way.  That  is  why  I  have  had  to  suffer  so  much  and  so 
long. 

BiOrn. 

\Come»froni  tke  room  on  the  left.]  My  lady,  I  have  to 
tell  you —     Christ  save  me — what  is  thisP 

Ladt  Ingbb. 

[Has  climbed  up  into  the  high^teat  by  the  right-hand 
walL]  Hush!  Hush!  I  am  the  King's  mother.  My 
son  has  been  chosen  king.  The  struggle  was  hard  ere  it 
came  to  this — for  'twas  with  the  Almighty  One  himself  I 
had  to  strive. 


Nir^  Lykke. 
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Ladt  Inqeb. 
My  daughters — my  fair  daughters!     I  have  none  any 
num.     I  bad   one   left,  and  her  I  lost  even  as  she  was 
mounting  her  bridal  bed.     [Whupera.]    In  it  lay  Lucia 
dead.    There  was  no  room  for  two. 

Nils  Ltkke. 
Ah — it  has  come  to  this!    The  Lord's  vengeance  is 

upon  me. 

Ladt  Inobb. 
Can  you  see  him  P  I.ook,  look!  'Tis  the  King.  It  is 
loger  GyldenlSve's  son !  I  know  him  by  the  crown  and 
by  Sten  Sture's  ring  that  he  wears  round  his  neck.  Hark, 
what  a  joyful  sound !  He  is  coming !  Soon  will  he  be  in 
my  arms!     Ha-ha! — who  conquers,  God  or  I? 

[The  Men-at-Abub  come  oiU  with  the  cojin. 

Lady  Inoes. 
[Clulches    at    her    head    and    shrieks.]    The    corpse! 
[Whispers.]    Pah!     "Tis  a  hideous  dream. 

[Sinks  back  into  the  high-seat. 

Jens  Bielke. 
[Who  has  come  in  from  the  right,  stops  and  cries  in 
attoniskment.]     Dead !     Then  after  all " 

One  of  the  Men-at-Arms. 
'Twos  he  himself  that 

Jenb  Bielke. 
[With  a  look  at  Niia  Lykke.]     He  himself ? 
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[Faintly,  coming  to  herself.]    Ay,  right; — now 
Domber  all. 


[To  the  Men-at-Arus.J     Set  down  the  corpse, 
lot  Count  Sture. 

One  op  the  Men-at-Arub. 
Your  pardon.  Captain; — this  ring  that  he  wore  ai 

lis  neck 

Nils  Lykke. 
[Seizea  kU  arm^    Be  still! 
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BiOrn. 

[Trying  to  raise  ker  up.]    Help!    help!     My  lady — 
'lul  uls  you  P  what  lack  you  P 

Lady  Inoer. 

[h  a  faint  voice,  half  raiting  hersey.]    What  lack  I  ? 

One  coffin  more.    A  grave  beside  my  child 

[Sink*  again,  tenteleat,  on  the  coffin.  Nils  Lykke 
yxt  hattiiy  out  to  the  right.  Oerurcd  conatemo' 
tion  among  ihe  rett. 


THE  FEAST  AT  SOLHOUG 


Ii/n  (I-  -.  |.,«  . 


THE  FEAST  AT  SOLHOUG 

INTRODUCTION  * 

EiACTLT  a  year  after  the  production  of  Uidif  Inger  of 
()*i(-that  is  to  say  on  the  "Foundation  Day"  of  the 
Bn^i.  Theatre,  January  2,  1856— 77(e  Fea^l  at  Solkoug 
*w  produced.  The  poet  himself  has  written  its  history 
10  full  in  the  Preface  to  the  second  edition  (see  p.  196). 
The  only  comment  that  need  be  made  upon  his  rejoinder 
to  hii  critics  has  been  made,  with  perfect  fairness  as  it 
ifems  to  me,  by  George  Brandes  in  the  following  pas- 
age:'  "No  one  who  is  unacquainted  with  the  Scandina- 
lian  languages  can  fully  understand  the  charm  that  the 
style  and  melody  of  the  old  ballads  exercise  upon  the 
Scandinavian  mind.  The  beautiful  ballads  and  songs  of 
Df)  KnalM-n  IVnnderltorn  have  perhaps  had  a  similar 
poffer  over  German  minds:  but,  as  far  as  I  am  aware,  no 
*iennan  poet  has  ever  succeeded  in  inventing  a  metre 
suitable  for  dramatic  purposes,  which  yet  retained  the 
meili-pval  ballad's  sonorous  swing  and  rich  aroma.  The 
e'ifia nation  of  the  powerful  impression  produced  in  its 
day  l,y  Henrik  Hertz's  Svend  Dyring's  House  is  to  be 
found  in  the  fact  that  in  it,  for  the  first  time,  the  problem 
Tas  solved  of  how  to  fashion  a  metre  akin  to  that  of  the 

'  Ilatdi  and  BjHrnaon.     Loodon,  HeinemaDn,  1899,  p.  88. 
•  Copyrlgbl,  ISOS.  bf  Chsrles  ScTlbner's  Sons. 
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heroic  ballads,  a  metre  possessing  as  great  mobility  as  the 
verse  of  the  SieMungenlUd,  aloag  with  a  dramatic  value 
not  inferior  to  that  of  the  iambic  pentameter.  Hearik 
Ibsen,  it  is  true,  has  justly  pointed  out  that,  as  r^;aid) 
the  mutual  relations  of  the  principal  characters,  Sveni 
Dyring's  House  owes  more  to  Kleist's  KdlhcJun  von  HtH- 
bronn  than  The  Feast  at  Sol!u)ug  owes  to  Si-end  Dyring't 
House.  But  the  fact  remains  that  the  versified  parts 
of  the  dialogue  of  both  T/u  Feast  at  Solhoitg  and  Olaf 
Lilkkrans  are  written  in  that  imitation  of  the  tone  and 
style  of  the  heroic  ballad,  of  which  Hertz  was  the  hap- 
pily-inspired originator.  There  seems  to  me  to  be  no 
depreciation  whatever  of  Ibsen  in  the  assertion  of  Hertz's 
right  to  rank  as  bis  model.  Even  the  greatest  must  have 
learnt  from  some  one," 

The  question  is,  to  put  it  in  a  nutshell:    Suppo«ng 
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loTeof  a  man  who  is  proscribed  on  an  unjust  accusation, 
aod  pursued  by  the  emissaries  of  the  royal  power.    One 
migiit  even,  though  this  would  be  forcing  the  point,  find 
an  analogy  in  the  fact  that  the  elder  woman  (in  both 
plajs  a  strong  and  determined  character)  has  in  Scribe's 
comedy  a  cowardly  suitor,  while  in  Ibsen's  tragedy,  or 
melodrama,   she   has  a   cowardly   husband.     In  every 
otlier  respect  the  plays  are  as  dissimilar  as  possible;  yet 
it  seems  to  me  far  from  unlikely  that  an  unconscious 
reminiscence  of  the  Bataille  de  Dames  may  have  con- 
tributed to  the  shaping  of  The  Feast  ai  Solhoug  in  Ibsen's 
mind.    But  more  significant  than  any  resemblance  of 
theme  is  the  similarity  of  Ibsen's  whole  method  to  that 
of  the  French  school — the  way,  for  instance,  in  which 
misunderstandings  are  kept  up  through  a  careful  avoid- 
ance of  the  use  of  proper  names,  and  the  way  in  which  a 
cup  of  poison,  prepared  for  one  person,  comes  into  the 
hands  of  another  person,  is,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  drunk  by 
no  one,  but  occasions  the  acutest  agony  to  the  would-be 
poisoner.     All  this  ingenious  dovetailing  of  incidents  and 
working-up  of  misunderstandings  Ibsen  unquestionably 
learned  from  the  French.    The  French  language,  indeed, 
is  the  only  one  which  has  a  word — quiproquo — to  indi- 
cate the  class  of  misunderstanding  which,  from  Lady 
Inger  down  to   The  League  of  Youihy  Ibsen  employed 
without  scruple. 

Ibsen's  first  visit  to  the  home  of  his  future  wife  took 
place  five  days  after  the  production  of  The  Feast  ai  Sol- 
houg, It  seems  doubtful  whether  this  was  actually  his 
first  meeting  with  her;*  but  at  any  rate  we  can  scarcely 

*  See  note,  p.  12. 
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suppose  that  he  kaew  her  during  the  previous  summer, 
when  he  was  writing  his  play.  It  is  a  curious  coincidence, 
then,  that  he  should  have  found  in  Susanna  Thoresen 
and  her  sister  Marie  very  much  the  same  contrast  of 
characters  which  bad  occupied  him  in  his  first  dramatic 
effort.  Caiilina,  and  which  had  formed  the  main  subject 
of  the  play  be  had  just  produced.  It  ia  less  wonderful 
that  the  same  contrast  should  so  often  recur  in  his  later 
works,  even  down  to  John  Gabriel  Borkman.  Ibsen  was 
greatly  attached  to  bis  gentle  and  retiring  sister-in-law, 
who  died  unmarried  in  1874. 

The  Feast  ai  Solkoug  has  been  translated  by  Miss 
Alorison  and  myself,  only  because  no  one  else  could  be 
found  to  undertake  the  task.  We  have  done  our  best; 
but  neither  of  us  lays  claim  to  any  great  metrical  skill. 
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scarcely  have  quarrelled  with  his  judgment.  At  worst, 
then«  my  collaborator  and  I  cannot  be  accused  of  marring 
a  masterpiece;  but  for  which  assurance  we  should  prob- 
ably have  shrunk  from  the  attempt. 

W.  A. 


THE    VUTHOR'S  PREFACE  TO  THE  SECOND 
EDITION 

I  WROTE  Tlie  Feast  at  Solhoug  in  Bergen  in  the  aum- 
mer  of  1855 — that  is  to  say,  about  twenty-eight  yean 
ago. 

The  play  was  acted  for  the  first  time  on  Januaiy  2, 
1856,  also  at  Bergen,  as  a  gala  performance  on  the  anni- 
versary of  the  foundation  of  the  Norwegian  Stage. 

As  I  was  then  stage- manager  of  the  Bergen  Theatre, 
it  was  I  myself  who  conducted  the  rehearsals  of  my  play. 
It  received  an  excellent,  a  remarkably  sympathetic  in- 
terpretation.    Acted  with  pleasure  and  enthusiasm,  it 


PREFACE  TO  THE  SECOND  EDITION    197 

•itide  on  it  in  the  Morgenhtad.  It  was  not  a  notice  or 
crilicisin  proper,  but  rather  a  free,  fanciful  improvisa- 
tkn  OD  tbe  play  and  the  performance. 

On  this,  however,  followed  tbe  real  criticism,  written 
hj  tbe  real  critics. 

How  did  a  man  in  tbe  Chriatiania  of  those  days — by 
which  I  mean  the  years  between  1850  and  1860,  or  there- 
abouts— become  a  real  literary,  and  in  particular  dra- 
nutic,  critic  P 

As  a  rule,  tbe  process  was  as  follows:  After  some  pre- 
puatoiy  exercises  in  the  columns  of  the  Sairtfundsblad, 
«nd  after  having  frequently  listened  to  tbe  discussions 
which  went  on  in  Trescltow's  caf£  or  at  "Ingebret's" 
after  tbe  play,  the  future  critic  betook  himself  to  Johan 
Dahl's  bookshop  and  ordered  from  Copenhagen  a  copy 
of  J.  L.  Heiberg's  Prote  Works,  among  which  was  to  be 
found — so  he  had  heard  it  said — an  essay  entitled  On  the 
Vaudtville.  This  essay  was  in  due  course  read,  rumi- 
nated  on,  and  possibly  to  a  certain  extent  understood. 
From  Heiberg's  writings  tbe  young  man,  moreover, 
i«araed  of  a  controversy  which  that  author  bad  carried 
<n  in  his  day  with  Professor  Oeblenschlager  and  with  the 
Soro  poet,  Haucb.  And  he  was  simultaneously  made 
aw&re  that  J.  L.  Baggesen  (the  author  of  Letters  from  the 
Dead)  had  at  a  still  earlier  period  made  a  similar  attack 
OD  tbe  great  author  who  wrote  both  Axel  and  Valborg  and 
Halcon  Jarl. 

A  quantity  of  other  information  useful  to  a  critic  was 
to  be  extracted  from  these  writings.  From  them  one 
learned,  for  instance,  that  taste  obliged  a  good  critic  to 
be  scandalised  by  a  hiatus.    Did  the  young  critical  Jero- 
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nimuses  of  Christiaoia  encounter  such  a  moDstrosity  in 
any  new  verse,  the;  were  as  certain  aa  their  prototjrpc  k 
Holberg  to  shout  their  "Hohy-toity!  the  worid  will  nst 
laat  till  Easter!" 

The  origin  of  another  peculiar  clurscteriatic  of  tie 
criticism  then  prevalent  in  the  Norwegian  capital  wh 
long  a  puzzle  to  me.  Every  time  it  new  author  publudicd 
a  book  or  had  a  little  play  acted,  our  critics  were  in  the 
habit  of  flying  into  an  ungovernable  passion  and  bdnv^ 
ing  as  if  the  publication  of  the  book  or  the  peiformaiice 
of  the  play  were  a  mortal  inmih  to  themaclves  and  the 
newspapers  in  which  th^  wrote.  As  alteady  remarfced, 
I  puzzled  long  over  this  pecnliari^.  At  last  I  got  to 
the  bottom  of  the  matter.  Whilst  reading  the  Danish 
Monthly  Journal  of  LUerature  I  was  struck  by  the  fact 
that  old  State-Councillor  Molbech  was  invariably  seised 
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about  them  was  that  they  invariably  made  a  wrong  and 
unseasonable  application  of  their  borrowings. 

It  can  surprise  no  one  that  this  body,  the  members 
of  which,  as  critics,  supported  themselves  by  borrowing, 
should  have  presupposed  similar  action  on  my  part,  as 
■utbor.  Two,  possibly  more  than  two,  of  the  news- 
papers promptly  discovered  that  I  had  borrowed  this, 
that,  and  the  other  thing  from  Henrik  Hertz's  play,  Svend 
Dyring't  House. 

This  is  a  baseless  and  indefensible  critical  assertion. 
It  is  evidently  to  be  ascribed  to  the  fact  that  the  metre 
of  the  ancient  ballads  is  employed  in  both  plays.  But 
my  tone  is  quite  different  from  Hertz's;  the  language 
of  my  play  has  a  diiferent  ring;  a  light  summer  breeze 
plays  over  the  rhythm  of  ray  verse;  over  that  of  Hertz's 
brood  the  storms  of  autumn. 

Nor.  as  regards  the  characters,  the  action,  and  the 
contents  of  the  plays  generally,  is  there  any  other  or  any 
greater  resemblance  between  them  than  that  which  is  a 
natural  consequence  of  the  derivation  of  the  subjects  of 
both  from  the  narrow  circle  of  ideas  in  which  the  ancient 
ballads  move. 

It  might  be  maintained  with  quite  as  much,  or  even 
more,  reason  that  Hertz  in  his  Svend  Dyring's  House  had 
borrowed,  and  that  to  no  inconsiderable  extent,  from 
Ueinrich  von  Kleist's  Katlichen  von  Heilbronn,  a  play 
written  at  the  beginning  of  this  century.  Kathchen's  re- 
lation to  Count  Wetterstrahl  is  in  all  essentials  the  same 
as  Ragnhild's  to  the  knight,  Stig  Hvide.  Like  Ragn- 
hild,  Kiithchen  is  compelled  by  a  mysterious,  inexplica- 
ble power  to  follow  the  man  she  loves  wherever  he  goes, 
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lo  steal  secretly  after  him,  to  lay  herself  down  to  deep 
near  him,  lo  Ltime  back  to  him,  as  by  some  innate  com- 
pulsion, however  often  she  may  be  driven  away.  And 
other  instances  of  supernatural  interference  are  to  be 
met  with  both  in  Kleist's  and  in  Hertz's  play. 

But  does  any  one  doubt  that  it  would  be  possible,  witba 
little  good-  or  a  little  ill-will,  to  discover  among  still  older 
dramatic  literature  a  play  from  which  it  could  be  maia- 
tained  that  Kleist  had  borrowed  here  and  there  in  fail 
Kdtbchen  von  Heilbronn  ?  I,  for  my  part,  do  not  doubt 
it.  But  such  suggestions  of  indebtedness  are  futile. 
What  makes  a  work  of  art  the  spiritual  property  of  its 
creator  i^  the  fact  that  he  has  imprinted  on  it  the  stamp 
of  his  own  personality.  Therefore  I  hold  that,  in  spite 
of  the  above-mentioned  points  of  resemblance,  SvenA 
Dyring's  Iloii-ie  is  as  incontestably  and  entirely  an  orig- 
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Nevertheless  I  must  maintain  that  he,  too,  is  in  this 
instance  mistaken.  I  have  never  specially  admired  Hen- 
rik  Hertz  as  a  dramatist.  Hence  it  is  impossible  for  me 
to  believe  that  he  should,  unknown  to  myself,  have  been 
able  to  exercise  any  influence  on  my  dramatic  production. 

As  regards  this  point,  and  the  matter  in  general,  I 
might  confine  myself  to  referring  those  interested  to  the 
writiiigs  of  Dr.  Valfrid  Vasenius,  lecturer  on  ^Esthetics  at 
the  University  of  Hebingfors.  In  the  thesis  which  gained 
him  his  d^ree  of  Doctor  of  Philosophy,  Henrik  IbaerCts 
Dmmatie  Poetry  in  its  First  Stage  (1879),  and  also  in 
Henrik  Ibsen:  The  Portrait  of  a  Skald  (Jos.  Seligman  & 
Co.,  Stockholm,  1882),  Vasenius  states  and  supports  his 
views  on  the  subject  of  the  play  at  present  in  question, 
supplementing  them  in  the  latter  work  by  what  I  told 
him,  very  briefly,  when  we  were  together  at  Munich  three 
years  ago. 

But,  to  prevent  all  misconception,  I  will  now  myself 
give  a  short  account  of  the  origin  of  The  Feast  at  Solhoug. 

I  began  this  Preface  with  the  statement  that  The  Feast 
at  Solhoug  was  written  in  the  summer  of  1855. 

In  1854  I  had  written  Lady  Inger  of  Ostrat.  This  was 
a  task  which  had  obliged  me  to  devote  much  attention  to 
the  literature  and  history  of  Norway  during  the  Middle 
.\ges,  especially  the  latter  part  of  that  period.  I  did  my 
utmost  to  familiarise  myself  with  the  manners  and  cus- 
toms, with  the  emotions,  thoughts,  and  language,  of  the 
men  of  those  days. 

The  period,  however,  is  not  one  over  which  the  stu- 
dent is  tempted  to  linger,  nor  does  it  present  much  mate- 
rial suitable  for  dramatic  treatment. 
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Con sc(j lien tly  I  sonti  deserted  it  for  the  Saga  period. 
IJiit  tlie  Sii;:u.s  of  tin-  Kiniis.  and  in  p-ncral  tlir  iii.m- 
strictly  historieal  traditions  of  that  far-olf  age.  <iid  not 
attract  me  greatly:  at  that  time  I  was  unahle  to  put  the 
quarrels  bi-tneen  kings  and  chieftains,  parties  and  clans, 
to  any  dramatic  purpose.     This  was  to  happen  later. 

In  the  Icelandic  "family"  Sagas,  on  the  other  band, 
I  found  in  abundance  what  I  required  in  the  shape  of 
human  garb  for  the  moods,  conceptions,  and  thoughts 
which  at  that  time  occupied  me,  or  were,  at  least,  moR 
or  less  distinctly  present  in  my  mind.  With  these  Old- 
Norse  contributions  to  the  personal  history  of  our  Sag* 
period  I  had  had  no  previous  acquaintance;  I  had  hardly 
so  much  as  heard  them  named.  But  now  N.  M.  Peter- 
sen's excellent  translation — excellent,  at  least,  as  far  as 
the  style  is  concerned — fell  into  my  hands.  In  the  pages 
of  these  family  chronicles,  with  their  variety  of  scenes 
and  of  relations  between  man  and  man,  between  woman 
and  woman,  in  short,  between  human  being  and  human 
heinf,',  there  met  me  a  personal,  eventful,  really  living  life; 
and  as  the  result  of  my  intercourse  with  all  these  distinctly 
individual  men  and  women,  there  presented  themselves 
to  my  mind's  eve  the  first  rough,  indistinct  outlines  of 
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produced  by  these,  I  meant  to  include  whatever  seemed 
to  me  most  typical  of  the  life  which  the  Sagas  reveal. 
Id  short,  it  was  my  intention  to  reproduce  dramatically 
exactly  what  the  Saga  of  the  Volsungs  gives  in  epic 
form. 

I  made  no  complete,  connected  plan  at  that  time;  but 
it  was  evident  to  me  that  such  a  drama  was  to  be  my  first 
undertaking. 

Various  obstacles  intervened.  Most  of  them  were  of 
a  personal  nature,  and  these  were  probably  the  most 
decisive;  but  it  undoubtedly  had  its  significance  that  I 
happened  just  at  this  time  to  make  a  careful  study  of 
Landstad's  collection  of  Norwegian  ballads,  published 
two  years  previously.  My  mood  of  the  moment  was 
more  in  harmony  with  the  literary  romanticism  of  the 
Middle  *\ges  than  with  the  deeds  of  the  Sagas,  with  po- 
etical than  with  prose  composition,  with  the  word-mel- 
odv  of  the  ballad  than  with  the  characterisation  of  the 
Sa^. 

Thus  it  happened  that  the  fermenting,  formless  design 
for  the  tragedy.  The  Vikings  at  Helgeland,  transformed 
itself  temporarily  into  the  lyric  drama,  T/ie  Feast  at  Sol- 
houg. 

The  two  female  characters,  the  foster-sisters  Hiordis 
and  Dagny,  of  the  projected  tragedy,  became  the  sisters 
Margit  and  Signe  of  the  completed  lyric  drama.  The 
derivation  of  the  latter  pair  from  the  two  women  of  the 
Saga  at  once  becomes  apparent  when  attention  is  drawn 
to  it.  The  relationship  is  unmistakable.  The  tragic 
hero,  so  far  only  vaguely  outlined,  Sigurd,  the  far-travelled 
V^iking,  the  welcome  guest  at  the  courts  of  kings,  became 
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the  knight  and  minstrel,  Gudmund  Alfson,  who  ha^ 
likewise  been  long  absent  in  foreign  lands,  and  has  live<l 
in  the  king's  household.  His  attitude  towards  the  two 
sisters  was  changed,  to  bring  it  into  accordance  with  the 
change  in  time  and  circumstances;  but  the  position  of 
both  sisters  to  him  remained  practically  the  same  as  that 
in  the  projected  and  afterwards  completed  tragedy.  The 
fateful  banquet,  the  presentation  of  which  had  seemed 
to  me  of  the  first  importance  in  my  original  plan,  became 
in  the  drama  the  scene  upon  which  its  personages  mode 
their  appearance;  it  became  the  background  agsinit 
which  the  action  stood  out,  and  communicated  to  the 
picture  as  a  whole  the  general  tone  at  which  I  aimed. 
The  ending  of  the  play  was,  undoubtedly,  softened  and 
subdued  into  harmony  with  its  character  as  drama,  not 
tragedy:  but  orthodox  sestheticians  may  still,  perhaps, 
find  it  disputable  whether,  in  this  ending,  a  touch  of 
pure  tragedy  has  not  been  left  behind,  to  testify  to  the 
origin  of  the  drama. 

:iil)ji'ct,  however,  I  shall  not  enter  further 


THE  FEAST  AT  SOLHOUG 

(1856) 


CHARACTERS 

Benot  Gautesok,  Matter  of  SoUunig 

Maroit,  hit  wife. 

SiQNE,  htr  titter. 

GcDMUND  Alfbon,  their  kintman, 

Knut  Gesunq.  the  King's  ^lerifj. 

Ebik  of  Heoge,  his  frimd. 

a  hoube-carl. 

Another  Hocse-casu 

The  King's  Envoy. 

An  Old  Man. 

A  Maiden. 

GuESTB,  BOTH  Men  and  Ladies. 
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PLAY  IN  THREE  ACTS 


ACT   FIRST 


A  Haiely  room,  loUh  doors  in  the  hack  and  to  both  sides. 
InfiorU,  on  the  right,  a  bay  ivindow  wUh  small  round 
fanes,  set  in  lead,  and  near  the  window  a  table,  on 
which  is  a  quantity  of  feminine  ornaments.  Along 
the  left  wall,  a  longer  table  with  silver  goblets,  beakers 
and  drinking-horns.  The  door  in  the  back  leads  out 
to  a  passage-way,^  through  which  can  be  seen  a  spa- 
eiaus  fiord-landscape. 

BoroT  Gauteson,  Margit,  Knut  Geslino  and  Erik 
OP  Heooe  are  seated  around  the  table  on  the  left.  In 
the  background  are  Knut's  followers,  some  seated^ 
some  standing;  one  or  two  flagons  of  ale  are  handed 
round  among  them.  Far  off  are  heard  church  hells,, 
ringing  to  Mass. 

Erik. 

[Rising  at  the  table.]  In  one  word,  now,  what  answer 
kave  you  to  make  to  mv  wooing  on  Knut  (iesling's 
behalf? 

'  This  no  doubt  meanB  a  sort  of  arcaded  veranda  running  along 
the  outer  wail  of  the  house. 
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[Glancing  uneasily  towards  his  v>^e.]  Well,  I — to 
t  seoms^  [Aa  she  remains  tilent.\  H'm,  Margit,  le 
irst  hear  your  thought  in  the  matter. 

Margit. 

{Rising.^  Sir  Ktiut  Gesling,  I  have  long  known 
hat  Erik  of  HeggS  has  told  of  you.  I  know  full  ' 
hat  you  come  of  a  lordly  house;  you  are  rich  in  f 
nd  gear,  and  you  stand  in  high  favour  with  our  n 
aaster. 

Bengt. 

\To  Knut.]     In  high  favour — so  say  I  too. 

MAKorr. 
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Bengt. 

[Seeking  to  calm  him.]  Nay,  nay,  Knut  Gesling! 
Have  patience,  now.     You  must  understand  us  aright. 

Margit. 

There  is  naught  in  my  words  to  wound  you.  My  sister 
knows  you  only  by  the  songs  that  are  made  about  you — 
and  these  songs  sound  but  ill  in  gentle  ears. 

No  peaceful  home  is  your  father's  house. 

With  your  lawless,  reckless  crew. 
Day  out,  day  in,  must  you  hold  carouse — 

God  help  her  who  mates  with  you. 
God  help  the  maiden  you  lure  or  buy 

With  gold  and  with  forests  green — 
Soon  will  her  sore  heart  long  to  lie 

Still  in  the  grave,  I  ween. 

Erik. 

Aye,  aye — true  enough — Knut  Gesling  lives  not  over- 
P^iceably.  But  there  will  soon  come  a  change  in  that, 
^ben  he  gets  him  a  wife  in  his  hall. 

Knut. 

And  this  I  would  have  you  mark,  Dame  Margit:  it 
D^y  be  a  week  since,  I  was  at  a  feast  at  Hegge,  at  Erik's 
bidding,  whom  here  you  see.  The  ale  was  strong;  and 
M  the  evening  wore  on  I  vowed  a  vow  that  Signe,  your 
»ir  sister,  should  be  my  wife,  and  that  before  the  year 
'fis  out.  Never  shall  it  he  said  of  Knut  Gesling  that  he 
brake  any  vow.  You  can  see,  then,  that  you  must  e'en 
Aooae  me  for  your  sister's  husband — be  it  with  your 
vill  or  against  it. 
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Makuit. 

Eiv  that  muy  be.  I  must  tell  you  plain. 

You  must  rid  yourself  of  your  ravcnJng  train. 

You  must  soour  no  lon^^r  with  yrll  and  shout 

OVr  the  rtiuiitry-sidc  in  a  gallopini^  rout: 

You  inuHl  xtill  the  shuddtrr  thiit  sprcHda  Mround 

Wht-n  Knut  <lMlin»  ia  In  a  brjdf-alr  bound. 

ConrlMiiiM  I  when  a-ff-osting  you  riile; 

Let  your  ba  tnc  at  the  rhimney-sidc— 

It  cvrr  NitN  I  .  well  you  knon*. 

Wlipn  Ihi-  men  I  and  your  brain  is  oglow. 

Fn>rii  no  mi  '  shall  you  wreirt. 

You  shall  h  taidcn: 

Yon  shall  ^  ihaineless  hest 

That  when  urn.  he  were  best 

Come  with  In  .■-notlie       den. 

And  if  you  will  so  bear  you  till  the  year  be  post. 

You  may  win  my  sister  for  your  bride  at  last. 

Knut. 

[H'lVA  suppressed  ragf]  You  know  how  to  order  you*" 
words  cunningly.  Dame  Margit.  Truly,  you  should  hav^^ 
been  a  priest,  and  not  your  husband's  wife. 

Bengt. 
Oh,  for  that  matter,  I  too  could — 


[Paying  no  heed  to  /ttm.]     But  I  would  have  you  take^ 
note  that  had  a  sword-bearing  man  spoken  to  me  in  sud*- 
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Benqt. 

Niy,  but  listen,  Knut  Gesling— you  must  uoderstaod 

us! 

Knut. 

[Ai  yf»rf.]     Well,  brieay.  he  should  have  learnt  that 
tbt  MX  sits  loose  in  my  iiand,  as  you  said  but  now. 


\S^y.]  There  we  have  it!  Margit,  Margit,  this  will 
nmreod  well. 

Margit. 

[7*0  Knut.]  You  asked  for  a  forthright  answer,  and 
Hut  I  have  given  you. 

Knut. 

Well,  well ;  I  will  not  reckon  too  closely  with  you.  Dame 
Ma^t.  You  have  more  wit  than  all  the  rest  of  us  to- 
plher.  Here  is  my  hand; — it  may  be  there  was  some- 
what of  reason  in  the  keen-edged  words  you  spoke  tc 
w. 

Margit. 

This  I  like  well:  now  are  you  already  on  the  right 
*»y  to  amendment.  Yet  one  word  more — to-day  we 
bold  a  feast  at  Solhoug. 


Ves.  Knut  Gesling:  you  must  know  that  it  is  our 
»edding-day;  this  day  three  years  ago  made  me  Dame 
.Margit's  husband. 
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M  ABO  IT. 

[ImpalieiUlif.  interrupting.]    As  I  said,  we  hoM  a  feajt  ' 
to-day.     Whvn  Mass  is  ov<t,  and  your  other  Ini 
done,  1  would  have  you  ride  liithiT  agjatn.  and  join  in  the   | 
bftti<iufl.     I'lifn  you  utn  learn  to  know  my  sisttr. 

Knot. 

So  be  it.  Uamr  nk  you.     Yet  'Iwaa  not  to 

go  to  Mass  t(  liis  morning.     Your  kin*- 

man,  Gudmii^..  n.        «  cause  of  my  cotniog. 


[.Start*,]  *     Where  would  you  seek 

him? 


His  homestead  lies  behind  the  headland,  on  the  other 
side  of  the  &ord. 

Maroit. 

But  he  himself  is  far  away. 

Erik. 
Be  not  so  sure;  he  may  be  nearer  than  you  think. 

Knut. 
[fVhUpert.]    Hold  your  peace! 

Marqit. 
Nearer  ?     What  mean  you  ? 
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Knut. 

Have  you  not  heard,  then,  that  Gudmund  Alfson  has 
come  back  to  Norway  ?  He  came  with  the  Chancellor 
Audun  of  Hegranes,  who  was  sent  to  France  to  bring 
home  our  new  Queen. 

Margit. 

True  enough;  but  in  these  very  days  the  King  holds 
his  wedding-feast  in  full  state  at  Bergen,  and  there  is 
Gudmund  Alfson  a  guest. 

Bengt. 

And  there  could  we  too  have  been  guests  had  my  wife 
90  willed  it. 

Erik. 

[Aside  to  Knut.]  Then  Dame  Margit  knows  not 
that—? 

Knut. 

[^n&.J  So  it  would  seem;  but  keep  your  counsel. 
f^Ioud.]  Well,  well.  Dame  Margit,  I  must  go  my  way 
none  the  less,  and  see  what  may  betide.  At  nightfall  I 
'^^^l  be  here  again. 

Margft. 

And  then  you  must  show  whether  you  have  power  to 
**ridle  your  unruly  spirit. 

Bengt. 
^^yt,  mark  you  that. 

MARorr. 

You  must  lay  no  hand  on  your  axe — ^hear  you,  Knut 

Gesling? 
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Benot. 

Neither  on  your  axe,  nor  on  your  knife,  nor  oi 
tther  weapon  whatsoever. 

Maroit. 

For  then  can  you  never  hope  to  be  one  of  our  kin 

Benot. 

Nay,  that  is  our  firm  resolve. 

Knut. 
[To  Margit.]     Have  no  fear. 

Benot, 
And  what  we  have  6nnly  resolved  stands  fast. 
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Bengt, 
Il'uuI  GciiJing  is  ua  JIJ  mail  to  fall  out  %vith.  And, 
■ben  I  bethink  me,  we  gave  him  overman^'  hard  words. 
But  come,  let  us  not  brood  over  that.  To-day  we  must 
bt  merry,  Margit! — as  I  trow  we  have  both  good  reason 
lobe. 

Marqit. 
[Wilkatoeary  male.]    Aye,  surely,  surely. 


Tis  true  I  was  no  mere  stripling  when  I  courted  you. 
Bui  veil  I  wot  I  was  the  richest  man  for  many  and  many 
imile.  You  were  a  fair  maiden,  and  nobly  bom;  but 
jour  dowry  would  have  tempted  no  wooer. 

Maroit. 
[To  kerielf.]     Yet  was  I  then  so  rich. 

Bengt. 

ffhat  said  you,  my  wife? 

MARorr. 

Oh.  nothing,  nothing.  [Crostes  to  the  rigltt.]  I  will 
deck  me  with  pearis  and  rings.  Is  not  to-night  a  time 
of  rejoicing  for  me  ? 

Bengt. 

I  am  fain  to  hear  you  say  it.  I^et  me  .sec  that  you 
deck  you  in  your  best  attire,  that  our  guests  may  say: 
Happy  she  who  mated  with  Bengt  Gauteson. — But  now 
must  I  to  the  larder;  there  are  many  thing.s  to-day  that 
must  not  be  overlooked.  [He  goes  out  to  the  left. 


«1C  THE   FEAST  AT  SOLHOUfi         Iact  i 

Makoit. 
iSJiub*  doirn  on  a  ehair  l>y  tke  tabU  on  the  right. 
'TwM  well  lie  iioj>ari<Hi.     U'btlc  lii?rc  he  rvmaios 
Meaeema  the  blu<>rl  frtt-r^s  wUliiu  my  s'dns; 
MeseeioB  that  a  crushiag  might  and  cold 
My  hewt  in  its  clutches  doth  ittill  rnfold. 

trart  she  cannot  reprtn. 
He  is  my  hi  »  wife! 

How  long.  Ik>.  nan's  life? 

Sixty  ytMty,  mk^uiv  mc 

Who  am  not ;  ee! 

ify.  ajirr  a  »htrrt  riUnce, 
Hard,  so  Ion  to  pine; 

Hard  a  ho)K.-Irt  -and  mine. 

[Aimrnllif  Jinr/rriiifi  iiitr  •irrm-rnriitu  on  Ihr  lahU,  and 
beginning  to  put  them  on. 
With  rings,  and  with  jewels,  and  all  of  my  best 
By  his  order  myself  I  am  decking — 
But  oh,  if  to-day  were  my  burial-feast, 
'Twere  little  that  I'd  be  reclciog.  [Breaking  off. 

But  if  thus  I  brood  I  must  needs  despair; 
I  know  a  song  that  can  lighten  care.  [She  sings. 

The  Hill-King  to  the  sea  did  ride; 

— Oh,  sad  are  my  days  and  dreary — 
To  woo  a  maiden  to  be  his  bride. 

— I  am  waiting  for  thee,  I  am  weary. — 

The  HtU-King  rode  to  Sir  H&kon'a  hold; 

— Oh,  sad  are  my  days  and  dreary — 
Little  Kirsten  sat  combing  her  locks  of  gold. 

— I  am  waiting  for  thee,  I  am  weaiy. — 
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Tbe  Hilt- King  wedded  the  maiden  fair; 

—Oh,  sad  are  my  days  and  dreary— 
A  nlTern  girdle  she  ever  must  wear. 

—I  am  waiting  for  thee,  I  am  weary. — 

Tbf  Hill- King  wedded  the  lily-wand, 

—Ob,  sad  are  my  days  and  dreary^ — 
Wlh  fifteen  gold  rings  on  either  hand. 

-J  am  wnitiag  for  thee,  I  am  weary. — 

Three  summers  passed,  and  there  passed  full  five; 

—Oh,  sad  are  my  days  and  dreary — 
h  the  hill  little  Kirsten  was  buried  alive. 

—I  am  waiting  for  thee,  I  am  weary. — 

^nf  summers  passed,  and  there  passed  full  nine; 

—Oh,  sad  are  my  days  and  dreary — 
Lillle  Kirsten  ne'er  saw  the  glad  sunshine. 

—I  am  waiting  for  thee,  I  am  weary. — 

In  the  dale  there  are  flowers  and  the  birds'  blithe  song; 

—Oh,  sad  are  my  days  and  dreary — 
Id  the  hill  there  is  gold  and  the  night  is  long 

—I  am  waiting  for  thee,  I  am  weary. — 

[Site  rises  and  crosses  the  room. 

How  oft  in  the  gloaming  would  Gudmund  sing 

This  song  in  my  father's  hall. 

There  was  somewhat  in  it — some  strange,  sad  thing 

That  took  my  heart  in  thrall; 

Though  I  scarce  understood,  I  could  ne'er  forget — 

ilnd  the  words  and  the  thoughts  they  haunt  me  yet. 

[S(of>s  horror-struck. 
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lings  of  red  gold!     And  a  belt  beside — ! 
Twas  with  gold  the  Hill-King  wedded  his  bride! 
[In  despair;   sinks  down  on  a  benck  beside  tite  t 
on  the  left. 
Voe!     Woe!     I  myself  am  the  Hill- King's  wife! 
ind  there  cometh  none  to  free  me  from  the  prison  of 
life. 
[SiGNE,  radiant  with  gladness,  comes  running  in/i 
the  back. 

SiGNE. 

[Calling.]    Margit,  Margit, — he  is  coming! 

Margit. 
[Starting  up.]    Coming?     Who  is  coming? 

SlGNE. 

Oudmund.  our  kin 
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SiGNE. 

Oh,  no,  no;    but  I  must  tell  you — 

Margit. 
Yes,  haste  you — ^tell  on! 

SiGNE. 

Twas  early  mom,  and  the  church  bells  rang, 

To  Mass  I  was  fain  to  ride; 

The  birds  in  the  willows  twittered  and  sang, 

In  the  birch-groves  far  and  wide. 

All  earth  was  glad  in  the  clear,  sweet  day; 

And  from  church  it  had  well-nigh  stayed  me; 

For  still,  as  I  rode  down  the  shady  way, 

Each  rosebud  beguiled  and  delayed  me. 

Silently  into  the  church  I  stole; 

The  priest  at  the  altar  was  bending; 

He  chanted  and  read,  and  with  awe  in  their  soul. 

The  folk  to  God's  word  were  attending. 

Then  a  voice  rang  out  o'er  the  fiord  so  blue; 

And  the  carven  angels,  the  whole  church  through. 

Turned  round,  methought,  to  listen  thereto. 

Margit. 
OSigne,  say  on!     Tell  me  all,  tell  me  all! 

SiGNE. 

Twas  as  though  a  strange,  irresistible  call 
Summoned  me  forth  from  the  worshipping  flock, 
0?er  hill  and  dale»  over  mead  and  rock. 
'Mid  the  silver  birches  I  listening  trod. 
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Moving  as  though  in  a  dream; 

Behind  me  stood  empty  the  house  of  God; 

Priest  and  people  were  lured  by  the  magic,  'twould 

Of  the  tones  that  still  through  the  air  did  stream. 
No  sound  they  made;  they  were  i]uiet  as  death; 
To  hearken  the  song-birds  held  their  breath. 
The  lark  dropped  earthward,  the  cuckoo  was  stiU, 
As  the  voice  re-echoed  from  hill  to  hiU. 

MARorr. 


SiGNE. 

They  crossed  themselves,  women  and  men; 

[Pre/iaing  Iter  hands  to  her  bnatL 
But  strange  thoughts  arose  within  me  then; 
For  the  heavenly  song  familiar  grew:  I 
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And  take  down  his  harp,  that  has  hung  so  long 

Id  there  on  the  wall  that  'tis  rusted  quite; 

Its  golden  strings  I  will  polish  bright. 

And  tune  them  to  ring  and  to  sing  with  his  song. 

Maroff. 

[Absently.] 
Do  as  you  will — 

SlONE. 

[Reproachfully.] 

Nay,  this  is  not  right. 

[Embracing  her. 
But  when  Gudmund  comes  will  your  heart  grow  light — 
Light,  as  when  I  was  a  child,  again. 

Maroff.' 
[To  herself.] 
So  much  has  changed — ah,  so  much! — since  then — 

SiGNE. 

Maigit,  you  shall  be  happy  and  gay! 

Have  you  not  serving-maids  many,  and  thralls  ? 

Costly  robes  hang  in  rows  on  your  chamber  walls; 

How  rich  you  are,  none  can  say. 

By  day  you  can  ride  in  the  forest  deep» 

Chasing  the  hart  and  the  hind; 

By  night  in  a  lordly  bower  you  can  sleep. 

On  pillows  of  silk  reclined. 

Maroff. 
[Looking  towards  the  window^ 
And  he  comes  to  Solhoug!    He,  as  a  guest! 
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SlQNB. 
tVhat  say  you  P 

Mabgit. 
[  Turning.] 
Naught. — Deck  you  out  in  your  beit 
That  fortune  which  seemeth  to  you  so  bright 
^lay  await  yourself. 

SlONE. 

Mai^t,  say  what  you  mean! 
Maroit. 
[Stroking  her  hair.] 
'.  mean — nay,  no  more!     'Twill  shortly  be  seen — ; 
'.  mean — should  a  wooer  ride  hither  to-night — ? 

StONB. 
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Mabqix. 
But  if  he  were  mighty,  and  rich,  and  great  ? 

SiGNE. 

Oh,  were  he  a  king,  did  his  palace  hold 

Stores  of  rich  garments  and  ruddy  gold, 

Twould  ne*er  set  my  heart  desiring. 

With  you  I  am  rich  enough  here,  meseems. 

With  summer  and  sun  and  the  murmuring  streams. 

And  the  birds  in  the  branches  quiring. 

Dear  sister  mine — here  shall  my  dwelling  be; 

And  to  give  any  wooer  my  hand  in  fee, 

For  that  I  am  too  busy,  and  my  heart  too  full  of  glee! 

[SiGNE  runs  otU  to  the  left,  singing. 

Margff. 

[After  a  pause.]  Gudmund  Alfson  coming  hither! 
Hither — to  Solhoug?  No,  no,  it  cannot  be. — Signe 
l^rd  him  singing,  she  said!  When  I  have  heard  the 
pine-trees  moaning  in  the  forest  afar,  when  I  have  heard 
A«  waterfall  thunder  and  the  birds  pipe  their  lure  in  the 
tree-tops,  it  has  many  a  time  seemed  to  me  as  though, 
through  it  all,  the  sound  of  Gudmund's  songs  came 
l>lended.  And  yet  he  was  far  from  here. — Signe  has 
^Icceived  herself.     Gudmund  cannot  be  coming. 

[Benqt  enters  hastily  from  the  hack. 

Bengt. 

[inknng,  calls  loudly.]    An  unlooked-for  guest,  my 
wife! 

Mabgit. 
What  guest  ? 


I 
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Benot. 

Your  kinsman,  Gudmund  Alfson!  [CaiU  titrougkthe 
dooriray  on  the  rig}it.]  Let  the  best  guest-room  be  pre- 
pared— and  that  forthwith! 

Mabgit. 
Is  he,  then,  already  here? 

Benot. 

[Looking  out  through  the  paamge-ivay.]  Nay,  not  yet; 
but  he  cannot  be  far  off.  [CalU  again  to  the  right.\  The 
carved  oak  bed,  with  the  d ragon -heads !  \Adeafvx9  to 
Margit.]  His  shield-bearer  brings  a  message  of  greet- 
ing from  him;   and  he  himself  is  close  behind. 


Mabgit. 
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Mabcit. 
[Brooding.] 
Alone  he  departed,  s  penniless  swain; 
With  esquires  and  henchmen  now  comes  he  again. 
Wlut  would  he  ?     Comes  he,  forsooth,  to  see 
My  bitter  and  gnawing  misery  ? 
Would  he  try  how  long,  in  my  lot  accurst, 
I  c&n  writhe  and  moan,  ere  my  heart-strings  burst — 
Thinks  he  that — ?     Ah,  let  him  only  try  I 
Full  little  joy  shall  he  reap  thereby. 

[Slu   beckons   through   the   doorway   on   the   right. 
Three  handmaidens  enter. 
List,  little  maids,  what  I  say  to  you: 
1*11x1  me  my  silken  mantle  blue. 
Go  with  me  into  my  bower  anon: 
My  richest  of  velvets  and  furs  do  on. 
Two  of  you  shall  deck  me  in  scarlet  and  vair. 
The  third  shall  wind  pearl-strings  into  my  hair. 
All  my  jewels  and  gauds  bear  away  with  ye! 

[The  handmaids  go  oui  to  the  left,  taking  the  orna- 
ments u-ith  litem. 
Since  Margit  the  Hill-King's  bride  must  be. 
Well!  don  we  the  queenly  livery! 

[She  goes  oxtt  to  the  left. 
[Benot  ushers  in  Gudmund  Alfson,  through  the 
pent-house  passage  at  the  bach. 

Bengt. 

And  now  once  more — welcome  under  Solhoug's  roof, 
my  wife's  kinsman. 

Gudmund. 

I  thank  you.     And  how  goes  it  with  her  ?     She  thrives 
*ell  in  every  way,  I  make  no  doubt  ? 
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Benot. 

Aye,  you  may  be  sure  she  does.  There  is  Qothing 
she  lacks.  She  has  five  haadmaidens,  no  less,  at  bir 
beck  and  call;  a  courser  stands  ready  saddled  in  tbe 
.stall  when  she  lists  to  ride  abroad.  In  one  word,  she 
has  all  that  a  noble  lady  can  desire  to  make  her  happy 
in  her  lot. 

GUDUDND. 

And  Margit — is  she  then  happy? 

Benqt. 

God  and  all  men  would  think  that  she  must  be;  but, 
strange  to  say — 

GUDUUND. 
What  mean  you? 
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Benot. 

Aye,  jou  may  be  sure  I  wonder  at  it  too.  On  the 
faith  and  troth  of  an  honest  gentieman,  His  beyond  me 
to  guess  what  more  she  can  desire.  I  am  about  her  all 
day  kng;  and  no  one  can  say  of  me  that  I  rule  her 
harshly.  All  the  cares  of  household  and  husbandry  I 
have  taken  on  myself;  yet  notwithstanding —  Well, 
wdl,  you  were  ever  a  merry  heart;  I  doubt  not  you  will 
bring  sunshine  with  you.  Hush!  here  comes  Dame 
Margit!    Let  her  not  see  that  I — 

[Margft  enters  from  the  lefty  richly  dressed, 

GUDMUND. 

[Ginng  to  meet  her.]    Margit — my  dear  Margit! 

Margit 

[StopSy  and  looks  at  him  without  recognition.]  Your 
pardon,  Sir  Knight;  but — ?  [^4*  though  she  only  now 
recognised  him.]  Surely,  if  I  mistake  not,  'tis  Gudmund 
AlfsoD.  [Holding  out  her  hand  to  him. 

Gudmund. 

^Vithout  taking  it.]  And  you  did  not  at  once  know 
me  again  } 

Bengt. 

[Laughing.]  Why,  Margit,  of  what  are  you  thinking  ? 
I  told  you  but  a  moment  agone  that  your  kinsman — 

Margit. 

[Crossing  to  the  table  on  the  right.]  Twelve  years  is  a 
long  time,  Gudmund.  The  freshest  plant  may  wither 
ten  times  over  in  that  space. 
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GUDMUND. 

'Tia  seven  years  since  last  we  met. 

Maroit. 

Surely  it  must  be  more  than  that! 

GUDHUND. 

[Looking  at  her.]  I  could  almost  think  so.  But  'tis 
as  I  say. 

Maroit. 

How  strange!  I  must  have  been  but  a  child  then; 
and  it  seems  to  me  a  whole  eternity  since  I  was  a  child. 
[Throws  herselj  down  on  a  chair.]  Well,  sit  you  down, 
my  kinsman!  Best  you,  for  to-night  you  shall  dance, 
and  rejoice  us  with  your  singing.  [WUh  a  forced  »miie\ 
Doubtless  you  know  we  are  merry  here  to-day — we  are 
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Benqt. 

For  my  part,  I  am  worm  enough;  but  then  I  have  a 
hundred  thinga  to  do  and  to  take  order  for.  [To  Mar- 
orr.]  Let  uot  the  time  seem  long  to  our  guest  while  I 
am  absent.     You  cau  talk  together  of  the  old  dajrs. 

[Ooing. 

Maboit. 

[Hesitating.]    Are  you  going  ?     Will  you  not  rather —  ? 

Benqt. 

[Laughing,  to  Gudhund,  at  he  comes  forward  again,] 
See  you  well — Sir  Bengt  of  Solhoug  is  the  man  to  make 
tlw  women  fain  of  him.  How  short  soe'er  the  space, 
mj  wife  cannot  abide  to  be  without  me.  [^o  Maroft, 
eareinng  h^r.]  Content  you;  I  shall  soon  be  with  you 
igain.  [He  goes  out  to  the  back. 

Marqit. 

[To  h^rte^.]    Oh,  torture,  to  have  to  endure  it  all. 

[A  short  siienee, 

GUDMUND. 

How  goes  it,  I  pray,  with  your  sister  dear? 

MARorr. 
Right  well,  I  thank  you. 

GuDMUND,  , 

They  said  she  was  here 
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Maboit. 
She  h(u  Iwen  hrw  ever  sinco  wc— 

[fimiJtji  tiff. 
She  cwne,  now  thrrc  yean  since,  to  Solhouf;  with  me. 

{Aflfr  a  paute. 
Ere  long  she'll  be  lierr,  her  friend  to  greet. 


D. 

WeU  I  mind  me             le  »  i 

rc  sweet. 

No  guile  «he  drrnmni  r        '>  - 

1  knew. 

When  I  call  to  remcmb.„„; 

r  eyes  so  blue 

Imusttfaiiikof 

aven. 

But  of  years 

no  fewer  than  seven; 

In  that  tiiiu-  1 

i-ml.     Oh.  sav 

If  she,  tow.  hua  cL„.. 

el-ve  been  away?               | 

She  too  ?     la  it,  pray,  in  the  balls  of  kings 
That  you  learn  such  courtly  ways.  Sir  Knight  ? 
To  remind  me  thus  of  the  change  time  brings— 

GUDMUND, 

Nay,  Margit,  my  meaning  you  read  aright! 

You  were  kind  to  me,  both,  in  those  far-away 

Your  eyes,  when  we  parted  were  wet  with  tears. 

We  swore  like  brother  and  sister  still 

To  hold  together  in  good  hap  or  ill. 

'Mid  the  other  maids  like  a  sun  you  shone. 

Far,  far  and  wide  was  your  beauty  known. 

You  are  no  less  fair  than  you  were,  I  wot; 

But  Solhoug's  mistress,  I  see,  has  forgot 

The  penniless  kinsman.     So  hard  is  your  mind 

That  ever  of  old  was  gentle  and  kind. 
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Margit. 

[Choking  back  her  tears,] 
Ave,  of  old — ! 

^  2*  GUDMUND. 

^'*  [Looks  compaseioTuUely  at  her,  is  silent  for  a  little, 

then  says  in  a  subdued  voice. 

Shall  we  do  as  your  husband  said  ? 
Pass  the  time  with  talk  of  the  dear  old  days  ? 

MARorr. 
lyehemently,] 

q:  No,  no,  not  of  them!  [More  calmly. 

Their  memory's  dead. 
My  mind  unwillingly  backward  strays. 
Tell  rather  of  what  your  life  has  been. 
Of  what  in  the  wide  world  you've  done  and  seen. 
Adventures  you've  lacked  not,  well  I  ween — 
In  all  the  warmth  and  the  space  out  yonder. 
That  heart  and  mind  should  be  light,  what  wonder? 

GuDMUND. 

In  the  King's  high  hall  I  found  not  the  joy 
That  I  knew  by  my  own  poor  hearth  as  a  boy. 

Margit. 
[Without  looking  at  him,] 

While  I,  as  at  Solhoug  each  day  flits  past. 
Thank  Heaven  that  here  has  my  lot  been  cast. 

GuDMUND. 

'Tis  well  if  for  this  you  can  thankful  be — 
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Maruit. 

[Vekftruntlg.] 
Why  not  ?     For  am  I  not  honotiird  and  free  ? 
Must  not  all  folk  here  ohey  my  hesl  ? 
Rule  I  not  all  thmf{s  as  sremcth  me  best  ? 
Here  I  am  fint.  with  no  second  beside  mc: 
And  that,  as  you  Icnnw  fi^im  n(  old  satisfied  me. 
Did  you  think  ;         --  no  wearj-  and  sad? 

Nay,  my  mind  .  .  ami  my  heart  ix  glad. 

You  might,  then,  have  s      ed  your  journey  here 
To  Stilhou};;   'twill  prol      ,  ju  little.  I  fear. 

(iUDMDND. 

What,  mean  you.  Dame  Margit  P 

Maroit. 

[Rising.] 

I  understand  all — 
I  know  why  you  come  to  my  lonely  ball. 


And  you  welcome  me  not,  though  you  know  why  I  came  t 
[Bowing,  and  about  to  go. 
God's  peace  and  farewell,  then,  my  noble  dame! 


To  have  stayed  in  the  royal  hall,  indeed. 
Sir  Knight,  had  better  become  your  fame. 

GuDMUND. 

[Stopt.] 
In  the  royal  hall  ?     Do  you  scoff  at  my  need  ? 
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Margit. 

YoarDeed?    You  are  ill  to  content,  my  friend; 
Where,  I  would  know,  do  you  think  to  end  ? 
You  can  dress  you  in  velvet  and  eramoisie, 
You  stand  by  the  throne,  and  have  lands  in  fee — 


GUDMUND. 

Do  you  deem,  then,  that  fortune  is  kind  to  me  ? 
You  said  but  now  that  full  well  you  knew 
What  brought  me  to  Solhoug — 

Margft. 

I  told  you  true! 

GuDMUND. 

Then  vou  know  what  of  late  has  befallen  me; — 
You  have  heard  the  tale  of  my  outlawry  ? 

Margit. 
[  Terror-struck.] 
An  outlaw!     You,  Gudmund! 

GuDMUND. 

I  am  indeed. 
But  I  swear,  by  the  Holy  Christ  I  swear. 
Had  I  known  the  thoughts  of  your  heart,  I  ne'er 
Had  bent  me  to  Solhoug  in  my  need. 
I  thought  that  you  still  were  gentle-hearted. 
As  you  ever  were  wont  to  be  ere  we  parted : 
But  I  truckle  not  to  you;  the  wood  is  wide, 
My  hand  and  my  bow  shall  fend  for  me  there; 
I  will  drink  of  the  mountain  brook,  and  hide 
My  head  in  the  wild  beast's  lair. 

[On  the  paint  of  going. 


^^I^^^^^^l 
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Mabgit. 

[Holding  him  back.] 

Outlttwrd!     Nay.  «tay!     I  swear  to  you 
That  naught  of  your  outlawry  1  knew. 

i 

J 

GUDMUND. 

^ 

It  is  as  I                                      t  stake:                    '^^H 

And  to  li.                                                                                 ] 

Three  nifil                                    the  sky  I've  tain. 

My  couch  "'■                               i  to  make. 

With  for  1                                    gf. 

Though  t<                                     the  door  of  the  atranger, 

And  pray  i                                   Wr  of  danger,            j 

Vet  strong  was            >pe  ai        eld  on  my  way:      ^^^HJ 
I  thought :  When  to  Snlhow^  ..i>ti  come  nt  hist       ^^H 

Then  all  your  pains  will  be  done  and  past. 

You  have  sure  friends  there,  whatever  betide. — 

But  hope  like  a  w&yside  flower  shrivels  up; 

Though  your  husband  met  me  with  Sagon  and  cup, 

And  bis  doors  flung  open  wide. 

Within,  your  dwelling  seems  chill  and  bare; 

Dark  is  the  hall;  my  friends  are  not  there. 

'Tis  welt;  I  will  back  to  my  hills  from  your  balls. 

Maroit. 
[BeteechinglyJ] 


My  soul  is  not  base  as  a  thrall's. 
Now  life  to  me  seems  a  thing  of  naught; 
Truly  I  hold  it  scarce  worth  a  thought. 


.AC 


I 
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You  have  killed  all  that  I  hold  most  dear; 
Of  my  fairest  hopes  I  follow  the  bier. 
Farewell,  then.  Dame  Maigit! 

Margit. 

Nay,  Gudmund,  hear! 
By  ail  that  is  holy — ! 

GUDMUND. 

Live  on  as  before 
LVe  on  in  honour  and  joyanee — 
Xever  shall  Gudmund  darken  your  door, 
Xever  shall  cause  you  'noyanee. 

MARorr. 

Enough,  enough.     Your  bitterness 

You  presently  shall  rue. 

Had  I  known  you  outlawed,  shelterless, 

HuDted  the  country  through — 

Trust  me,  the  day  that  brought  you  here 

Would  have  seemed  the  fairest  of  many  a  year; 

And  a  feast  I  had  counted  it  indeed 

When  you  turned  to  Solhoug  for  refuge  in  need ! 

Gudmund. 
WTiat  say  you —  ?     How  shall  I  read  your  mind  ? 

Margit. 
[Holding  out  her  hand  to  him,] 
Read  this:  that  at  Solhoug  dwell  kinsfolk  kind. 

Gudmund. 
But  you  said  of  late —  ? 


^^^^^^^^^H 
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M^RQIT. 

Tu  tliat  pay  no  beed. 

Or  Iwar  tae,  and  understand  indeed. 

For  me  ia  life  but  a  Iohk,  black  nijjht. 

Nor  sun,  nor  atar  for  me  shines  bright. 

I  have  sold  my  youth  »nd  my  lil)rrty, 

And  none  from  mv  barirain  can 

srt  inc  fiTC. 

My  heut-s  c-                               i 

r.-.!  for  K»ld, 

With  gilded 

L-d  myself: 

Tniat  me.  it 

To  the  sorrov 

of  pelf. 

How  blithe  y" 

how  free  from  care! 

Our  hotue  »                                  1 

our  store; 

But  tretftirei                                  I 

Ut  1  bore. 

'i>         1 

^ 

[Whose  eyes  have  been  fixed  upon  her.] 
E'en  then  you  were  growing  to  beauty  rare. 

Margit. 

Mayhap:    but  the  praises  showered  on  me 

Caused  the  wreck  of  my  happiness — that  I  now  see 

To  far-off  lands  away  you  sailed; 

But  deep  in  my  heart  was  graven  each  song 

You  had  ever  sung:  and  their  glamour  was  strong; 

With  a  mist  of  dreams  my  brow  they  veiled. 

Id  them  all  the  joys  you  had  dwelt  upon 

That  can  find  a  home  in  the  beating  breast; 

You  had  sung  so  oft  of  the  lordly  life 

'Mid  knights  and  ladies.     And  lo!  anon 

Came  wooers  a  many  from  east  and  from  west; 

And  so — I  became  Bengt  Gauteson's  wife. 
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GUDMUND. 

Oh»  Margit! 

Margit. 

The  days  that  passed  were  but  few 
Ere  with  tears  my  folly  I  'gan  to  rue. 
To  think,  my  kinsman  and  friend,  on  thee 
Was  all  the  comfort  left  to  me. 
How  empty  now  seemed  Solhoug's  hall, 
How  hateful  and  drear  its  great  rooms  all! 
Hither  came  many  a  knight  and  dame. 
Came  many  a  skald  to  sing  my  fame. 
But  never  a  one  who  could  fathom  aright 
My  spirit  and  all  its  yearning — 
I  shivered,  as  though  in  the  Hill-King's  might; 
Yet  my  head  throbbed,  my  blood  was  burning. 

GuDMUND. 

But  your  husband —  ? 

Margit. 

He  never  to  me  was  dear. 

*T*was  his  gold  was  my  undoing. 

When  he  spoke  to  me,  aye,  or  e'en  drew  near. 

My  spirit  writhed  with  ruing.  [Clasping  her  hands. 

And  thus  have  I  lived  for  three  long  years — 

A  life  of  sorrow,  of  unstanched  tears! 

Your  coming  was  rumoured.     You  know  full  well 

What  pride  deep  down  in  my  heart  doth  dwell. 

I  hid  my  anguish,  I  veiled  my  woe. 

For  you  were  the  last  that  the  truth  must  know. 

GuD»njND. 
[Moved.] 
Twas  therefore,  then,  that  you  turned  away — 


^1 

■ 

^^^1 
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Marqit. 

[.Vo(  Umkirtij  at  Am.] 

UCTI« 

I  thought  you  camt  at  my  woe  to  jeer. 

^^m 

Gl'OMUNl).                                    A 

^^H 

Mktgit.  bow  could  you  tliink—  ?                           " 

^^H 

\1.»^.rr 

^1 

Nay,  nay. 

There  wjwr 

ch  a  fear. 

,  ■ 

But  thanks  I 

fear  is  gone; 

I 

And  now  no 

e; 

1 

My  apirit  n' 

se 

1 

As  a  child*! 

rcenwood  tree. 

1 

ih  a  midden  start 

'//«r.    J 

Ah,  where  are 

ow  could  I  forget 

Ye  saints.  I  need  sorely  your  ,     i 

«M>ryet! 

^ 

An  outlaw,  you  said— 

GUDMDND. 

[Smiling.] 
Nay,  now  I'm  at  home; 
Hither  the  King's  men  scarce  dare  come. 

Mahgit. 
Your  fall  has  been  sudden.     I  pray  you,  te!l 
How  you  lost  the  King's  favour. 

GUDMUND. 

'Twas  thus  it  befell. 
You  know  how  I  journeyed  to  France  of  late. 
When  the  Chancellor,  Audun  of  Hegranes, 
Fared  thither  from  Bergen,  in  royal  state. 
To  lead  home  the  King's  bride,  the  fair  Princess, 
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With  her  squires,  and  maidens,  and  ducats  bright. 

Sir  Audun's  a  fair  and  a  stately  knight. 

The  Princess  shone  with  a  beauty  rare — 

Her  eyes  seemed  full  of  a  burning  prayer. 

They  would  oft  talk  alone  and  in  whispers,  the  two — 

Of  what  ?    That  nobody  guessed  or  knew. 

There  came  a  night  when  I  leant  at  ease 

Against  the  gaUey's  railing; 

My  thoughts  flew  onward  to  Norway's  leas. 

With  the  milk-white  seagulls  sailing. 

Two  voices  whispered  behind  my  back; — 

I  turned — it  was  he  and  she; 

I  knew  them  well,  though  the  night  was  black. 

But  they — they  saw  not  me. 

She  gazed  upon  him  with  sorrowful  eyes 

And  whispered:  **Ah,  if  to  southern  skies 

We  could  turn  the  vessel's  prow. 

And  we  were  alone  in  the  bark,  we  twain. 

My  heart,  methinks,  would  find  peace  again, 

Nor  would  fever  bum  my  brow." 

Sir  Audun  answers;  and  straight  she  replies. 

In  words  so  fierce,  so  bold; 

Uke  glittering  stars  I  can  see  her  eyes; 

She  begged  him —  [Breaking  off. 

My  blood  ran  cold. 


She  begged —  ? 


MABorr. 


GUDMUND. 


I  arose,  and  they  vanished  apace; 
AD  was  silent,  fore  and  aft; — 

[Prodticing  a  smcM  phiaL 
But  this  I  found  by  their  resting  place. 
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Maroit. 
A.nd  that—? 

GUDMUND. 

[Lowering  kit  voice.} 
Holds  a  secret  draught. 
\  drop  of  this  in  your  enemy's  cup 
(\.nd  his  life  will  sicken  and  wither  up. 
No  leechcraft  helps  'gainst  the  deadly  thing. 

Margit. 
\nd  that—? 

GuDMUND. 

That  draught  was  meant  for  the  King. 
Maroit. 
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Margit. 
You  mean — ? 

GUDMUND. 

I?    Nay,  I  meant  naught.     My  brain 
Is  wildered;  but  ah,  I  am  blithe  and  fain 
To  be,  as  of  old,  with  you  sisters  twain. 
But  tell  me,— Signe— ? 

Margit. 
[Points  smiling  totoards  the  door  on  the  Uft.'l 

She  comes  anon. 
To  greet  her  kinsman  she  needs  must  don 
Her  trinkets — a  task  that  takes  time,  'tis  plain. 

GUDMUND. 

I  must  see — I  must  see  if  she  knows  me  again. 

[He  goes  ovJt  to  the  left 

MARorr. 

[Following  him  with  her  eyes.]  How  fair  and  manlike 
be  is!  [With  a  sigh.]  There  is  little  likeness  'twixt  him 
and —  [Begins  putting  things  in  order  on  the  table^  but 
presently  stops.]  "You  then  were  free,"  he  said.  Yes, 
then!  [A  short  pause.]  'Twas  a  strange  tale,  that  of 
the  Princess  who —  She  held  another  dear,  and  then — 
Aye,  those  women  of  far-off  lands —  I  have  heard  it 
before — they  are  not  weak  as  we  are;  they  do  not  fear 
to  pass  from  thought  to  deed.  [Takes  up  a  goblet  which 
stands  on  the  table.]  ^Twas  in  this  beaker  that  Gud- 
mund  and  I,  when  he  went  away,  drank  to  his  happy 
return.      *Tis  well-nigh  the  only  heirloom   I  brought 
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I'ilh  me  to  Solhoug.     [Putting  the  goblet  away  in  a  ew^ 
oard.'\     How  soft  is  this  summer  day;   and  how  ligfa 
is  in  here!     So  sweetly  has  the  sun  not  shone  fo 
hree  long  years. 

[SiGNE,  and  after  her  GtroiiUND,  enters  frovn  the  kft 

SlONE. 

[Runs  laughing  up  to  Margit.] 
la,  ha,  ha!     He  will  not  believe  that  'tis  II 


[Smiling,  to  Gudmund.] 
:'ou  see:  while  in  far-off  lands  you  strayed, 
he,  too,  has  altered,  the  little  maid. 
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Gpdktjnd. 

[To  himtey.] 
1  un  aured  alreBdy,  it  seems  to  me. 

SlONE. 

But,  Gudmund,  wait — you  have  still  to  see 
flov  Tve  shielded  your  harp  from  the  dust  and  the  rust. 
[As  »he  goes  out  to  the  left. 
Von  flhall  teach  me  all  of  your  songs!     You  must! 

Gudmund, 
[Sqflly,  as  ke follows  fter  with  his  eyes.] 
Sbe  has  fiushed  to  the  loveliest  rose  of  May, 
Tiat  was  yet  but  a  bud  in  the  moming's  ray. 

SiGNE. 

[Actumtm/  with  the  harp.] 
Behold! 

GtTDUUND. 

[Taking  it.] 
My  harp!    As  bright  as  of  yore! 

[Striking  one  or  two  chorda. 
Still  the  old  chords  ring  sweet  and  clear — 
Od  the  wall,  untouched,  thou  shall  hang  do  more. 

MARorr. 
[Looking  out  at  the  back^ 
Our  guests  are  coming. 

SlONE. 

[Whiie  GuDHUND  preludes  his  song.] 

Hush — bush!    Oh,  heart 


I^^^^^^^^^l 
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(:oD«im». 

IS.-,,,.] 

I  roamed  through  ihc  uplundM  no  heavy  of  cheer; 
The  little  birds  cjuaveretl  in  bush  and  in  brere; 
The  little  hird*  nuuvrrvii,  «roun<l  and  alxtve: 
Wouldst  know  of  Ihc  nowinp  and  prowinR  of  love  ? 

It  grows  like 
Tifl  nout-Uh. 
But  swiftly  'tis  »oi 
De^.  deep  in  th 
[AtJu 
Ikeb. 

;h  slow-rollinji  years;          ' 
3y  songs,  and  by  tears: 
mcnt  speeds  by, 
rooted  for  aye. 
\g  rk/mU,  ht  goea  tovarit 
'own  hit  harp.                      i 

[Thoughi/uUy.  repeat*  to  hertelf.] 
But  swiftly  'tis  sown;   ere  a  moment  speeds  by. 
Deep,  deep  in  the  heart  love  is  rooted  for  aye. 

Maroit. 
[Abtently.]     Did   you   speak    to    me? — I    heard    not 
clearly —  ? 

SlQNE. 

I  ?     No,  no.     I  only  meant — 

[She  again  become*  abaorbed  in  dreamt, 

MABorr. 

[HtJf  aloud;  looking  straight  before  her.] 

It  grows  like  the  oak  tree  through  slow-rolling  yean; 

'Tis  nourished  by  dreams,  and  by  songs  and  by  tears. 
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Siov'b. 
[SttUTRing  to  herKlf.]    You  said  that—  P 

Maroit. 
[Drawing  htr  hand  over  her  brow^    Nay,  'twas  Doth' 
ing.   Come,  we  must  go  meet  our  guests. 

[Benot  mien  with  many  Guests,  both  men  and 
women,  through  the  ■paaaage-way. 

Guests. 
[Sing.] 
With  song  and  harping  enter  we 

The  feast-hall  opened  wide; 
Peace  to  our  hostess  kind  and  free, 

All  happiness  to  her  betide. 
O'er  Solhoug's  roof  for  ever  may 
Bright  as  to-day 
The  heavens  abid«. 


ACT  SECOND 

birch  grove  adjoining  the  house,  one  comer  of  which  i» 
seen  to  the  left.  At  tlie  back,  ajbotpatk  leads  up  tkff 
hillside.  To  the  right  of  tlie  Jbotpath  a  river  comet 
tumbling  down  a  ravine  and  loses  itself  amony 
boulders  and  stones.  It  is  a  light  summer  evening. 
The  door  leading  to  the  house  stands  open;  the  unn- 
doii-a  arc  lighted  up.     Music  is  heard  from  within. 

The  Guests. 
[Singing  in  llie  Feast  Hall.] 
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Erik. 

Well,  saj  what  you  will,  *tis  a  daring  move.  You  are 
the  King's  Sheriff.  Commands  go  forth  to  you  that  you 
dull  seize  the  person  of  Gudmund  Alfson,  wherever  you 
fflsj  find  him.  And  now,  when  you  have  him  in  your 
gnsp,  you  proffer  him  your  friendship,  and  let  him  go 
freely,  whithersoever  he  will. 

Kntjt. 

I  kncyw  what  I  am  doing.  I  sought  him  in  his  own 
(iwefling,  but  there  he  was  not  to  be  found.  If,  now, 
I  went  about  to  seize  him  here — ^think  you  that  Dame 
Mtigit  would  be  minded  to  give  me  Signe  to  wife? 

Erik. 

[With   delibercUionJ]    No,    by    fair    means    it    might 
scarcely  be,  but — 

Kntjt. 

And  by  foul  means  I  am  loth  to  proceed.  Moreover, 
Gudmund  is  my  friend  from  bygone  days;  and  he  can 
be  helpful  to  me.  [With  decision.]  Therefore  it  shall 
be  as  I  have  said.  This  evening  no  one  at  Solhoug  shall 
know  that  Gudmund  Alfson  is  an  outlaw; — to-morrow 
be  must  look  to  himself. 

Erik. 
Aye,  but  the  King's  decree  ? 

Knut. 

Oh,  the  King's  decree!  You  know  as  well  as  I  that 
the  King's  decree  is  but  little  heeded  here  in  the  up- 
lands.   Were  the  King's  decree  to  be  enforced,  many  a 
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out  fellow  among  us  would  have  to  pay  dear  both  fa 

ride-rape  and  for  man-^Tuig.    Come  tbii  way,  I  woali 

,m  know  where  Signt! — ?         [They  go  oat  to  tht  ri^ 

[GuDUUND  and  Sione  eome  down  thtjbo^pttk  tt  tti 

back. 

SlGNB, 
)h,  speak !     Say  on !     For  aweeter  fu 
Lich  words  than  sweetest  music  are. 


GnCHCND. 

ignS,  my  flower,  my  lily  fair! 

Sione. 
[In  tubdued,  but  happy  tMi 
am  dear  to  him — It 

Gdduund. 
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But  in  Solhoug's  hall  to-day,  right  loud 

My  heart  spake,  and  right  cleariy; 

It  told  me  that  Margit'3  a  lady  proud. 

Whilst  you're  the  sweet  maiden  I  love  most  deariy. 

SlONE. 

[Who  has  only  half  listened  to  his  words.] 

I  mind  me,  we  sat  in  the  hearth's  red  glow. 

One  winter  evening — 'tis  long  ago — 

And  you  sang  to  me  of  the  maiden  fair 

Whom  the  neckan  had  lured  to  his  watery  lair. 

There  she  forgot  both  father  and  mother. 

There  she  forgot  both  sister  and  brother; 

Heaven  and  earth  and  her  Christian  speech. 

And  her  God,  she  forgot  them  all  and  each. 

But  close  by  the  strand  a  stripling  stood 

And  he  was  heartsore  and  heavy  of  mood. 

He  struck  from  his  harpstrings  notes  of  woe, 

That  wide  o'er  the  waters  rang  loud,  rang  low. 

The  spell-bound  maid  in  the  tarn  so  deep, 

Hb  strains  awoke  from  her  heavy  sleep. 

The  neckan  must  grant  her  release  from  his  rule. 

She  rose  through  the  lilies  afloat  on  the  pool — 

Then  looked  she  to  heaven  while  on  green  earth  she  trod. 

And  wakened  once  more  to  her  faith  and  her  God. 

GUDMUND. 

Signe,  my  fairest  of  flowers! 

SiGNE. 

It  seems 
Tliat  I,  too,  have  lived  in  a  world  of  dreams. 
But  the  strange  deep  words  you  to-night  have  spoken. 
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)f  the  power  of  love,  have  my  slumber  broken. 
The  heavens  seemed  never  so  blue  to  me, 
iJever  the  world  so  fair; 
can  understand,  as  I  roam  with  thee. 
The  song  of  the  birds  in  air. 

Gddudnd. 

•o  mighty  is  love — it  stirs  in  the  breast 
Thoughts  and  longings  and  happy  unrest. 
tut  come,  let  us  both  to  your  sister  go. 

SiGNE. 

Vould  you  tell  her — ? 

Gddmund, 

Everything  she  must  kn 
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Till  you  come  again. 
[Slu  goe»  out  to  the  rigfU.     Gudmund  goea  into  the 
lunue. 
[Margit  etUergfrom  behind  Die  Iiousc  on  the  left. 

Mahgit. 
is  ihe  hall  there  is  gladness  and  revelry; 
The  {lancers  foot  it  with  jest  and  glee. 
Tbe  tir  weighed  hot  on  my  brow  and  breast; 
For  Giidmund,  be  was  not  there. 

[She  draws  a  deep  breath. 
Out  here  'tis  better;  here's  quiet  and  rest. 
flow  sweet  is  the  cool  night  air!  \A  brooding  aiUnce. 

That  horrible  thought!     Oh,  why  should  it  be 
Thai  wherever  I  go  it  follows  me? 
The  phial — doth  a  secret  draught  contain; 
A  drop  of  this  in  my — enemy's  cup, 
And  his  life  would  sicken  and  wither  up; 
The  leech's  skill  would  be  tried  in  vain. 

[Again  a  silence. 
Were  I  sure  that  Gudmund — held  me  dear — 
Then  little  I'd  care  for— 

[GuDUUND  enters  from  the  house. 

GVDMDND. 

You,  Margit,  here? 
.^d  alone  P     I  have  sought  you  everywhere. 


Tis  €ool  here.     I  sickened  of  heat  and  glare. 
See  you  how  yonder  the  white  mists  glide 
Softly  over  the  marshes  wide  ? 
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[ere  it  is  neither  dark  nor  light, 

lut  midway  between  them —  [To  hem^. 

— as  in  my  breast. 

[Looking  at  km, 
s't  not  so — when  you  wander  on  such  a  night 
''ou  hear,  though  but  half  to  yourself  confessed, 
L  stirring  of  secret  life  through  the  hush, 
n  tree  and  in  leaf,  in  flower  and  in  rush  ? 

[With  a  wudden  change  tfiem. 
Ian  you  guess  what  I  wish  P 

GUDHUNO. 

Well? 

Maroit. 

That  I  could  be 

'he  nixie  that  haunts  yonder  upland  lea. 
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GUDMUND. 

Margit!    Margit! 

Margit. 

[Ever  more  wildly.] 

At  midnight's  hour 
Sweet  were  our  sleep  in  my  lonely  bower; — 
And  if  death  should  come  with  the  dawn,  I  trow 
Twcre  sweet  to  die  so; — what  thinkest  thou? 

GuDMUND. 

You  are  sick! 

MxRorr. 

[Bursting  into  laughter.] 

Ha,  ha! — Let  me  laugh!    ^Tis  good 
To  laugh  when  the  heart  is  in  laughing  mood! 

GuDMUND. 

I  Ke  that  you  still  have  the  same  wild  soul 
As  of  old — 

Margft. 

[With  sudden  seriousness.] 

Nay,  let  not  that  vex  your  mind» 
Tis  only  at  midnight  it  mocks  control; 
By  day  I  am  timid  as  any  hind. 
How  tame  I  have  grown,  you  yourself  must  say, 
When  you  think  on  the  women  in  lands  far  away— 
Of  that  fair  Princess — ^ah,  she  was  wild! 
Beside  her  lamblike  am  I  and  mild. 
She  did  not  helplessly  yearn  and  brood. 
She  would  have  acted;  and  that — 
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Gdduund. 

Tisgood 
You  remind  me;  straightway  I'll  cast  away 
What  to  me  is  valueless  after  this  day — 

[Taket  out  the  pi 

Marqit. 
The  phial!    You  meant — ? 

GtJDMUND. 

I  thought  it  might  be 
At  need  a  friend  that  should  set  me  free 
Should  the  King's  men  chance  to  lay  hands  on  me. 
But  from  to-night  it  has  lost  its  worth; 
Now  will  I  fight  all  the  kings  of  earth. 
Gather  my  kinsfolk  and  friends  to  the  strife. 
And  battle  right  stoutly  for  freedom  and  life. 
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I  GUDMUND. 

[Ooet  to  the  rigid,  and  looks  down  into  tite  raviTU.] 
Have  you  thrown  it  away  ? 

Margit. 
[Conee<Ui7ig  the  phial.] 
Aw,  surely!     You  saw — 

[Whispers  as  she  goes  towards  the  house. 
Now  God  help  and  spare  me! 
Tbe  ice  must  now  either  break  or  bear  me!  \Aloud. 

Gudmund ' 

GuDMUND. 

\A  pproaching .] 
What  would  you  T 

Margit. 

Teach  me,  I  pray, 

How  to  interpret  the  ancient  lay 

They  sing  of  the  church  in  the  valley  there: 

A  gentle  knight  and  a  lady  fair. 

They  loved  each  other  well. 

That  vcn-  day  on  her  bier  she  lay 

Hf  on  his  sword-point  fell. 

They  l>urie<l  her  by  the  northward  spire. 

And  him  by  the  south  kirk  wall; 

And  theretofore  grew  neither  bush  nor  briar 

In  the  hallowed  ground  at  all. 

But  next  spring  from  their  coffins  twain 

Two  lilies  fair  upgrew — 

And  by  and  by,  o'er  the  roof-tree  high. 

They  twined  and  they  bloomed  the  whole  year  through. 

Huw  read  vou  the  riddle  ? 
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GUDMUND. 
[Looks  aearchingly  at  A*r,] 
I  scarce  can  say. 
Marqit. 
ou  may  doubtiess  read  it  in  many  a  way; 
ut  its  truest  meaning,  methinks,  is  clear: 
'he  church  can  never  sever  two  that  hokJ  each  other 

GUDHUND. 

[To  kimaey.] 
e  saints,  if  she  should — ?     Lest  worse  befall, 
ris  time  indeed  I  told  her  all!  [/. 

'o  you  wish  for  my  happiness — Margit,  tell! 

Mabgit, 
[In  jotfful  agitation.] 


I      WTiil      THE  FEAST  AT  SOLHOUG  «67 

I  Knut. 

[St^aiaduiance.]  Gudmund  Alfson !  Wait;  I  must 
speak  B  word  with  you. 

[He  Hop»,  talking  to  Erik.     The  other  Gubstb  in 
the  meanHme  enter  the  houee. 

Mahgit. 

[To  kersey.]    The  joy  of  his  life—!     What  else  can  he 
>MU  but — !  [H<UfaUnid.]  Signe — my  dear,  dear  sister! 
[She  putt  her  arm  round  Signe 'b  waiat,  and  they  go 
Uncarda  the  back  talking  to  each  other, 

Gudmund. 

[fiofilif,  ae  he  foUow»  them  with  his  eyes.]  Aye,  so  it 
vpre  wisest.  Both  Signe  and  I  must  away  from  Sol- 
bou^.  Knut  Gesling  has  shown  himself  my  friend;  he 
will  help  me. 

Knut. 

[Softly,  to  Erik.]  Yes,  yes,  I  say,  Gudmund  is  her 
Icinsman;   he  can  best  plead  my  cause. 

Erik. 
Well,  as  you  will.  [He  goes  into  the  house. 

Knut. 
[Approaching.]    Listen.  Gudmund — 

Gudmund. 

[SmUing.]  Come  you  to  tell  me  that  you  dare  no 
longer  let  me  go  free. 
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Knut. 

Dare!  Be  at  your  ease  as  lo  Ihat.  Knut  Gesling 
dares  whatever  he  will.  No,  'tis  another  matter.  Yo«s 
know  that  here  in  the  district,  I  am  held  to  be  a  wild, 
unruly  companion — 

GUDMUND.  ^ 

Aye,  and  if  rumour  lies  not —  ^^H 


Why  no,  much  that  it  reports  may  be  true  enough. 
But  now,  I  must  tell  you — 

[Tliey  go,  conversing,  up  towards  the  back, 

SlGNC. 

[To  Margit,  as  tiiey  come/onmrd  ImaJde  tin-  lii.iur.]  I 
understand  you  not.  You  speak  as  though  an  unlooked- 
for  happiness  had  befallen  you.     What  is  in  yourmiuil? 

MARorr. 
are  still  a  child:    you  know  not   what  it 
■art  the  dread  of —     [Siid- 
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GtJDlfDND. 

Well,  if  90  it  be— if  this  wild  life  no  longer  conteDts 
jou— then  I  will  give  you  the  best  c-ounscl  that  ever  friend 
gave  to  friend:   take  to  wife  aa  honourable  maiden. 

Knut, 
Sit  you  so  ?     And  if  I  now  told  you  that  'Us  even 
that  1  have  in  mind  ? 

GUDMUND. 

Good  luck  and  happiness  to  you  then.  Knut  Gesling! 
And  DOW  you  must  know  that  I  too — 

Knut. 

You?    Are  you,  too,  so  purposed  ? 

GUDMUND. 

Ave,  truly.  But  the  King's  wrath — I  am  a  banished 
nun— 

Knut, 
N'ay,  to  that  you  need  give  but  little  thought.  As  yet 
there  is  no  one  here,  save  Dame  Margit,  that  knows 
Blight  of  the  matter;  and  so  long  as  I  am  your  friend, 
you  have  one  in  whom  you  can  trust  securely.  Now  I 
must  tell  you — 

[He  proceeds  in  a  whisper  as  they  go  up  again. 

StONE. 

[As  she  and  Maboit  again  advance-^  But  tell  me  then, 
Margit—! 

Maroit. 
More  T  dare  not  tell  you. 
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SlQNE. 

Then  will  I  be  more  open-hearted  than  you.  But 
first  answer  me  one  question.  [fituA/tiUy,  with  hetita- 
tion.]  Is  there — is  there  no  one  who  has  told  you  any- 
thing concerning  met 

Maboit. 

Concerning  you  ?    Nay,  what  should  that  be  ? 


[As  before,  looking  downwardi.]    You  said  to  me  this 
morning:   if  a  wooer  came  riding  hither — ? 


That   is   true.     [T'o  kerse^.]     Knut  Gesling — has  he 
already—.'     [Eagerli/,  to  Sighe.]     Well?     What  then? 


SlONE. 

[Softly,  hut  u'ilk  exuUation.]     The  wooer  has  come! 
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SiGNE. 

Oh,  'tis  but  little  I  yet  know  of  love;  but  this  I  know 
that  what  the  song  says  is  true: 
Full  swiftly  'tis  sown;  ere  a  moment  speeds  by. 
Deep,  deep  in  the  heart  love  is  rooted  for  aye — 

MARorr. 

So  be  it;  and  since  so  it  is,  I  need  no  longer  hold 
tught  concealed  from  you.     Ah — 

[She  stops  suddenly,  as  she  sees  Knut  and  Gudmund 
approaching. 

KxuT. 

[In  a  tone  of  saHs/action.]    Ha,  this  is  as  I  would  have 
it,  Gudmund.     Here  is  my  hand! 

MARorr. 
[To  herself.]     What  is  this? 

Gudmund. 
[To  Knut.]     And  here  is  mine!      [They  shake  hands. 

Knut. 
But  now  we  must  each  of  us  name  who  it  is — 

Gudmund. 

Good.     Here  at  Solhoug,  among  so  many  fair  women, 
I  have  found  her  whom — 

Knut. 

I  too.     And  I  will  bear  her  home  this  very  night,  if  it 
be  needful. 
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Mabqit. 

[  H  ko    has    approached    unobserved.]     All    sainb 
leaven ! 

GuDMnND, 

[Xoda  to  Knut.]     The  same  is  my  intent! 

SlONE. 

[Who  has  also  been  listening.]     Gudmund! 

GUDHDND    AND    KnDT. 

\\V his-pering  to  each  other,  a*  they  both  point  at  Siai 
There  she  b! 

GuDMUND. 

[Starling.]     Aye,  mine. 
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Margit. 
[With  a  cry.]    It  was  she!    No — no! 

GUDMUND. 

[To  himself y  as  he  catches  sight  of  her.]  Margit!  She 
has  heard  everythmg. 

Knut. 

Ho,  ho!  So  this  is  how  it  stands  ?  Nay,  Dame  Mar- 
git, 'tis  needless  to  put  on  such  an  air  of  wonder;  now  I 
understand  everything. 

Margit. 

[To  SiGNE.]  But  not  a  moment  ago  you  said — ? 
[Suddenly  grasping  the  situation.]     'Twas  Gudmund  you 

meant! 

SiGNE. 

[Astonished.]    Yes,  did  you  not  know  it!     But  what 
ails  you,  Margit  ? 

Margit. 

[In  an  almost  toneless  voice.]     Nay,  nothing,  nothing. 

Knut. 

[To  Margit.]  And  this  morning,  when  you  made  me 
give  my  word  that  I  would  stir  no  strife  here  to-night — 
you  already  knew  that  Gudmund  Alfson  was  coming. 
Ha,  ha,  think  not  that  you  can  hoodwink  Knut  Gesling! 
Signe  has  become  dear  to  me.  Even  this  morning  '  was 
but  my  hasty  vow  that  drove  me  to  seek  her  hand;  but 
now — 
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SlGNK. 

[/\(  MAiKiiT.]     He!-      Wu-s    this    llie  wooer  that  was 
vour  mind? 


[Firmly  and  Itarskly.]     Dame  Mai^t — you  are  her 
ler  sister;   you  shall  give  me  an  aoawer. 


[Battling  vith  herself.]    Sign£  has  already  made  ber 
oice; — I  have  naught  to  answer. 

Knut. 
Good;  then  I  have  nothing  more  to  do  at  Solhoug. 
It  after  midnight — mark  you  this — the  day  is  at  an 
d;  then  you  may  chance  to  see  me  again,  and  then 
irtune  must  decide  whether  it  be  Gudmund  or  I  that 
all  bear  Signe  away  from  this  house. 

GUDMDND. 

Aye,  try  if  you  dare;  it  shall  cost  you  a  bloody  sconce. 
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Erik!  Erik!  come  hither!  we  must  away  to  our  kins- 
folk. [Threaieningly,  while  Erik  shows  himself  in  the 
iMTway.]    Woe  upon  you  all  when  I  come  again ! 

[He  and  Erik  go  off  to  the  left  at  the  back. 

SiGNE. 

[S(fily  to  GuDMUND.]    Oh»  tell  me»  what  does  all  this 
metn? 

GuDMUND. 

[Wkiipering.]    We  must  both  leave  Solhoug  this  very 

night. 

SiGNE. 

God  shield  me — ^you  would — ! 

GuDMUND. 

Say  naught  of  it!    No  word  to  any  one,  not  even  to 
jour  sister. 

Margft. 

[To  herself.]  She — it  is  she!  She  of  whom  he  had 
scarce  thought  before  to-night.  Had  I  been  free,  I 
know  well  whom  he  had  chosen. — Aye,  free! 

[Bengt  and  Guests,  both  Men  and  Women,  enter 
from  the  house. 

Young  Men  and  Maidens. 

Out  here,  out  here  be  the  feast  arrayed. 
While  the  birds  are  asleep  in  the  greenwood  shade. 
How  sweet  to  sport  in  the  flowery  glade 
'Neath  the  birches. 
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Out  here,  out  here,  shall  be  mirth  and  jest. 
No  sigh  on  the  lips  and  no  care  in  the  breast. 
When  the  fiddle  is  tuned  at  the  dancers'  'hestt 
'Neath  the  birches. 

Benot. 

That  is  well,  that  is  well!  So  I  fain  would  see  it!  I 
am  merry,  and  my  wife  likewise;  and  therefore  I  pray 
ye  all  to  be  merrry  along  with  us. 

One  or  the  Guestb. 
Aye,  now  let  us  have  a  stave-match.* 

Many. 

[5/iou(.]     Yea,  yes,  a  stave-match! 
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Maroit. 

Alas!    I  have  forgot  them  all.     But  ask  Gudmund 
Alfson,  my  kinsman;    he  knows  a  tale  that  is  merry 

enough. 

Gudmund. 
[In  a  law  voice ^  imploringly.]    Margit! 

Margit. 

Why,  what  a  pitiful  countenance  you  put  on!  Be 
merry,  Gudmund!  Be  merry!  Aye,  aye,  it  comes  easy 
to  you,  well  I  wot.  [Laughing^  to  the  Guests.]  He 
has  seen  the  huldra  to-night.  She  would  fain  have 
tempted  him;  but  Gudmund  is  a  faithful  swain.  [Turns 
again  to  Gudmund.]  Aye,  but  the  tale  is  not  finished 
yet.  When  you  bear  away  your  lady-love,  over  hill  and 
through  forest,  be  sure  you  turn  not  round;  be  sure  you 
never  look  back — the  huldra  sits  laughing  behind  every 
bush;  and  when  all  is  done —  \In  a  low  voice ,  coming 
close  up  to  him]  — you  will  go  no  further  than  she  will 
let  you.     [She  crosses  to  the  right.] 

SiGNE. 

Oh,  God!     Oh,  God! 

Bengt. 

[Going  around  among  the  Guests  in  high  contentment,] 
Ha,  ha,  ha!  Dame  Margit  knows  how  to  set  the  mirth 
afoot!  When  she  takes  it  in  hand,  she  does  it  much 
better  than  I. 

Gudmund. 

[To  himself.]  She  threatens!  I  must  tear  the  last 
hope  out  of  her  breast;    else  will  peace  never  come  to 
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er  mind.     [Tumt  to  the  Gnsars.]     I  mind  me  of  a  litl 
)ng.      If  it  please  you  to  hear  it — 

Several  of  the  Goestb. 
Thanka,  thaDks,  Gudmund  Alfson! 

[  They  eUite  around  him,  tome  ntting,  other*  «tandir 
Maroit  Uant  againtt  a  tree  injront  on  the  rig 
SiGNE  Handt  on  the  lefi,  near  the  houae. 

GuomrND. 

[Siriga.] 
I  rode  into  the  wildwood, 

I  sailed  across  tite  sea. 
But  'twas  at  home  I  wooed  and  won 

A  maiden  fair  and  free. 

It  was  the  Queen  of  Elfland, 
She  waxed  full  wroth  and  grim: 


THE    FEAST   AT   SOLHOUG 


[To  hemelf,  quivering.]     To  have  to  suffer  all  this  shame 
and  sroni!     No,  no;   now  to  essay  the  last  remedy! 

Bbngt. 

Wliat  ails  you  ?     Meseems  you  look  so  pale. 


Twill  soon  pass  over.  [Turns  to  the  Gdbbts.]  Did  I 
av  t'ea  now  that  I  had  foi^tten  all  my  tales  ?  I  be- 
think me  now  that  I  remember  one. 

Benot. 

Good,  good,  my  wife!     Come,  let  us  hear  it. 

YODNQ    GiRIA. 

[I'TgenUy.]     Yes,  tell  it  us.  tell  it  us.  Dame  Margitl 

Margit. 
I  almost  fear  that  'twill  little  please  you ;  but  that  murt 
br  as  it  may. 

GUDMUND. 

[To  kim9e^i\  Saints  in  heaven,  surely  she  would 
nol— ! 

Marqet. 
Il  was  a  fair  and  noble  maid. 
She  dwelt  in  her  father's  hall; 
Both  linen  and  silk  did  she  broider  and  braid. 
Vet  found  in  it  solace  small. 
For  she  sat  there  alone  in  cheeriess  state. 
Empty  were  hall  and  bower; 
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1  the  pride  of  her  heart,  she  was  fain  to  mate 

/Uh  a  chieftain  of  pelf  and  power. 

ut  now  'twas  the  Hill-King,  he  rode  from  the  north, 

nth  his  henchmen  and  his  gold; 

In  the  third  day  at  night  he  in  triumph  fared  forth. 

earing  her  to  his  mountain  hold. 

ull  many  a  summer  she  dwelt  in  the  hill; 

lut  of  beakers  of  gold  she  could  drink  at  her  will. 

'h,  fair  are  the  flowers  of  the  valley,  I  trow, 

ut  only  in  dreams  can  she  gather  them  nowl 

Twas  a  youth,  right  gentle  and  bold  to  boot, 

truck  his  harp  with  such  magic  might 

hat  it  rang  to  the  mountain's  inmost  root, 

r'here  she  languished  in  the  night. 

he  sound  in  her  soul  waked  a  wondrous  mood — 

ride  open  the  mountain-gates  seemed  to  stand; 

iie  peace  of  God  lay  over  the  land, 

nd  she  saw  bow  it  all  was  fair  and  good. 
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1  die  in  the  Hill- King's  fastnesses ! 

He  mocks  at  my  woe  as  he  clasps  his  bride 

Kai  sails  away  o'er  the  waters  wide!  [Skrieka, 

With  me  all  is  over;  my  hill-prison  barred; 
I'nsuDDed  ia  the  day,  and  the  night  all  uBstarred. 

[Slu  iiMers  and,  fainting,  ageka  to  aupport  heraelf 
againat  the  trunk  of  a  tree. 

SlONE. 

[Weeping,  has  ruahed  up  to  her,  and  taket  her  in  her 
anu.]    Margit!     My  sister! 

GUDMUND. 

[Attke  aama  tiiM  aupporting  her.]     Help!     Help!   she 
is  dying! 

(Benot  and  the  GvEBTsJloek  round  them  with  criea 
1^  alarm. 
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house.     In   the  room  a  Maiu-S»;r- 

VA>rr  M  restoring  order. 

Benot. 

! 

[Calls   to   the   departing   Guests.]     God   speed   you, 

then,  and   bring  you  back  ere  long  to  Solhoug.     Me- 

thinks  you,  like  the  rest,  might  have  stayed  and  slept 

till  morning.     Well,  well!     Yet  hold — I'll  e'en  go  with 

you  to  the  gate.     I  must  drink  your  healths  once  more. 

[He  goes  out. 

Guests. 

[Sing  in  the  distance.] 

Farewell,  and  God's  blessing  on  one  and  all 

Beneath  this  roof  abiding! 
The  road  must  be  faced.     To  the  fiddler  we  call: 
Tune  up!     Our  cares  deriding. 
With  dance  and  with  song 
We'll  shorten  the  way  so  weary  and  long. 
Right  merrily  off  we  go. 

[T'^  song  dies  away  m  the  distance. 
[Margit  enters  tlie  hcdl  by  the  door  on  the  right. 
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Maid. 
God  save  us,  my  lady,  have  you  left  your  bed  ? 

Margit. 

I  UQ  well.     Go  you  and  sleep.     Stay — tell  me,  are 
the  gaata  all  gone  ? 

Maid. 
N'o,  Dot  all;   some  wait  till  later  in  the  day;  eie  now 
tlwT  are  sleeping  souDd. 

Margit. 
And  Gudmund  Alfson —  ? 

Maid. 
He,  too,   is  doubtless  asleep.     [Pointt  to  the  right.] 
Til  some  time  since  he  went  to  his  chamber — yonder, 
»emu  the  passage. 

Marqit. 

Good;  you  may  go.         [The  Maid  goes  out  to  the  left. 
[Margit  walks  slowly  aeross  the  hall,  geaU  herself 
by  the  table  on  the  right,  and  gazes  out  at  the  open 
windotc. 

Margit. 

To-morrow,  then,  Gudmund  will  ride  away 
Out  into  the  world  so  great  anil  wide. 
Alone  with  my  husband  here  I  must  stay; 
And  well  do  I  know  what  will  then  betide. 
Like  the  broken  branch  and  the  trampled  flower 
I  shall  sufl^er  and  fade  from  hour  to  hour. 

\ShoTt  pause;   she  leans  back  in  Iter  chair. 


priiiga  U]h'| 
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I  oaor  heart]  u  t»lr  of  a  child  blintJ  from  birth. 

Whose  vh  Itihood  was  full  of  joy  and  mirth; 

For  the  n  other,  with  aptAh  of  riiUffio  riii^^hl. 

Wove  for  Ihe  dark  eyes  a  world  of  light. 

And  fhi.'    tiild  ktoked  forth  willi  wonder  and  glee 

Upon  V     *y  and  hill,  upon  land  and  sea. 

Then  sudJ — '■■  *'■"  "•:•-■>•-—»<  'ailed— 

The  ehild  rkness  pent; 

Good>hv(  lent ; 

With  loni  b  psM. 

And  its  w  lAway, 

Was  eeasei  ,  words  can  ««y. — 

Oh!  like  t  lere  scaled. 

To  the  ligi  imer  blind- 

[She  »pri\ 

But   n  o  w — !     .... .  ...  if^  confine*! 

No,  now  is  the  worth  of  my  youth  revealed ! 

Three  years  of  life  I  on  him  have  spent — 

My  husband — but  were  I  longer  content 

This  hapless,  hopeless  weird  to  dree. 

Meek  as  a  dove  I  needs  must  be. 

I  am  wearied  to  death  of  petty  brawls; 

The  stirring  life  of  the  great  world  calls. 

I  will  follow  Gudmund  with  shield  and  bow, 

I  will  share  his  joys,  I  will  soothe  his  woe. 

Watch  o'er  him  both  by  night  and  day. 

All  that  behold  shall  envy  the   life 

Of  the  valiant  knight  and  Margit  his  wife. — 

His  wife!  [Wrings  her  handa. 

Oh  God,  what  is  this  I  say! 
Forgive  me,  forgive  me.  and  oh !  let  me  feel 
The  peace  that  hath  power  both  to  soothe  and  to  heal. 

[ira/A«  back  and  forward,  brooding  siUnUy. 
Signe,  my  sister —  ?     How  hateful  'twere 
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I      To  slw)  ier  gJad  ^-oung  life  from  lier! 
But  vbo  can  tell  ?     In  very  sooth 
Stw  maj  love  him  but  with  the  light  love  of  youth. 

[Again  ailence;    she  takes  out  the  little  pkiai,  looks 
long  at  it  and  says  under  her  breath: 
TTiis  phial — were  I  its  powers  to  try — 
Mr  husband  would  sleep  for  ever  and  aye! 

{Horriyr-struck. 
Xo,  do!    To  the  river's  depths  with  it  straight! 

[In  the  act  of  throwing  it  out  of  the  window,  stops. 
And  vet  I  could — 'tis  not  yet  too  late, — 

\WUh  an  expresmon  of  mingled  horror  and  rapture, 
whispers. 
^llh  what  a  magic  resistless  might 
Sin  masters  us  in  our  own  despite! 
Doubly  alluring  methinks  is  the  goal 
Imjst  reach  through  blood,  with  the  wreck  of  my  soul. 
[Bengt,  with  the  empty  beaker  in  his  hand,  cornea  in 
from  the  passage-way;  his  face  is  red;  he  staggers 
slightly. 

Benot. 
[Flinging  the  beaker  upon  the  table  on  the  left.]     My 
(■ilh,  this  has  been  a  feast  that  will  be  the  talk  of  the 
coiintn-.     [Sees  Marqit.]     Eh,  are  you  there  ?     You  are 
veil  again.     Good,  good. 

Maboit. 

[Who  in  the  meantime  has  concealed  the  phial.]     Is  the 
door  barred  ? 

Benot. 

[Seating  himself  ai  the  table  on  the  left.]     1  have  seen  to 
everjthing.     I  went  with  the  last  guests  as  far  as  the 
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gates.     But  what  became  of  Knut  Gesliag  to-night  P — 
Give  me  mead,  Margit!     I  am  thirsty.     Fill  this  cup. 
[Marqit  f^hea  a  flagon  of  mead  /rom  a  cujAoanl. 
andJilU  the  goblet  which  U  on  the  table  in  front  <^ 
him. 

Marqit. 
[Croanng  to  the  right  with  the  flagon.]    You  asked 
about  Knut  Gcaling. 

Bengt. 
That  I  did.     The  boaster,  the  bra^artl     I  have  not 
forgot  his  threats  of  yester-momtng. 

Maroit. 
He  used  worse  words  when  he  left  to-oight. 

Benot. 

He  did  F    So  much  the  better.     I  will  strike  lum  dead. 

Mahqit. 
[Smiling  contemptuouslg.]    H'm — 
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Bbnot. 
Mvgit,  come   here!     Fill   my  cup  again.     [8ks  ap- 
ha;  he  tries  to  draw  her  down  on  to  his  hue.]    Ha, 
biilii.'    You  are  right  fair,  Margit!     I  love  you  well! 


[Frtting  herself.]     Let  me  go! 

[Crosses,  with  the  goblet  in  her  hand,  to  the  left. 


You  ar«  not  in  the  humour  to-night.     Ha,  lia,  ha! 
Tbsi  means  no  great  matter,  I  know. 

MxRorr. 
[S<ftly.  as  ahefUt  the  golAet.\     Oh,  that  this  might  be 
tbclast  beaker  I  should  fill  for  you. 

[She  leaves  the  goMet  on  the  table  and  is  making  her 
way  out  to  the  left. 

Bbnot 
Hark  to  me,  Margit.     For  one  thing  you  may  thank 
Heaven,  and  that  is,  that  I  made  you  my   wife   before 
Gudmund  Alfson  came  back. 

MABorr. 
[Stops  at  the  door.]     Why  so  ? 


Why,  say  you  ?  Am  I  not  ten  times  the  richer  mi 
.ind  certain  I  am  that  he  would  have  sought  you 
hia  wife,  had  you  not  been  the  mistress  of  Solhoug. 
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Maroit. 
[Draii-ing  nearer  and  glancing  at  the  gobUl.]     Say  you 

Bengt. 

I  could  take  my  oath  upon  it.     Bcngt  Gautrson  ]in* 
two  sharp  eyes  in  his  head.     But  he  may  still  haw  Signe. 

Mahgit. 
And  you  think  he  will — ? 

Bengt. 
Take  her  ?  \y,  since  he  cannot  have  you.  But  bad 
you  been  free,— then —  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Gudmund  ix  likr 
the  rest.  He  envies  me  my  wife.  That  is  why  I  set 
such  store  by  you.  Margit.  Here  with  the  goblet  again. 
And  let  it  be  full  to  the  brim! 

Mahgit. 
[Goe.1  innriUingly  across  to  the  right.]     You  shall  have 
it  straightway. 

Bengt. 
Knuf  Gesling  is  a  suitor  for  Sitine.  too.  but  him  I  am 
resolved  to  slav.     Guiimunt!  i.s  (in  himoiirahle  man:    lie 
Thii 
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Bengt. 

Ha,  ha,  ha!  it  may  be  that  at  first  Gudmund  will 
look  askance  at  me  when  I  take  you  in  my  arms;  but 
tiiat,  I  doubt  not,  he  will  soon  get  over. 

Margit. 

This  is  more  than  woman  can  bear!  [Paurs  the  con- 
Mi  of  the  phicU  into  the  goblet,  goes  to  the  window  and 
throws  out  the  phial,  then  says,  without  looking  at  him,] 
Your  beaker  is  full. 

Bengt. 

Then  bring  it  hither! 

Margit. 

[Battling  in  an  agony  of  indecision,  at  last  says:]  I 
pray  you  drink  no  more  to-night! 

Bengt. 

[Leans  hack  in  his  chair  and  laughs.]  Oho!  You  are 
impatient  for  my  coming?  Get  you  in;  I  will  follow 
Tou  soon. 

• 

Margit. 

[Suddenly  decided.]  Your  beaker  is  full.  [Points,] 
There  it  is.  [She  goes  quickly  out  to  the  left, 

Bengt. 

[Rising.]  I  like  her  well.  It  repents  me  not  a  whit 
that  I  took  her  to  wife,  though  of  heritage  she  owned 
no  more  than  yonder  goblet  and  the  brooches  of  her 
wedding  gown. 

[He  goes  to  the  table  at  the  unndow  and  takes  the  goblet. 
[A  House-Carl  enters  hurriedly  and  with  scared  Icoks, 
from  the  back. 
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Hodse-Carl. 
[Calh.]    Sir  Bengt,  Sir  Bengtl  haste  forth  with  all  the 
speed  you  can!     Kout  Gesling  with  an  armed  train  'u 
drawing  near  the  house. 

Benot. 

[Pulling    down    the    gobUt.]     Knut    Gesling?     Who 
brings  the  tidings? 

House-Cabl. 

Some  of  your  guests  espied  him  on  the  road  beneath, 
and  hastened  back  to  warn  you. 

Benot. 
Then  will  I—!     Fetch  me  my  grandfather's 


E'en  so. 
battle-axe ! 


[He  and  tfu  Hoube-Cahl  go  out  at  the  back. 
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Yet  shalt  thou  hear  no  plaint  forlorn. 
Tis  for  thy  sake  my  home  I  flee; 
Wert  thou  not  outlawed,  Gudmund  dear, 
Fd  stay  with  my  sister. 

Gudmund. 

Only  to  be 
Ta*eD  by  Knut  Gesling,  with  bow  and  spear. 
Swung  on  the  croup  of  his  battle-horse, 
And  made  his  wife  by  force. 

SiGNE. 

Quick,  let  us  flee.     But  whither  go  ? 

Gudmund. 

Down  by  the  flord  a  friend  I  know; 

He'll  find  us  a  ship.     O'er  the  salt  sea  foam 

We'll  sail  away  south  to  Denmark's  bowers. 

There  waits  you  there  a  happy  home; 

Right  joyously  will  fleet  the  hours; 

The  fairest  of  flowers  they  bloom  in  the  shade 

Of  the  beech-tree  glade. 

SiGNE. 

[Bursts  into  tears.] 

Farewell,  my  poor  sister!     Like  mother  tender 
Thou  hast  guarded  the  ways  my  feet  have  trod. 
Hast  guided  my  footsteps,  aye  praying  to  God, 
The  Almighty,  to  be  my  defender. — 
Gudmund — here  is  a  goblet  filled  with  mead; 
Let  us  drink  to  her;  let  us  wish  that  ere  long 
Her  soul  may  again  be  calm  and  strong. 
And  that  God  may  be  good  to  her  need. 

[She  takes  the  goblet  into  her  hands 
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ye,  let  us  drain  it,  aaming  her  Dame!  [Si 

top!  [Takes  the  gobUt/nm 

For  meseems  it  is  the  same — 

SiGNE. 

ris  Margit's  beaker. 

GUDMUND. 

[Examinini/  it  cartfuUy,] 

By  Heaven,  'tis  so! 
mind  me  still  of  the  red  wine's  glow 
.s  she  drank  from  it  on  the  day  we  parted 
'o  our  meeting  again  in  health  and  glad-hearted. 
'o  herself  that  draught  betided  woe. 
o,  Signe,  ne'er  drink  wine  or  mead 
rom  (hat  goblet.    [Pours  its  contents  out  at  the  iti'n. 
We  must  iiwav  with  all  speed. 
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[Littmng  to  the   noue.]     Whst  means  this?    Is  nj 
hiubud— ? 

GCDHtTND    AND    SlONE. 


Margit. 

\Caitkei  tight  of  them^    Gudmund!    And  SignS!  Are 
joubtre? 

SlQNE. 

[GoiRfr  towards  A«r.]     Mai^t — dear  sister! 


\Apf(dled,  having  seen  the  goblet  which  Gudmund  »tiU 
lioldiin  his  hand.]    Thegoblet!    Who  has  drunk  from  it  ? 

Gudmund. 
[Con/iun/.]     Drunk —  ?     I  and  SignS — we  meant — 


[Screattu.]    O  God,  have  mercy!     Help!    Help!    They 

viil  die! 

GuDMtJND. 

[Setting  down  the  goblet.]    Maigit — I 

SlONB. 

What  ails  you,  sister  ? 

MARorr. 
[  Towarde  the  back.]    Help,  help !     Will  no  one  help  ? 
[A    House-Cabl  rushes  in  from  the  passage-wa^. 
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Hoube-Cabl. 

[CalU  in  a  terrified  voice.]     Lady  Matgit!    Your  Ii 

and — I 

Maroit. 
He — has  he,  too,  drank — ! 

GuDlfVND. 

[7*0  kimse^.]    Ah!  now  I  understand — 

Housb-Cabl. 

Knut  Gesling  has  slain  him. 

SlONB. 


Slain! 


GUDMUND. 


TIh  guests  and  your  men  have  prevailed  agaiost  the 
nuderous  crew.  Knut  Gesting  aad  his  men  are  pris- 
oom.    Here  they  come. 

(Gudmund's  men,  and  a  number  of  GnEsrs  and 
House-Cahls,  Isad  in  Knut  Geslino,  Erik  or 
Hegqe.  and  aeveral  of  Knut's  men.  bound. 

Knut. 
pPAo  it  paU,  aaya  in  a  iow  voice.]     Maa-^yer,  Gud- 
niiDd.    What  say  you  to  that  ? 

GUDMUND, 

Enut.  Knut,  what  have  you  done? 

Erik. 

Tvas  a  mischance,  of  that  I  can  take  my  oath. 


He  ran  at  me  swinging  his  axe;   I  meant  but  to  defend 
mnetf,  and  struck  the  death-blow  unawares. 

Erik. 
Many  here  saw  all  that  befell. 

Knut. 
Lady  Margit,  crave  what  fine  you  will.     I  am  ready 
to  pay  it. 

Marqit. 
I  crave  naught.     God  will  judge  us  all.     Yet  stay — one 
thing  I  require.     Foigo  your  evil  design  upon  my  sister. 
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KNltT. 
Nrvpr  it}{nin  nhall  I  esjwy  to  rrdpero  my  baleful  jiledge.    i 
From  this  day  onward  I  am  a  brtter  mao.     Yet  would  I 
fiiin  csirujxr  dinhoiiouralilo  piiiiiNliinf  nl  fur  my  ilivd.     [  To 
GuuMUNi),]    Should  you  Ijp  irstorwl  to  favour  and  place 
aCftin.  Nay  a  ftood  won)  for  itie  to  the  King!  J 

<iri)MtI\fl.  I 

I?     En'  the  sun  sets.  I  must  have  left  Ihe  countiy.        \ 
[Asltininkmenl  amangxt  thr  Vtvvirr^,,     Erik,  in  w>hu' 
prrv.  fxjtiauif  Ike  sittuUion.  t 

Maroit.  I 

[To  (JuDMUND.]     You  gn  ?     And  Sijfne  with  you  ? 

SlONE. 
[Beseechingly.]    Margit ! 

Margit. 
Good  fortune  follow  you  both! 

SlONE, 

[FlirtgiTig  her  arms  round  Maroit's  n^ck.]    Dear  sister! 


Margit,  I  thank  you.     And  now  farewell.     [Listening,] 
Hush!     I  hear  the  tramp  of  hoofs  in  the  court-yard. 


[Apprehentixvly.]    Strangers  have  arrived. 

[A  House-Carl  appeart  in  the  doorway  at  the  back. 
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House-Carl. 

The  King's  men  are  without.     They  seek  Gudmund 

Alfflon. 

SiGNE. 

Oh  God! 

Margit. 
[In  great  alarm.]    The  King's  men! 

Gudmund. 

All  is  at  an  end,  then.     Oh  Signe,  to  lose  you  now — 
could  there  be  a  harder  fate  ? 

Knut. 

N'av.  Gudmund;   sell  your  life  dearly,  man!     Unbind 
us;  we  are  ready  to  fight  for  you,  one  and  all. 

Erik. 

[iMoks  out.]     'Twould  be  in  vain;    they  are  too  many 

for  us. 

SiGNE. 

Here  they  come.     Oh  Gudmund,  Gudmund! 
[The  King's  Messenger  enters  from  the  back,  with 
his  escort. 

Messenger. 

In  the  King's  name  I  seek  you,  Gudmund  Alfson,  and 
brintj  vou  his  behests. 

Gudmund. 

Be  it  so.     Yet  am  I  guiltless;    I  swear  it  by  all  that 
is  holv ! 
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Messenreh. 
We  know  it. 

GUDMLIND. 

What  I  ay  j-ou  P  [Agitation  amongst  thote  present. 


I  am  fli  guest  to  the  King's  house. 

His  frie  IS  before,  and  along  with 

it  he  bes 


Signe! 
Gudmuni.. 
But  tell  me- 


Your  enemy,  the  Chancellor  Audun  Hugleikson,  has 
fallen. 

GODUDND. 

The  Chancellor! 

GuiaTs. 
[To  each  other,  in  a  ka^-whifper.]    Fallen! 


Three  days  ago  he  was  beheaded  at  Bei^n.  [Low- 
ering hia  voice.]  His  offence  was  against  Norway's 
Queen. 
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Marqit. 

[Placing  herself  between  Gudmund  and  Signe  J 
Thus  punishment  treads  on  the  heels  of  crime! 
Protecting  angels,  loving  and  bright, 
Have  looked  down  in  mercy  on  me  to-night, 
And  come  to  my  rescue  while  yet  it  was  time. 
Now  know  I  that  life's  most  precious  treasure 
Is  Dor  worldly  wealth  nor  earthly  pleasure, 
I  have  felt  the  remorse,  the  terror  I  know. 
Of  those  who  wantonly  peril  their  soul. 
To  St.  Sunniva's  cloister  forthwith  I  go. — 

[Before  Gudmund  and  Signe  can  speak. 
Nay:  think  not  to  move  me  or  control. 

[Placee  Signe's  hand  in  Gudmund's. 
Take  her  then,  Gudmund,  and  make  her  your  bride. 
Your  union  is  holy;  God's  on  your  side. 

[Waving  fareweliy  she  goes  towards  the  doorway  on 
the  left.  Gudmund  and  Signe  follow  her,  she 
stops  them  with  a  motion  of  her  hand,  goes  ovi, 
and  shvis  the  door  behind  her.  At  this  moment 
the  sun  rises  and  sheds  its  light  into  the  hall. 

Gudmund. 

Signe — my  wife !     See,  the  morning  glow ! 
Tis  the  morning  of  our  young  love.     Rejoice! 

Signe. 

All  my  fairest  of  dreams  and  of  memories  I  owe 

To  the  strains  of  thy  harp  and  the  sound  of  thy  voice. 

My  noble  minstrel,  to  joy  or  sadness 

Tune  thou  that  harp  as  seems  thee  best; 

There  are  chords,  believe  me,  within  my  breast 

To  answer  to  thine,  or  of  woe  or  of  gladness. 
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er  earth  keeps  watcb  the  eye  of  light, 
ardeth  lovingly  the  good  man's  ways, 
Kldeth  round  him  its  consoling  rays; — ' 
lise  be  to  the  Lord  in  heaven's  height! 
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LOVE'S  COMEDY 

INTRODUCTION 

K(BrUghedens  Komedie  was  published  at  Christiania  in 
January,  1863.  The  polite  world — ^so  far  as  such  a  thing 
existed  at  that  time  in  the  Northern  capital — ^received  it 
with  an  outburst  of  indignation  nbt  now  entirely  easy  to 
understand.  It  has  indeed  faults  enough.  The  char- 
icter-drawing  is  often  crude,  the  action,  though  full  of 
effective  by-play,  extremely  slight,  and  the  sensational 
climax  has  little  relation  to  human  nature  as  exhibited  in 
Norway,  or  out  of  it,  at  that  or  any  other  time.  But  the 
sting  lay  in  the  unflattering  veracity  of  the  piece  as  a 
whole;  in  the  merciless  portrayal  of  the  trivialities  of  per- 
sons, or  classes,  high  in  their  own  esteem;  in  the  unex- 
tmpled  effrontery  of  bringing  a  clergyman  upon  the  stage. 
All  these  have  long  since  passed,  in  Scandinavia,  into  the 
(itegory  of  the  things  which  people  take  with  their  Ibsen 
*s  a  matter  of  course,  and  the  play  is  welcomed  with  de- 
light by  every  Scandinavian  audience.  But  in  1864  the 
matter  was  serious,  and  Ibsen  meant  it  to  be  so. 

For  they  were  years  of  ferment — ^those  six  or  seven 

which  intervened  between  his  return  to  Christiania  from 

Bergen  in  1857,  and  his  departure  for  Italy  in  1864.     He 

was  just  entering  on  his  intellectual  prime.     Ten  years  of 

chequered,  and  mostly  stem,  experience  had  only  ma- 
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tured  and  deepened  the  uncompromising  sincerity  which 
had  made  the  Grimstad  apprentice  an  Ishmael  in  his 
little  community;  had  only  turned  the  uncomfortable  boy. 
who  tried  to  *'  waken  Scandinavia  "  to  the  bitter  need  of 
Hungan-  in  1849,  into  the  man  who  was  presently  to 
waken  the  rivilised  world  to  the  yet  more  appalling  verac- 
ities of  Ghosts.  The  atmosphere  of  Christiania  in  tbe 
fifties  was  little  calculated  to  assuage  this  temper,  and 
Ibsen's  position  brought  with  it  fresh  elements  of  prov- 
ocation. The  newly  founded  "Norwegian  Theatre,"  of 
which  he  )iad  accepted  the  directorship,  barely  mun- 
tained  itself,  in  the  very  capital  of  Norway,  against 
the  ascendancy  of  Danish  taste  and  acting,  enthroned 
then  at  the  "Christiania"  Theatre.  A  little  band  of 
'nationalists'  championed  it  valiantly  in  the  press;  but 
the  solid  phalanx  of  well-to-do  and  official  society  looked 
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posure  of  some  of  them  in  Lovers  Comedy  sprang  from  a 
deeper  root.  Norse  nationalism,  in  the  patriotic  sense, 
had  absolutely  no  part  in  inspiring  or  provoking  the  play; 
Norse  patriots,  indeed,  were  to  be  among  the  loudest  in 
decrying  it.  Ibsen  himself,  always  more  '*  Scandinavian  " 
than  Norw^ian,  w^as  the  least "' Norse"  of  all  his  literary 
associates,  and,  keenly  as  he  recognised  the  inadequacy 
of  the  Danish  dramatic  tradition,  outgrew  with  extreme 
slowness  his  early  taste  for  the  classic  elegance  of  Danish 
verse.  As  a  student  he  had  listened  with  delight  to  the 
lectures  of  Welhaven,  the  most  Danish  of  Norwegian 
poets;  Heiberg  himself,  the  centre  of  Danish  literary  in- 
fluence in  Norway,  and  the  director  of  the  Christiania 
Theatre,  he  admired  as  a  poet;  and  the  summary  rejec- 
tion of  the  Vikings  by  the  autocratic  Dane  did  not  pre- 
vent its  author  from  commemorating  him,  upon  his 
death  three  years  later,  in  a  noble  dirge.  But  even  apart 
from  Ibsen,  the  soul  of  the  nationalist  movement  in  litera- 
ture was  something  much  more  vital  than  a  mere  pitting 
of  Norwegian  against  Danish  idiosyncrasy.  It  was  an 
attempt  to  vindicate  for  Scandinavian  poetrj'  the  bold 
grasp  of  realities,  the  energetic  application  of  ideas  to 
life,  the  masculine  and  expressive  beauty,  which  are 
the  birthright  of  every  fresh  and  original  literature,  and 
which  the  faded  Romanticism  of  Denmark  could  no 
longer  offer.  Vinje  and  Botten-Hansen,  Ibsen's  closest 
literary  associates,  had  drawn  their  literarj'  sustenance 
less  from  the  "Norse"  corj'phaeus  of  the  last  generation, 
Wergeland,  than  from  Heine  and  from  Hegel.  And  both 
these  influences  left  their  mark  on  Ibsen  himself.  Heine's 
brilliant  paradoxes  appealed  to  a  poet  whose  grip  upon 
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tCftUt)'  wss  immeasurably  firmer,  but  who  hs'oitually 
Uaed  truth  lo  startle,  not  to  persuade.  An«i  Hegprs  eon- 
ception  of  Npinluul  advanee  as  a  proee.is  in  wliii-h  self  ia 
alMD  in  order  that  it  may  truly  live,  helped  lo  define,  if 
notto  (i^norHtr.  IlMMm's  pmfoundly  rhnrocteriatio  doetrine 
"nought  abideth  but  the  lost."     The  present  drama. 


nd  I 


1,  i«  more  deeply  tinctured 
laors.    Fallv.  the  young  poet 

philistine  world,  is  a  pal* 
ric  speech  matches  Heine's 
aring  descents  to  prow. — • 
It  the  outset  by  the  pedant 
And  the  conviction  which 
f  far  from  "comic"  climax 
■  by  renunciation  can 


that" 

saturatetl  with  tfa- 
with  them  than 

irilO  d&21! 

pdbly  Hd  e 

own  in  b 
pmnted  out 
of  BomanticiKm 
lewb  Falk  and  hila  ic 

of  this  Comedy  of  l-ovc.  t\m< 
Love  survive,  this  Ibsenian  philosophy  of  love,  so  strange, 
so  repelling  to  most  readers,  was  at  least  matured  uoder 
the  stimulus  of  Hegel.  It  was,  from  the  vantage-ground 
— or  the  dizxy  pinnacle— -of  this  conception  of  love  that 
Ibsen  looked  down  upon  the  heterogeneous  phenomena 
current  in  society  under  that  name  and  upon  the  uni- 
versal assumption  that  marriage  was  its  natural  and 
(for  the  respectable)  only  imaginable  goal. 

But  at  this  point  Ibsen's  renunciatory  idealism  was 
met  by,  and  taken  over  into,  another  current  of  thought, 
perhaps  more  fundamentally  his  own,  and  with  which 
Hegel  in  any  case  had  nothing  to  do.  for  it  ran  utteriy 
counter  to  him.  The  spiritual  ascetic  who  counselled 
lovers  to  save  their  love  by  losing  it,  was  doubled  with 
an  almost  fanatical  individualist,  for  whom  marriage, 
like  everv  other  form  of  social  nexus,  was  full  of  snares 
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ud  pitfalls  to  the  soul,  which  only  cool  and  circumspect 
iotdligenoe  availed  to  avoid.  Into  the  suburban  draw- 
ing-rooms, accordingly,  where  the  manufacture  of  happy 
pairs  was  so  gaily  and  assiduously  carried  on,  Ibsen  pre- 
pared to  fling  his  double  paradox  that  marriage  is  the 
death  of  Love,  and  Love  the  ruin  of  marriage.  An  amaz- 
ing. Protean  thing  this  Ibsenian  Love,  which  needs  the 
agony  of  eternal  separation  to  be  completely  itself,  and 
yet  at  the  touch  of  the  routine  of  married  life  dribbles 
away;  which  triumphs  over  death  and  absence  by  the 
power  of  spiritual  vision,  and  yet  boggles  and  blunders 
purblind  in  the  management  of  a  home! 

These  ideas  were  already  simmering  in  Ibsen's  mind 
in  1858,  a  year  after  his  arrival  at  Christiania.  For  the 
present,  however,  nothing  came  of  them;  his  own  happy 
marriage  in  the  same  year  not  improbably  casting  a  little 
unphilosophical  glamour  over  the  state  of  married  lovers.^ 
But  two  years  later  he  wrote  four  scenes  of  a  comedy  in 
prose,  Svankildf  which  presents  nearly  all  the  motives  of 
the  corresponding  part  of  the  complete  play  (the  first  forty 
pages  of  Act  I.)  in  a  compact  and  summary  form.  Once 
more  the  work  was  put  by,  and  two  years  more  passed 
before  he  again  took  it  up.  But  then,  in  1862,  he  threw 
himself  upon  it  with  exuberant  energy,  entirely  rewrote 
the  fragment,  and  carried  it  through  with  unflagging  verve 
to  the  end.  A  French  critic  has  called  it  "a  lyric  satur- 
nalia," ''a  debauch  of  gaiety";  and  if  it  is  sometimes 
only  his  personages  who  are  gay,  not  the  poet,  yet  none  of 

*  His  wife  however  entered  into  his  ideas;  when  the  storm  broke, 
after  the  publication  of  the  play,  she  was,  he  afterwards  wrote,  the 
one  person  who  approved  it. 
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his  plays  gives  us  a  more  vivid  sense  of  having  been  wiH- 
ten  with  sustained  delight. 

The  secret  of  this  swift  and  effortless  execution  of  the 
purpose  he  had  so  long  dallied  with  lay  in  great  part  in 
his  having  found  a  thoroughly  congenial  form.  In  prose 
Ibsen  was  still  laborious  and  uncertain;  the  masterly  free- 
dom he  later  achieved  in  it,  but  hardly  before  the  PiUart 
of  SncMy.  was  won  slowly  and  at  great  cost.  But  in 
verse  he  was  bom  free;  it  was  the  native  language  of  his 
mind:  in  which  he  could  "prance  and  curvet  at  will."  aa 
he  once  said  to  the  present  writer,  like  a  rider  on  a  horae 
that  knows  him.  In  verse  all  the  ejcuberance  of  wit  and 
poelry  which  his  earlier  prose  thwarted,  and  his  later 
sternly  refused,  had  iinstinted  play.  It  was  by  their  ac- 
romphslied  vorso-craft,  as  has  been  said,  that  the  Danish 
poets  retained  his  admiration,  even  when,  in  Peer  GyiU, 
shatterinu  all  the  academic  proprieties 
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sage  of  arms  between  Falk  and  Guldstad, — the  earlier 
part  a  moderate,  the  later  an  extreme  example.  In  the 
Svanhild  it  takes  this  form: 

Guld.  As  for  the  poetry  of  your  song,  let  it  be  as  it 
will:  but  there's  a  bad  moral  running  through  it.  What 
sort  of  economy  is  it  to  let  the  sparrow  eat  the  unripe 
fruit  before  it  comes  to  anything  ?  And  then  to  let  the 
cattle  loose  in  the  flower  garden  ?  A  nice  spectacle  it 
would  be  next  spring! 

Folk.  Next  spring!  If  you  really  enjoy  the  spring, 
my  friend,  you  will  wish  for  no  other  spring  than  the  one 
you  are  in.* 

Compare  this  with  Guldstad's  speech  (p.  314) : 
*  As  for  your  song,  perhaps  it's  most  poetic/'  etc., 
and  with  Falk's  following  tirade: 

"Oh,  next,  next,  next!"  etc. 
to 

"  And  God  knows  if  there's  any  resting  then  ?  " 

A  style  so  insistently  vivacious  as  that  of  the  later  ver- 
sion was  hardly  an  ideal  medium  for  drama.  But  Ibsen, 
with  all  his  joy  in  it,  is  its  master,  not  its  slave;  he  bends 
it  to  his  purpose,  and  it  becomes  in  his  hands  a  singularly 
plastic  medium  of  dramatic  expression.  The  marble  is 
too  richly  veined  for  ideal  sculpture,  but  it  takes  the  print 
of  life.  The  wit,  exuberant  as  it  is,  does  not  coruscate 
indiscriminately  upon  all  lips;  and  it  has  many  shades 
and  varieties — caustic,  ironical,  imaginative,  playful,  pas- 

'  Ibsen,  EfterladU  Sknfter,  I.  452.  3. 
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sionatc — which  take  their  temper  from   the  speaker') 
mood. 

But  the  development  of  the  prose  draft  went  far  be- 
yond style.  Motives  there  just  hinted  are  expanded  into 
scenes,  and  the  too  closely  packed  dramatic  ideas  acquire 
their  due  value.  The  stoning  of  Svaohild's  bird,  instead 
of  being  told  by  her,  is  done  before  our  eyes,  and  Is,  more- 
over, made  dramatically  expressive  as  Falk'a  symbolic 
vengeance  for  her  supposed  betrayal.  The  persons  and 
their  characters  are  substantially  the  same;  but  Stiver, 
the  law  clerk,  replaces  a  journalist,  and  the  personality 
of  Svanhild,  the  heroine,  is  immensely  strengthened  and 
enriched.  The  prosf  Svanhild  is  little  more  than  a  pleas- 
ant Backfisch;  when  offended  with  Falk  she  will  refuse 
to  shake  hands  with  him;  but  she  ia  quite  incapable  of 
the  powerful  and  subtle  home  thrusts  by  which  the  later 
S\'anliild  lays  bare  the  weak  places  of  her  lover.     Still 
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18  she  reckons  up  the  tale  of  daughters  or  of  nieces 
safely  married  off  under  her  auspices;  or,  again,  the 
embarrassments  incident  to  a  prolonged  Bravtstand  fol- 
lowing a  hasty  wooing,  the  deadly  effect  of  familiarity 
opon  a  shallow  affection,  and  the  anxious  efforts  to  save 
the  i^pearance  of  romance  when  its  zest  has  departed — 
even  the  drastic  picture  of  the  Strawmans,  Swiftian  in  its 
aavagery,  whose  youthful  fire  has  been  converted  into 
ishes  and  smoke  by  the  preoccupations  of  a  fruitful 
marriage, — all  this  required  only  a  keen  eye  for  absur- 
dities, and   does  not  touch  the  core  of  Ibsen's   play. 
Camilla  Collett,  in  her  novel  the  Official's  Daughters 
(1855),  had  ridiculed  the  same  absurdities  in  the  name 
of  that  very  marriage  for  love  which  Ibsen  repudiated. 
And  these  Stivers  and  Jays,  these  Linds  and  Annas,  seem 
much  less  calculated  to  stand  as  examples  of  the  fatuity 
of  marrying  for  love,  than  as  types  of  those  who  marry 
without  understanding  what  love  is  at  all.     The  problem 
of  love,  as  Ibsen  the  poet  and  idealist  saw  it,  is  not  in- 
volved in  their  mishaps.     The  gist  of  the  action  lies 
accordingly  in  the  relations  of  the  three  central  figures, 
— Falk,  Svanhild,  and  Guldstad.     All  three,  though  full 
of  dramatic  individuality,   convey  different  aspects  of 
Ibsen's  own  thought.     Falk,  whose  brilliant  mockery  pil- 
lories the  victims  of  conventional  love-making,  himself 
contributes  to  the  comedy  by  the  fatuous  egoism  of  his 
own  first  essay  in  love.     He  is  a  poet,  and  Ibsen,  as  so 
often  elsewhere,  ridicules  in  his  creation  foibles  which  he 
knew  as  passing  impulses,  or  even  as  vanquished  tempta- 
tions, in  himself.    But  as  a  poet  he  also  represents  Ibsen's 
poetic  and  idealist  inspiration  in  all  its  phases, — ^passing 
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through  the  whole  gamut  from  Benedick  to  Romeo,  ind 
finally  to  the  purely  Ibsenian  super-Romeo  who  renounces 
in  order  la  retain.  As  Falk  applies  his  cautery  to  the 
company  at  large,  Svanhild.  with  greater  insight  and  at 
least  equal  sjiirit,  applies  hers  to  him.  But  she  has  noth- 
ing in  common  with  the  self-willed  "  emancipated  "  Re- 
bckka.s  and  Hildes  of  the  future.  She  is  rather  the  an- 
bodiment  of  all  that  Ibsen  in  these  years  understood  by  ■ 
lii^li-soulcd  ^firl's  devotion  in  love.  Her  vision  is  as  much 
finer  aixl  cleHrcr  than  Falk's  as  her  heart  is  richer;  she 
i-onviiices  liini  of  his  weakness,  and  lifts  him  to  the  height 
of  his  strcnfTth.  And  the  renunciation  is  harder  by  far 
for  her.  Mo  is  a  poet,  and  the  "  song  and  sun  "  with  which 
her  liive  luis  filled  him  will  evidently  be  no  contemptible 
quid  pro  ijiiii  for  its  loss.  But  Svanhild's  renunciation. 
rapturous  as  it  is,  is  indeed  her  "last  song."  She  lives 
liiit  she  has  liuried  her  happiness.    "  Not 
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stad,  finally,  represents  exclusively  this  "unromantic" 
side  of  Ibsen.  Like  Antonio  in  Goethe's  Tasso,  he  con- 
fronts, and  finally  checkmates,  the  brilliant  wayward  poet 
with  the  calm  intelligence  and  strong  sense  of  the  ex- 
perienced man  of  the  world.  And  Guldstad  is  drawn 
with  yet  more  marked  sympathy  and  respect  than  An- 
tonio. He  expresses  Ibsen's  doctrine  of  marriage,  as 
Falk  and  Svanhild  his  doctrine  of  love.  When,  therefore, 
their  love,  in  defiance  of  both  doctrines,  is  on  the  point  of 
issuing  in  marriage,  the  formidable  merchant  faces  them 
with  the  double  weight  of  his  experience  and  of  their  own 
pa?t  convictions,  and  becomes  immediately  master  of 
the  game.  But  there  is  no  triumph  in  his  success;  he 
takes  his  prize  with  tender  pity  and  sympathetic  under- 
standing; and  if  prose  in  his  person  prevails,  with  Ibsen's 
full  concurrence,  over  poetry,  it  is  prose  conscious  that  it 
b  but  the  second  best  course,  a  needful  accommodation  to 
the  world  of  facts. 

The  present  version  of  the  play  retains  the  metres  of 
the  original,  and  follows  it  in  general  line  for  line.  For  a 
long  passage,  occupying  substantially  the  first  twenty 
pages,  the  translator  b  indebted  to  the  editor  of  the  present 
work;  and  two  other  passages — Falk's  tirades  on  pp. 
366  and  40S— result  from  a  fusion  of  versions  made  inde- 
pendently by  us  both.  r  TT   TT 
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PERSONS  OF  THE  COMEDY 

Mrs.  Halu,  vndow  of  a  government  affieial. 

Falk,  a  young  author, 
LiNii.  a  diiinilg  ttudeni, 
(liLDSTAD,  a  vholeaaie  merdiant. 
Stiver,  a  iaie-derk. 
MiHs  Jav,  hit  fiande. 
Strawhan,  a  country  eUrgyman. 
Mhh.  Straw3i(an.  his  wife. 


\  her  boarder*. 
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PLAY  IN  THREE  ACTS 

ACT   FIRST 

^lu  Scene  repretenU  a  pretty  garden  irregularly  but 
buiefuUy  laid  out;  in  the  background  are  seen  the 
fjord  and  the  islands.  To  the  left  ie  the  house,  with 
a  verandah  and  an  open  dormer  uindow  above;  to 
tht  right  in  tlte  foreground  an  open  summer-house 
icilh  a  tal)le  and  benches.  Tfie  landscape  lies  in 
bright  afternoon  sunshine.  It  is  early  summer; 
the  fruit-trees  are  in  Jlover. 
^hin  the  Curtain  rises,  Mrs.  Halm.  Anna,  and  Miss 
Jay  are  sitting  on  the  verandah,  tkejir.il  two  engaged 
in  embroidery,  the  last  w^Uk  a  book.  In  the  summer- 
house  are  seen  Fau^.  Lind,  Gui.dstad,  and  Stiver: 
a  punch-bowl  and  glasses  are  on  the  table.  Svan- 
HILD  sits  alone  in  tlu  background  by  t/ie  water, 

Falk. 
[Rises,  lifts  his  gla»»,  and  sings.^ 
Sun-glad  day  in  garden  shady 

Was  but  made  for  thy  delight: 
What  though  promises  of  May-day 
Be  annulled  by  Autumn's  blight  P 
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Apple-blossom  white  and  splendid 
Drapes  thee  in  its  glowing  tenti — 

Let  it,  then,  when  day  ia  ended, 
Strew  the  closes  stonn-besprent. 

Chorus  of  Gentlemen. 
Let  it.  then,  when  day  is  ended,  etc. 

Falk. 

Wherefore  seek  the  harvest's  guerdon 

While  the  tree  is  yet  in  bloom  P 
Wherefore  drudge  beneath  the  burden 

Of  an  unaccomplished  doom  ? 
Wherefore  let  the  scarecrow  clatter 

Day  and  night  upon  the  tree  P 
Brothers  mine,  the  sparrow's  chatter 

Has  a  cheerier  melody. 
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Falk. 

I  will  live  in  song  and  gladness, — 

Then,  when  eveiy  bloom  is  shed, 
Sweep  together,  scarce  in  sadness, 

All  that  glory,  wan  and  dead: 
Fling  the  gates  wide!    Bruise  and  batter. 

Tear  and  trample,  hoof  and  tusk; 
I  have  plucked  the  flower,  what  matter 

Who  devours  the  withered  husk! 

Chorus. 

I  have  plucked  the  flower,  etc. 

[They  clink  and  empty  their  glasses. 

Falk. 

[To  the  ladies.] 

There — ^that's  the  song  you  asked  me  for;  but  pray 
Be  lenient  to  it — I  can't  think  to-day. 

GULDSTAD. 

Ohj^never  mind  the  sense — the  sound's  the  thing. 

Miss  Jay. 

[Looking  round.] 

But  Svanhild,  who  was  eagerest  to  hear — P 
When  Falk  began,  she  suddenly  took  wing 
And  vanished — 

Anna. 
[Pointing  tovmrds  the  hack.] 

No,  for  there  she  sits — I  see  her. 
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Mb8.  Halm. 
[Sighing.] 
That  child  1    Heaven  knows,  sbe's  past  my  coi 
heodiDg! 

MisB  Jay. 
But,  Mr.  Falk,  I  thought  the  lyric's  ending 
Was  not  so  rich  in — well,  in  poetry. 
As  others  of  the  stanzas  seemed  to  be. 

Stiver. 
Why,  yes,  and  I  am  sure  it  could  not  tax 
Your  powers  to  gel  a  little  more  inserted — 

Falk. 
[Clinking  glatses  villi  Atm.] 
You  cram  it  in,  like  putty  into  cracks. 


k— -■ 


i 
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Miss  Jay. 

[  To  the  ladies.] 
^^^\  His  nature  is  romantic. 

Mrs.  Halm. 

Yes,  we  know  it. 

Stiver. 
Not  now:   it's  ages  since  I  turned  a  rhyme. 

Falk. 

Yes,  varnish  and  romance  go  off  with  time. 
But  in  the  old  days —  ? 

Stiver. 

Weil,  you  see,  'twas  when 
I  was  in  love. 

Falk. 

Is  that  time  over,  then  ? 
Have  you  slept  off  the  sweet  intoxication  ? 

Stiver. 

Fm  now  engage  d — I  hold  official  station — 
I  That's  better  than    i  n  1  o  v  e ,    I  apprehend ! 

Falk. 

Quite  so!    You're  in  the  right,  my  good  old  friend. 
The  worst  is  past — ih)us  voiUt  bien  avanc:'— 
Promoted  from  mere  lover  to  fiance. 
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Stiteb. 
[With  a  smile  qfcomplatetU  recollection.] 
It's  strange  to  thiak  of  it — upoD  my  word> 
I  half  flu^>ect  my  memory  of  lying — 

[Tumtlo 
But  seven  years  ago — it  sounds  absurd! — 
I  wasted  office  hours  in  versifying. 

Fauk. 
What!      Office  hours—! 

SnvBR, 
Yea.  such  were  my  transgre 

GULDBTAD. 

[Ringing  on  hit  glass.] 
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Falk. 

The  spring  of  poetry  flowed  no  less  flush  ? 
But  how,  pray,  did  you  teach  it  first  to  gush  ? 

to  Fiil  Stiver. 

By  aid  of  love's  divining-rod,  my  friend! 
Miss  Jay  it  was  that  taught  me  where  to  bore» 
}ly  fiancee — she  became  so  in  the  end — 
For  then  she  was — 

Falk. 
Your  love  and  nothing  more. 

Stiver. 

[Continuing.] 

Twas  a  strange  time;   I  could  not  read  a  bit; 
I  tuned  my  pen  instead  of  pointing  it; 
And  when  along  the  foolscap  sheet  it  raced. 
It  twangled  music  to  the  words  I  traced; — 
At  last  by  letter  I  declared  my  flame 
To  her — to  her — 

Falk. 
Whose  fiance  you  became. 

Stiver. 

In  course  of  post  her  answer  came  to  hand 
The  motion  granted — judgment  in  my  favour! 

Falk. 

And  you  felt  bigger,  as  you  wrote,  and  braver. 
To  find  you'd  brought  your  venture  safe  to  land ! 
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Stiver. 
Of  course 

Falk. 

And  then  you  bade  the  Muse  farewel 

SnvEK. 

I've  felt  no  Ijiic  impulse,  truth  to  tell. 

From  that  day  forth.    My  vein  appeared  to  peler 

Entirely  out;  and  now,  if  I  essay 

To  turn  a  verse  or  two  for  New  Year's  Day, 

I  make  the  veriest  hash  of  rhyme  and  metre. 

And — I've  no  notion  what  the  cause  can  be — 

It  turns  to  law  and  not  to  poetr\'. 
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Falk. 

Oh,  next,  next,  next!     The  thought  I  loathe  and 

fear 
That  these  four  letters  timidly  express — 
It  beggars  millionaires  in  happiness! 
If  I  could  be  the  autocrat  of  speech 
But  for  one  hour,  that  hateful  word  I'd  banish; 
rd  send  it  packing  out  of  mortal  reach. 
As  B  and  G  from  Knudsen's  Grammar  vanish. 

Stiver. 
Why  should  the  word  of  hope  enrage  you  thus? 

Falk. 

Because  it  darkens  God's  fair  earth  for  us. 

"Next  year,"  "next  love,"  "next  life," — my  soul  is 

m  '  It 

vext 
To  see  this  world  in  thraldom  to  "the  next." 
Tis  this  dull  forethought,  bent  on  future  prizes. 
That  millionaires  in  gladness  pauperises. 
Far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  it  blurs  the  age; 
All  rapture  of  the  moment  it  destroys; 
No  one  dares  taste  in  peace  life's  simplest  joys 
Until  he's  struggled  on  another  stage — 
And  there  arriving,  can  he  there  repose? 
No — to  a  new  "next"  off  he  flies  again; 
On,  on,  unresting,  to  the  grave  he  goes; 
And  God  knows  if  there's  any  resting  then. 

Miss  Jay. 
Fie,  Mr.  Falk,  such  sentiments  are  shocking. 
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Anna. 
[Pennttly.] 
Oh.  I  caa  understand  the  feeling  quite; 
I  am  sure  at  bottom  Mr.  Falk  is  right. 

Miss  Jay. 

[Perturbed.] 
My  Stiver  mustn't  listen  to  his  mocking. 
He's  rather  too  eccentric  even  now. — 
Aly  dear,  I  want  you. 

Stivbb. 
[Occupied  in  cleaning  his  pipe.1 

Presently,  my  dear. 
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Would  saunter  arm  ia  arm  the  selfsame  way — 

[Breaking  off. 
But  Lind !  why,  what's  the  matter  with  you,  pray  ? 
You  sit  there  dumb  and  dreaming — I  suspect  you're 
Deep  in  the  mysteries  of  architecture. 

Lind. 

[Collecting  himse^.] 
1  ?    What  should  make  you  think  so  7 

Falk. 

I  observe. 
Your  eyes  are  glued  to  the  verandah  yonder — 
You're  studying,  mayhap,  its  arches'  curve. 
Or  can  it  be  its  pillars'  strength  you  ponder. 
The  door  perhaps,  with  hammered  iron  hinges? 
The  window  blinds,  and  their  artistic  fringes  ? 
From  something  there  your  glances  never  wander. 

Lind. 

No,  you  are  wrong — I'm  just  absorbed  in  being — 
Drunk  with  the  hour — naught  craving,  naught  fore- 
seeing. 
I  feel  as  though  I  stood,  my  life  complete. 
With  all  earth's  riches  scattered  at  my  feet. 
Thanks  for  your  song  of  happiness  and  spring — 
From  out  my  inmost  heart  it  seemed  to  spring. 

[Liftt  kit  glass  and  exchanges  a  glance,  unob' 
served,  tvilh  Anna. 
Here's  to  the  blossom  in  its  fragrant  pride! 
What  reck  we  of  the  fruit  of  autumn-tide  ? 

[Empties  his  glast. 
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Falk. 
jooks  at  kim,  wUh  mirprUe  and  emotion,  but  aantmet  a 
light  tone.] 
Behold,  fair  ladies!  though  you  scorn  me  quite. 
Here  I  have  made  an  easy  pro*Me. 
His  hymn-book  yesterday  was  all  he  cared  for — 
To-day  e'en  dithyrambics  he's  prepared  for! 
We  poets  must  be  bom,  cries  every  judge; 
But  prose-folks,  now  and  then,  like  Strasburg  g**3*. 
(^iorge  themselves  so  inhumanly  obese 
On  rhyming  balderdash  and  rhythmic  fudge. 
That,  when  cleaned  out,  their  veiy  souls  are  thick 
With  lyric  lard  and  greasy  rhetoric.  \To  Li.nd. 

Vour  praise,  however,  I  shall  not  forget: 
We'll  sweep  the  lyre  henceforward  in  duet. 

Miss  Jay. 
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Falk. 

Let  blindness  veil  the  sunlight  from  mine  eyes 
ril  chant  the  splendour  of  the  sunlit  skies! 
Just  for  a  season  let  me  beg  or  borrow 
A  great*  a  crushing,  a  stupendous  sorrow. 
And  soon  you'll  hear  my  hymns  of  gladness  rise! 
But  best.  Miss  Jay,  to  nerve  my  wings  for  flight. 
Find  me  a  maid  to  be  my  life,  my  light — 
For  that  incitement  long  to  Heaven  I've  pleaded; 
But  hitherto,  worse  luck,  it  hasn't  heeded. 


Miss  Jay. 


What  levitv! 


Mrs.  Halm. 
Yes,  most  irreverent! 

Falk. 

Pray  don't  imagine  it  was  my  intent 

To  live  with  her  on  bread  and  cheese  and  kisses. 

No!  just  upon  the  threshold  of  our  blisses. 

Kind  Heaven  must  snatch  away  the  gift  it  lent. 

I  need  a  little  spiritual  gymnastic; 

The  dose  in  that  form  surely  would  be  drastic. 

SVANHILD 

[Has  during  the  talk  approaclied;  site  stands  close  to 
the  table,  and  says  in  a  determined  but  whimsical 
tone: 

ril  pray  that  such  may  be  your  destiny. 
But,  when  it  finds  you — bear  it  like  a  man. 
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Falk. 

ITuming  round  in  gurprise.'] 
Miss  Svanhild !— w^-il.  I'll  do  ih<-  best  I  can. 
But  think  you  I  may  trust  implicitly 
To  finding  your  [jct)lioii.<>  (■ffioacintis  ? 
H<.'Bvrn.  as  you  know,  to  faith  alone  is  grarious — 
.Vud  though  you\'«  doubtless  wilt  enough  for  tvro 
To  make  mc  bid  my  peace  of  mind  adieu. 
Have  you  the  faith  to  carry  matten  through  ? 
That  is  the  question. 

SVANHILD. 

[Haif  in  jest.] 

Wait  till  sorrow  comes. 
And  all  your  being's  springtide  chills  and  numbs, 
Wait  till  it  gnaws  and  rends  you,  soon  and  late. 
Then  tell  me  if  my  faith  is  adequate. 

[She  goes  across  lo  the  ladies. 


Mrs.  Halm.  \ 

[Aside  lo  Iter.]  . 

Can  you  two  never  l>e  at  peace  ?   you've  made 

Poor  Mr.  Falk  quite  angrj-  I'm  afraid.  j 

[Continues  repronngly   in  a  low   voice.      Miaa  | 

Jat   joins    in    the    com-ersation.      Svanhild  a 


remait 

a  cold  and  silent. 

Falk. 

rr  «  pause  of  reflection  goes 
then  to  him 
With  fullest  confidence  he 
Shall  I  believe,  as  she  doe 
That  Heaven  intends— 

jver  to  the  m 

glances  Hgh 
a  so  securely 

tened 

1 

i 
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GULDSTAD. 

No,  hang  it!  don't  be  frightened! 
The  powers  above  would  be  demented  surely 
To  give  effect  to  orders  such  as  these. 
No,  my  good  sir — the  cure  for  your  disease 
Is  exercise  for  muscle,  nerve  and  sinew. 
Don't  lie  there  wasting  all  the  grit  that's  in  you 
In  idle  dreams;   cut  wood,  if  that  were  all; 
And  then  I'll  say  the  devil's  in't  indeed 
If  one  brief  fortnight  does  not  find  you  freed 
From  all  your  whimsies  high-fantastical 

Falk. 

Fetter'd  by  choice,  like  Bumell's  ass,  I  ponder — 
The  flesh  on  this  side,  and  the  spirit  yonder. 
Which  were  it  wiser  I  should  go  for  first  ? 

GULDBTAD. 

[Filling  the  glasses.] 
First  have  some  punch — that  quenches  ire  and  thirst. 

Mrs.  Halm. 

[Looking  at  her  watch.] 

Ha!   Eight  o'clock!   my  watch  is  either  fast,  or 
It's  just  the  time  we  may  expect  the  Pastor. 

[Rises^  and.  puis  things  in  order  on  the  verandah, 

Falk. 
What!  have  we  parsons  coming? 

Miss  Jay. 

Don't  you  know  ? 
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Mb8.  Halh. 
I  told  you,  just  a  littte  while  ago — 

Anna. 
No,  mother — Mr,  Falk  had  not  yet  come. 


Why  no,  that's  true;   but  pray  don't  look  so  glun 
Trust  me,  you'll  be  enchanted  with  his  visit. 

Fauc. 

A  clerical  enchanter;   pray  who  is  it  ? 

Mrs.  Halm. 

Why,  Pastor  Strawman,  not  unknown  to  fame. 
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Mrs.  Halm. 

And  all  their  blessings — 

Falk. 

To  give  them  three  or  four  days'  treat,  poor  dears — 
Soon  he'll  be  buried  over  head  and  ears 
In  Swedish  muddles  and  official  messings — 
I  seel 

Mrs.  Halm. 

[To  Falk.] 
Now  there's  a  man  for  you,  in  truth! 

GULDSTAD. 

They  say  he  was  a  rogue,  though,  in  his  youth. 

Miss  Jay. 

[Offended,] 

There,  Mr.  Guldstad,  I  must  break  a  lance! 
I've  heard  as  long  as  I  can  recollect. 
Most  worthy  people  speak  with  great  respect 
Of  Pastor  Strawman  and  his  life's  romance. 

Guldstad. 

[Laughing.] 
Romance  ? 

Miss  Jay. 

Romance!    I  call  a  match  romantic 
At  which  mere  worldly  wisdom  looks  askance. 

Falk 
You  make  my  curiosity  gigantic. 
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Miss  Jat. 

[Coniinuing.] 
But  certain  people  always  grow  splenetic — 
Why,  goodness  knows^at  everything  pathetic, 
And  scoff  it  down.    We  all  know  how,  of  late. 
An  unfledged,  upstart  undergraduate 
Presumed  with  brasen  insolence,  to  declare 
That  "William  Russell  "'was  a  poor  affair! 

Fale. 

But  what  has  this  to  do  with  Strawnutn,  pray? 
Is  he  a  poem,  or  a  Christian  play  ? 

Miss  Jay. 

[With  tears  of  emotion.] 
No,  Falk, — a  man,  with  heart  as  targe  as  day. 
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It's  BomethiDg  quite  delightful  I've  do  doubt — 
But  just  a  little  inkliog  in  advance — 


I  will  abstract,  in  rapid  resume, 
Tlie  leading  points. 


No,  I  am  more  aufait, 
I  Imow  the  ins  and  outs — 

Mrs.  Halu. 

I  know  them  too! 

Mias  Jat. 
Oh  Mrs.  Halm!  now  let  me  tell  it,  do! 
Well,  Mr.  Palk,  you  see — he  passed  at  college 
For  quite  a  miracle  of  wit  and  knowledge. 
Had  admirable  taste  in  books  and  dress — 

Mrs.  Halu. 

And  acted — privately — with  great  success. 

Misa  Jay. 
Yes,  wait  a  bit — he  painted,  played  and  wrote- 

Mfis.  Halu. 

.\nd  don't  forget  his  gift  of  anecdote 

Miss  Jay 
Do  give  me  time;   I  know  the  whole  affair: 
He  made  some  verses,  set  them  to  an  air. 
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Also  his  own, — and  found  a  publisher. 

O  Heavens!  with  what  romantic  melancholy 

He  played  and  sang  his  "Madrigals  to  Molly" 

Mrs.  Halm. 
He  was  a  genius,  that's  the  simple  fact. 

GULDSTAD. 

[7*0  kimsey.] 
Hm!    Some  were  of  opinion  he  was  cracked. 

Falk. 

A  gray  old  stager,*  whose  sagacious  head 
Was  never  upon  mouldy  parchments  fed. 
Says  "Love  makes  Petrarchs,  just  as  many  lai 
\m\  little  occupation,  Abrahams." 
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MiBs  Jat. 
That  is  the  trivial  side  of  the  affair. 

Falk. 

A  firm? 

Miss  Jay. 

[Coniinuing.] 

Of  vast  resources,  I'm  infonned. 
You  can  imagine  how  the  suitors  swarm 'd; 
Gentlemen  of  the  highest  reputation. — 

Mrs.  Halm. 

Even  a  baronet  made  application. 

Miss  Jay. 

But  Mollv  was  not  to  be  made  their  catch. 
She  had  met  Strawman  upon  private  stages; 
To  see  him  was  to  love  him — 

Falk.     • 

And  despatch 
The  wooing  gentrj'  home  without  their  wages  ? 

Mrs.  Halm. 
Was  it  not  just  a  too  romantic  match? 

Miss  Jay. 

And  then  there  was  a  terrible  old  father, 
Whose  sport  was  thrusting  happy  souls  apart; 
She  had  a  guardian  also,  as  I  gather. 
To  add  fresh  torment  to  her  tortured  heart. 
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But  each  of  tfaem  was  loyal  to  his  tow; 

A  straw-tbatched  cottage  and  a  snow-white  ewe 

They  dream'd  of,  just  enough  to  nourish  two — 

Mbb.  Halm. 
Or  at  the  rery  uttermost  a  cow, — 

M188  Jat. 

In  short,  I've  heard  it  from  the  lips  of  both, — 
A  beck,  ft  byre,  two  bosoms,  and  one  troth. 

Falk. 
Ah  yes !     And  then —  ? 

Miss  Jat. 

She  broke  with  kin  and  cU 
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M188  Jat. 

Shame! 

Mrs.  Halm. 

Fy,  fy!  my  late  beloved  husband's  name 
Was  on  the  list  of  sponsors — ! 

SnvEB. 

[To  Miss  Jat.] 

You're  to  blame 
For  leaving  that  important  item  out. 
In  a  report  'tis  of  the  utmost  weight 
That  the  chronology  be  accurate. 
But  what  I  never  yet  could  comprehend 
Is  how  on  earth  they  managed — 

Falk. 

The  one  room 
Not  housing  sheep  and  cattle,  I  presume. 

Miss  Jay. 
[To  Stiver.] 

0,  but  you  must  consider  this,  my  friend; 
There  is  no  Want  where  Love's  the  guiding  star; 
All's  right  without  if  tender  Troth's  within. 

[To  Falk. 
He  loved  her  to  the  notes  of  the  guitar. 
And  she  gave  lessons  on  the  violin — 

Mrs.  Halm. 
Then  all,  of  course,  on  credit  they  bespok 

GULDSTAD. 

Till,  in  a  year,  the  timber  merchant  broke 
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Mrs.  Halm. 
Then  Strawman  had  a  call  to  north. 

Miss  Jay. 

And  th 
Vowed,  in  a  letter  that  I  saw  (as  few  did). 
He  lived  but  for  his  duty,  and  for  her. 

Falk. 

[As  if  completing  her  riatement^ 

And  with  those  words  his  Life's  Romance  cone 

Mrs.  Halh. 
\Riging.\ 
How  if  we  should  go  out  upon  the  lawn. 
And  see  if  there's  no  prospect  of  them  yet? 
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Falk. 
Ah,  ditto. 

LiND. 

Falk,  your  hand!    The  tide 
Of  joy's  so  vehement,  it  will  perforce 
Break  out — 

Falk. 

Hullo  there;  you  must  first  be  tried; 
Sentence  and  hanging  follow  in  due  course. 
Now,  what  on  earth's  the  matter?    To  conceal 
From  me,  your  friend,  this  treasure  of  your  finding; 
For  you'll  confess  the  inference  is  binding: 
You've  come  into  a  prize  off  Fortune's  wheel! 

LiND. 

Fve  snared  and  taken  Fortqne's  blessed  bird! 

Falk. 
How.^    Living, — and  undamaged  by  the  steel? 

LiND. 

Patience;    I'll  tell  the  matter  in  one  word. 
I  am  engaged!     Conceive — ! 

Falk. 

[Quickly.] 

Engaged! 

LiND. 

It's  true. 
To-day, — with  unimagined  courage  swelling, 
I  said, — ahem,  it  will  not  bear  re-telling; — 
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But  only  think, — the  sweet  young  maiden  gn 
Quite  rosy-red, — but  not  at  all  enraged! 
You  see,  Falk,  what  I  ventured  for  a  bride! 
She  listened, — and  I  rather  think  she  cried; 
That,  sure,  means  "Yes"? 


Falk. 


If  precedents  d< 


LiND. 

And  so  we  really  are — engaged  ? 

Falk. 
I  should  conclude  so;   but  the  only  way 
To  be  quite  certain,  b  to  ask  Miss  Jay. 
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Falk. 

Engaged!    Aha,  so  that  was  why  you  flung 
The  Holy  Law  and  Prophets  on  the  shelf! 

LiND. 

[Laughing,] 
And  you  believed  it  was  the  song  you  sung — ! 

Falk. 
A  poet  believes  all  things  of  himself. 

LiND. 

[Seriously.] 

Don't  think,  however,  Falk,  that  I  dismiss 
The  theologian  from  my  hour  of  bliss. 
Only,  I  find  the  Book  will  not  suffice 
As  Jacob's  ladder  unto  Paradise. 
I  must  into  God's  world,  and  seek  Him  there. 
A  boundless  kindness  in  my  heart  upsprings, 
I  love  the  straw,  I  love  the  creeping  things; 
They  also  in  my  joy  shall  have  a  share. 

Falk. 
Yes,  only  tell  me  this,  though — 

LiND. 

I  have  told  it, — 
My  precious  secret,  and  our  three  hearts  hold  it! 

Falk. 
But  have  you  thought  about  the  future  ? 
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LiND. 

Thouphl 
I  ? — thought  about  the  future  ?     No.  from  this 
Time  forth  I  live  but  in  the  hour  that  is. 
In  home  shall  all  my  happinen!!  be  sought; 
We  hold  Fate's  reins,  we  drive  her  hither,  thither. 
And  neither  friend  nor  mother  shall  have  right 
Til  say  unto  my  budding  blossom:   Wither! 
For  I  am  earnest  and  her  eyes  are  bright. 
And  so  it  must  unfold  into  the  light! 

Fai.k. 

Yes,  Fortune  Ukes  vou.  vou  will  ser>'e  her  turn! 


My  spirits  like  wild  mii.'"ic  glow  and  b 
I  feel  myself  a  Titan:    though  a  foss 
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LiND. 

Pooh,  the  quartette  may  go  and  climb  in  trio. 
The  lowly  dale  has  mountain  air  for  me; 
Here  I've  the  immeasurable  fjord,  the  flowers. 
Here  I  have  warbling  birds  and  choral  bowers. 
And  lady  Fortune's  self, — for  here  is  she! 

Falk. 

Ah,  lady  Fortune  by  our  Northern  water 
Is  rara  avisy — hold  her  if  you've  caught  her! 

\Wiih  a  glance  towards  the  house. 
Hist — Svanhild — 

LiND. 

Well;  I  go, — disclose  to  none 
The  secret  that  we  share  alone  with  one. 
Twas  good  of  you  to  listen :   now  enfold  it 
Deep  in  your  heart, — warm,  glowing,  as  I  told  it. 

[He  goes  out  in  the  background  to  the  others. 
Falk  looks  after  him  a  moment,  and  paces 
up  and  dotrn  in  tlie  garden,  visibly  striving 
to  nuLster  his  agitation.  Presently  Svanhild 
comes  out  irith  a  shawl  on  her  arm,  and  is 
going  towards  the  back,  Falk  approaches 
and  gazes  at  her  fixedly,    Svanhild  stops. 

Svanhild. 
[After  a  short  pause, 1 
You  gaze  so  at  me  ? 

Falk. 

[Half  to  himself, "] 

Yes,  'tis    there — the  same; 
The  shadow  in  her  eyes'  deep  mirror  sleeping, 
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The  roguish  elf  about  her  lips  s-peeping. 
It  is  there. 

SVANHILD. 

What?    You  frighten  me. 

Falk. 

Your 

Is  Svanhild  ? 

SVANHILD. 

Yea,  you  know  it  very  well. 

Falk. 
But  do  you  know  the  name  is  laughable? 
1  beg  you  to  discard  it  from  to-night! 
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The  ideal  that  heroic  name  expresses  ? 

No,  no,  discard  it  with  your  outworn  dresses. 

SVANHILD. 

You  mean  the  mythical  princess,  no  doubt — 

Falk. 
Who,  guiltless,  died  beneath  the  horse's  feet. 

SVANHILD. 

But  now  such  acts  are  clearly  obsolete. 

No,  no,  I'll  mount  his  saddle!    There's  my  place! 

How  often  have  I  dreamt,  in  pensive  ease, 

He  bore  me,  buoyant,  through  the  world  apace» 

His  mane  a  flag  of  freedom  in  the  breeze! 

Falk. 

Yes,  the  old  tale.    In  "pensive  ease"  no  mortal 
Is  stopped  by  thwarting  bar  or  cullis'd  portal; 
Fearless  we  cleave  the  ether  without  bound; 
In  practice,  tho',  we  shrewdly  hug  the  ground; 
For  all  love  life  and,  having  choice,  will  choose  it; 
And  no  man  dares  to  leap  where  he  may  lose  it. 

SVANHILD. 

Yes!   show  me  but  the  end,  I'll  spurn  the  shore; 
But  let  the  end  be  worth  the  leaping  for! 
A  Ballarat  beyond  the  desert  sands — 
Else  each  will  stay  exactly  where  he  stands. 

Falk. 
[Sarcastically.] 
I  grasp  the  case; — the  due  conditions  fail. 
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SVANHILD. 

[Eagerly.] 
Exactly:   what's  the  use  of  spreading  sail 
When  there  is  not  a  breath  of  wind  astir? 

Falk. 

[Ironically.] 
Yes.  what's  the  use  of  piring  whip  and  ^ur 
When  there  is  not  a  penny  of  reward 
For  him  who  tears  him  from  the  festal  board. 
And  mounts,  and  dashes  headlong  to  perdition: 
Such  doing  for  the  deed's  sake  asks  a  knight. 
Ami  knighthood's  now  an  idle  superstition. 
Tliat  was  your  meaning,  possibly  ? 

SVANttlLD. 

Quite  rigb 
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Falk. 

I  knew  you'd  find  your  footing  in  the  ways 
Of  old  Romance. 

SVANHILD. 

Yes,  modern  virtue  is 
Of  quite  another  stamp.    Who  now  arrays 
Himself  to  battle  for  the  truth  ?    Who'll  stake 
His  life  and  person  fearless  for  truth's  sake  ? 
Where  is  the  hero  ?  • 

Falk. 

[Looking  keenly  at  her.] 

Where  is  the  Valkyria? 

SVANHILD. 

[Shaking  her  head,] 

Valkvrias  find  no  market  in  this  land! 
When  the  faith  lately  was  assailed  in  Syria, 
Did  y  o  u  go  out  with  the  crusader-band  ? 
No,  but  on  paper  you  were  warm  and  willing, — 
And  sent  the  "Clerical  Gazette"  a  shilling. 

[Pause,    Falk  is  about  to  retort,  but  checks  him^ 
selfy  and  goes  into  the  garden, 

SVANHILD. 

[After  notching  him  a  moment^  approa4;hes  him  and  asks' 

gently:] 

Falk,  are  you  angry  ? 

Falk. 

No,  I  only  brood, — 
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SVANHILD. 

[TfttA  thoughi/ul  sympathjf.] 
You  seem  to  be  two  natures,  still  at  feud, — 
Un  reconciled — 

Falk. 
I  know  it  well. 


SVANHILD. 

[Impetuoutly.] 


But  why? 


Falk. 
[Lonng  telf-control.] 
Why,  why  ?    Because  I  hate  to  go  about 
With  soul  bared  boldly  to  the  vulgar  eye, 
A.s  Jock  and  Jennie  hang  their  passions  out; 
To  wear  my  glowing  heart  upon  my  sleeve. 
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Falk. 
[Picking  up  a  stone.] 

Then  must  the  owner  and  the  bird  be  near, 
Or  its  song*s  squandered  on  a  stranger's  ear. 

SVANHILD. 

Yes,  that  is  true;   but  I've  discovered  mine. 
Of  speech  and  song  I  am  denied  the  power. 
But  when  it  warbles  in  its  leafy  bower. 
Poems  flow  in  upon  my  brain  like  wine — 
Ah,  yes, — they  fleet — they  are  not  to  be  won — 

[Falk  throws  the  stone.    Svanhild  screams. 

0  God,  you've  hit  it!    Ah,  what  have  you  done! 

[She  hurries  out  to  the  right  and  then  quickly 
returns. 
Opity!  pity! 

Falk. 

[In  passionate  agitation.] 

No, — but  eye  for  eye, 
Svanhild,  and  tooth  for  tooth.    Now  you'll  attend 
No  further  greetings  from  your  garden-friend, 
No  guerdon  from  the  land  of  melody. 
That  is  my  vengeance:  as  you  slew,  I  slay. 

Svanhild. 

1  slew  ? 

Falk. 

You  slew.    Until  this  very  day, 
A  clear- voiced  song-bird  warbled  in  my  soul; 
See, — now  one  passing  bell  for  both  may  toll — 
You've  killed  it! 
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Sv  ^NHILD. 

Have  IP 

Falk. 

Yes,  for  you  have  sla 
My  young,  high-hearted,  joyoua  exulLition — 

[Contemptuouai 
By  your  betrothal! 

SVANHIU). 

How!    But  pray,  expUiD — ! 

Falk. 
O,  it's  in  full  accord  with  expectation; 
Hi-  iiots  his  licence,  enters  orders,  speeds  to 
A  post, — as  missionary  in  the  West — 
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SVANHILD. 

Who  Win  this  overplus  of  bliss?    Ah  no! 

Falk. 

[With  almost  childish  joy.] 

It  is  not  you!    O  God  be  glorified! 
What  love,  what  mercy  does  He  not  bestow! 
I  shall  not  see  you  as  another's  bride; — 
Twas  but  the  fire  of  pain  He  bade  me  bear — 

[Tries  to  seize  her  hand, 
0  hear  me,  Svanhild,  hear  me  then — 

SVANHILD. 

[Pointing  quickly  to  the  background,] 

See  there! 

[She  goes  towards  the  house.  At  the  same 
moment  Mrs.  Halm,  Anna,  Miss  Jay, 
GuLDSTAD,  Stiver,  and  Lind  emerge  from 
the  background.  During  the  previous  scene 
the  sun  has  set;   it  is  now  dark. 

Mrs.  Halm. 

[To  Svanhild.] 

The  Strawmans  may  be  momently  expected 
Where  have  you  been  ? 

Miss  Jay. 
[After  glancing  at  Falk.] 

Your  colour's  very  high. 

Svanhild. 
A  little  face-ache;   it  will  soon  pass  by. 
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Stiver. 
[Seeing  Miss  Jat  approach,] 

You  little  know  what  wealth  a  man  obtains 
From  woman's  eloquence  and  woman's  brains. 

MiBs  Jay. 
[Aside  to  Stiver.] 
W31  Guldstad  give  us  credit,  think  you  ? 

Stiver. 

[Peevishly,] 

I 
Am  not  quite  certain  of  it  yet:   I'll  try. 

[They   withdraw   in   conversation;     Lind    and 
Anna  approach, 

Lind. 

[Aside  to  Falk.] 

I  can't  endure  it  longer;    in  post-haste 
I  must  present  her — 

Falk. 

You  had  best  refrain. 
And  not  initiate  the  eye  profane 
Into  your  mysteries — 

Lind. 

That  would  be  a  jest! — 
From  you,  my  fellow-boarder,  and  my  mate, 
To  keep  concealed  my  new-found  happy  state! 
Nay,  now,  my  head  with  Fortune's  oil  anointed — 
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Falk. 

You  think  Uie  occasion  good  to  gel  it  curled? 
Well,  my  good  friend,  you  won't  \iv  tHsa]>pouit«l; 
Go  and  announce  your  union  to  the  world ! 

LiNU. 

Other  reflections  also  weigh  with  me, 

And  one  of  more  especial  gravity; 

Say  fbal  there  lurked  among  our  motley  hand 

Some  sn»*aking.  sly,  pretender  to  her  hand; 

Say,  his  attentions  became  undisguised,-^ 

We  should  be  disagreeably  eompromised. 

Falk. 
Yes,  it  is  true;   il  Imd  escaped  my  mind. 
You  for  a  higher  office  were  designed. 
liOve  as  his  young  licentiate  has  retained  you; 
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The  fellow,  as  we  know,  comes  daily  down. 
Is  rich,  unmarried,  takes  you  round  the  town; 
In  short,  my  own,  regard  it  as  we  will, 
There  are  a  thousand  things  that  bode  us  ill. 

Anna. 
[Sighing,] 
Oh,  it's  too  bad;   to-day  was  so  delicious. 

Falk. 
[Sympathetically  to  Lind.] 

Don't  wreck  your  joy,  unfoundedly  suspicious. 
Don't  hoist  your  flag  till  time  the  truth  disclose — 

Anna. 

Great  God!    Miss  Jay  is  looking;    hush,  be  still! 
[She  and  Lind  withdraw  in  different  directions. 

Falk. 
[Looking  after  Lind.] 
So  to  the  ruin  of  his  youth  he  goes. 

Guldstad. 

^  ho  has  meantime  been  conversing  on  the  steps  with 
Mrs.  Halm  and  Miss  Jay,  approaches  Falk  and 
slaps  him  on  the  shoulder. 

Well,  brooding  on  a  poem  ? 

Falk. 

No,  a  play. 

Guldstad. 
The  deuce; — I  never  heard  it  was  vour  line. 
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Fa  Lit, 
O  no.  the  aathor  is  b  friend  of  mine,  "■ 

And  your  acquainUnee  alra,  I  duresay. 
The  knuve's  a  dashing  wnlcr,  never  doubt. 
Only  imagine,  in  a  stinj^k-  day 
He's  worked  a  perfect  little  Idyll  out. 

GULUBTAD. 

With  happy  ending,  doubtlesa! 

Falk. 

You're  sware. 
No  t'urtain  falls  but  on  a  plighted  pair. 
Thus  with  the  Trilogj-'a  First  Part  we've  reckoned; 
But  now  the  poet's  labou r- throes  begin; 
The  Comedy  of  Trotli-jjlijjlit,  Pari  the  Setvnd, 
Thro'  five  insipid  Acts  he  has  to  spin, 
And  of  that  staple,  finally,  compose 
Part  Third, — or  Wedlock's  Tragedy,  in  prose. 

GULDSTAD. 

[Smiliag.] 
The  poet's  vein  is  catching,  it  would  seem. 

Falk. 
Really  ?     How  so,  pray  P 

GuLDSTAD. 

Since  I  also  pore 
And  ponder  over  a  poetic  scheme, — 

[Mysteriously. 
An  actuality — and  not  a  dream. 
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Falk. 
And  pray,  who  is  the  hero  of  your  theme  ? 

GULDSTAD. 

Ill  tell  you  that  to-morrow — not  before. 

Falk. 
It  18  yourself! 

GuLDSTAD. 

You  think  me  equal  to  it  ? 

Falk. 

I'm  sure  no  other  mortal  man  could  do  it. 

But  then  the  heroine  ?    No  city  maid, 

ni  swear,  but  of  the  country,  breathing  balm  ? 

GuLDSTAD. 

[Lifting  his  finger.] 

Ah, — that's  the  point,  and  must  not  be  betrayed! — 

[Changing  his  tone. 
Pray  tell  me  your  opinion  of  Miss  Halm. 

Falk. 

0  you're  best  able  to  pronounce  upon  her; 
My  voice  can  neither  credit  nor  dishonour, — 

[Smiling. 
But  just  take  care  no  mischief-maker  blot 
This  fine  poetic  scheme  of  which  you  talk. 
Suppose  I  were  so  shameless  as  to  balk 
The  meditated  climax  of  the  plot? 
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GULDSTAD. 

[Oood-naturedly .] 
Well,  I  would  cty  "Amen,"  and  change  my  pi 

Falk. 

What! 

GtTLDBTAD. 

Why,  you  see,  you  are  a  letter'd  man; 
How  monstrous  were  it  if  your  skill'd  design 
Were  ruined  by  a  bungler's  hand  like  mine! 

[RettTet  to  the  backgrc 

Falk. 

[In  pasting,  to  Lind.] 
Yes,  you  were  right;  the  merchant's  really  schei 
The  ruin  of  your  new-won  happiness. 
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GULDSTAD. 

[Facetiously.] 

What,  all  not  running  smooth 
In  true  love's  course  ? 

Stiver. 

Not  that  exactly — 

Falk. 

[Coming  up,] 

Then 
With  your  engagement  ? 

Stiver. 

That's  about  the  truth. 

Falk. 

Hurrah!    Your  spendthrift  pocket  has  a  groat 
Or  two  still  left,  it  seems,  of  poetry. 

Stiver. 
[Stiffly.] 

I  cannot  see  what  poetry  has  got 

To  do  wMth  my  engagement,  or  with  me. 

Falk. 

You  are  not  meant  to  see;  when  lovers  prove 
What  love  is,  all  is  over  with  their  love. 

GuLDSTAD. 

[To  Stiver.] 

But  if  there's  matter  for  adjustment,  pray 
Let's  hear  it. 
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I've  beea  pondering  all  day 
Whether  the  thing  is  proper  to  disclose. 
But  still  the  Ayes  arc  balanced  by  the  Noes. 

Falk. 
I'll  right  you  in  one  sentcntv.    Ever  since 
As  plighted  lover  you  were  6rat  installed. 
You've  felt  yourself,  if  I  may  say  so,  galled — 

Stiver. 

And  sometimes  to  the  quick. 

Falk. 

You've  had  to  wince 
Beneath  a  crushing  load  of  obligations 
That  you'd  send  packing,  if  good  form  permitted. 
That's  what's  the  matter. 
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Falk. 

Yes,  Resolution's  knife,  to  sever 
Each  captive  bond,  and  set  you  free  for  ever. 
To  soar — 

Stiver. 
[Angrily.] 

Nay,  now  you're  insolent  beyond 
Endurance!    Me  to  charge  with  violation 
Of  law, — me,  me  with  plotting  to  abscond! 
It's  libellous,  malicious  defamation. 
Insult  and  calumny — 

Falk. 

Are  you  insane? 
What  is  all  this  about?    Explain!    Explain! 

GULDSTAD. 

[Laughingly  to  Stiver.] 

Yes,  clear  your  mind  of  all  this  balderdash! 
What  do  vou'  want  ? 

Stiver. 
[Pulling  himself  together,] 

A  trifling  loan  in  cash. 

Falk. 
A  loan! 

Stiver. 
[Hurriedly  to  Guldstad.] 

That  is,  I  mean  to  say,  you  know, 
A  voucher  for  a  ten  pound  note,  or  so. 
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Miss  Jay. 

[7*0  LiND  and  Anna.] 
I  wish  you  joy!     How  lovely,  how  delicious! 

GULDSTAD. 

[Going  up  to  the  ladies  \ 
Pray  what  has  happened  ? 

[To  Mm.cn 

This  was  unpropitjoui 

Falk. 
[Throwt  ki»  arms  about  Stivee's  neck.] 

Hurrah!  the  trumpet's  dulcet  uotes  proclnim 
A  brother  born  to  you  iu  iVmor's  name! 

[Drayx  him  to  the  alhrr 
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Miss  Jay. 
[To  Anna.] 

Well,  there  will  come  a  flood  of  gratulation! 

[Caresses  her  with  emotion. 

LiND. 

[Seizing  Falk's  hand,] 
My  friend,  I  walk  in  rapt  intoxication  I 

Falk. 

Hold !    As  a  plighted  man  you  are  a  member 
Of  Rapture's  Temperance-association. 
Observe  its  rules; — no  orgies  here,  remember! 

[Turning  to  Guldstad  sympathetically. 

Well,  my  good  sir! 

Guldstad. 
[Beaming  with  pleasure.] 

I  think  this  promises 
All  happiness  for  both. 

Falk. 
[Staring  at  him,] 

You  seem  to  stand 
The  shock  with  exemplary  self-command. 
That's  well. 

Guldstad. 
What  do  you  mean,  sir  ? 
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That  inasmuch  as  you  appeared  to  feed 
Fond  expectatioiu  of  your  ovn— 


U 
Only 


At  any  rate,  you  were  upon  the  scent. 

You  named  Miss  Halm;   you  stood  upon  this 

And  asked  me — 

GULDBTAD. 

[Smiling.] 
There  are  two,  though,  are  there 
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Not  quite;   the  accent  of  sodety 
She  cannot  hit  exactly;  there  she  loses. 

Falk. 
A  grievous  fault. 

GULDBTAD. 

But  if  ber  mother  chooses 
To  spend  a  winter  on  her,  she'll  come  out  of  it 
Queen  of  them  all,  I'll  wager. 

Falk. 

Not  a  doubt  of  it 

GULDSTAD. 

[Laughing.] 
Young  women  are  odd  creatures,  to  be  sure! 

Falk. 

[Oaay.] 
Like  winter  lye-seed,  canopied  secure 
Br  frost  and  snow,  invisibly  they  sprout. 

Guldstad. 
Then  in  the  festive  ball-room  bedded  out — 

Falk. 
With  equivoque  and  scandal  for  manure — 

Gdldstad. 
And  when  the  April  sun  shines — 
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There  the  blade 
The  seed  shot  up  in  miiti&ikin  gree»  luiiit-s! 

[LiND  come*  up  atid  tpizei  Falk's  hat* 


Lui 

;d. 

How  well  I  cJiaM?.— [Mu(t  undcniljiiiding  well;— 
I  (                                      ig  ™„  di,p<.l. 

V 

STAD. 

1 

esa;   tell  us.  if  you  can. 
r  a  plighted  man. 

D. 

rW.] 

That's  a  third  person's  business  to  declare. 

GULDBTAD. 

[Joking.] 
Ill-tempered!    This  to  Anna's  ears  I'll  bear. 

[Goes  to  the  ladU 

LiND. 

[Looking  after  him.] 
Can  8ucb  a  man  be  tolerated  ? 

Falk. 

You 
Mistook  his  aim,  however, — 

Lin 

D. 

And  how  so  p 
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Falk. 
It  was  not  Anna  that  he  had  in  view. 

LiND. 

How,  was  it  Svanhild  ? 

Falk. 

Well,  I  hardly  know. 

[Whimsically. 
Forgive  me,  martyr  to  another's  cause! 

LiND. 

^liat  do  you  mean  ? 

Falk. 

You've  read  the  news  to-night  ? 

LiND. 

No. 

Falk. 

Do  so.    There  'tis  told  in  black  and  white 
Of  one  who,  ill-luck's  bitter  counsel  taking, 
Had  his  sound  teeth  extracted  from  his  jaws 
Because  his  cousin-german's  teeth  were  aching. 

.  Miss  Jay. 

[Looking  out  to  the  left.] 
Here  comes  the  priest ! 

Mrs.  Halm. 

Now  see  a  man  of  might! 
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Stiver. 
Five  childreD,  six,  seven,  eighth 

Palk. 
•'.  And,  heavens,  all  ncei 

M1B8  Jay. 
Ugh!   it  is  almost  to  be  called  indecent. 

\A  carnage  hat  meantime  been  heard  tioppi 
Miisidc  to  the  left.  Strawuan,  his  wife,  a. 
eight  little  girlt,  all  in  travelling  dren,  tn. 
one  by  one. 

Mrs.  Halu. 
[Advancing  to  m«ef  them.] 
Welcome,  a  hearty  welcome! 
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Strawman. 

[Skakiftg  Anna's  hand  with  wnr/iow..] 

Ah  then,  I  must 
Bear  witness; — Lo!  in  wedded  Love's  presented 
A  treasure  such  as  neither  moth  nor  rust 
Corrupt — if  it  be  duly  supplemented. 

Mrs.  Halm. 

But  how  delightful  that  your  little  maids 
Should  follow  you  to  town. 

Strawman. 

Four  tender  blades 
We  have  besides. 

Mrs.  Halm. 
Ah,  really? 

Strawman. 

Three  of  whom 
Are  still  too  infantine  to  take  to  heart 
A  loving  father's  absence,  when  I  come 
To  town  for  sessions. 

Miss  Jay. 
[To  Mrs.  Halm,  bidding  farewell.] 

Now  I  must  depart 

Mrs.  Halm 
O,  it  is  still  so  early ! 

Miss  Jay. 

I  must  fly 
To  town  and  spread  the  news.    The  Storms,  I  know. 
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Go  late  to  rest,  they  will  be  up;  and  oh! 
How  glad  thf  AtintM  will  be!    Now,  dirsr.  put  by 
Your  ^hynem;   for  to-morrow  a  spring-tide 
Of  callers  will  flow  in  from  every  side! 


[  To  the  otkerw,  ^ 
;nds,  what  would  you  sKf 

[Tw  Mrs.  Stsawmam. 
psdam,  lead  the  way. 
MAN,  hi»    wife    and  ekil- 
u>,  LiNU.  and  Aaxx  go 


i 


MlBB    J  AT. 

\Taking  Stiver's  arm.] 
Now  let's  he  tender!    Look  how  softly  floats 
Queen  Luna  on  her  throne  o'er  lawn  and  lea! 
Well,  but  you  are  not  looking! 

Stivbr. 
[Croa.t/j.] 

Yes,  I  see; 
I'm  thinking  of  the  promissory  notes. 

[They  go  out  to  the  left.  Falk,  who  has  been 
continuously  watching  Strawman  and  Aw 
ti-ife,  remains  behind  alone  in  the  garden. 
It  is  now  dark;  the  house  is  lighted  up. 

Falk. 
All  is  as  if  burnt  out;   all  desolate,  dead — ! 
So  thro'  the  world  they  wander,  two  and  two; 
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Charred  wreckage,  like  the  blackened  stems  that 

strew 
The  forest  when  the  withering  fire  is  fled. 
Far  as  the  eye  can  travel,  all  is  drought. 
And  nowhere  peeps  one  spray  of  verdure  out! 

[SvANHiLO  comes  otU  on  to  the  verandah  vnth  a 
JUywering  rose-tree  which  she  sets  down. 

Yes  one — ^yes  one — ! 

SVANHILD. 

Falk,  in  the  dark  ? 

Falk. 

And  fearless! 
Darkness  to  me  is  fair,  and  light  is  cheerless. 
But  are  not    you    afraid  in  yonder  walls 
Where  the  lamp's  light  on  sallow  corpses  falls — 

SVANHILD. 

Shame ! 

Falk. 

^king  after  Strawman,  who  appears  at  the  window. 

He  was  once  so  brilliant  and  so  strong; 
Warred  with  the  world  to  win  his  mistress;   passed 
For  Custom's  doughtiest  iconoclast; 
And  poured  forth  love  in  paeans  of  glad  song — ! 
Look  at  him  now!    In  solemn  robes  and  wraps, 
A  two-legged  drama  on  his  own  collapse! 
And  she,  the  limp-skirt  slattern,  with  the  shoes 
Heel-trodden,  that  squeak  and  clatter  in  her  traces, 
This  is  the  winged  maid  who  was  his  Muse 
And  escort  to  the  kingdom  of  the  graces! 
Of  all  that  fire  this  puff  of  smoke's  the  end! 
Sic  transit  gloria  amoris,  friend. 
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Yea,  it  u  wretched,  wretched  past  compue. 
I  know  of  no  onc'i  lot  that  I  wonhl  ihuc 

Falk. 
[Bagerty.] 
Then  let  ua  two  riae  up  and  bid  defiance 
To  this  same  order  Ait,  not  Nature,  l»«dt 

Stavhild. 
[Shaking  her  head.] 
Then  were  the  cause  for  which  we  made  aUiance 
Ruined,  as  sure  as  this  is  earth  we  tread. 

Falk. 
No,  triumph  waits  upon  two  souls  in  unify. 
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Falk. 
"In  pensive  ease?" 

SVANHILD. 

O  no,  'twas  sternly  meant. 
But  then  the  aunts  came  in  with  well-intended 
Advice,  the  matter  must  be  sifted,  weighed — 

[Coming  nearer 
"In  pensive  ease,"  you  say;  oh  no,  I  made 
A  bold  experiment — in  art. 

Falk. 

Which  ended —  ? 

SVANHILD. 

In  failure.    I  lacked  talent  for  the  brush. 

The  thirst  for  freedom,  tho',  I  could  not  crush; 

Checked  at  the  easel,  it  essayed  the  stage — 

.Falk. 
That  plan  was  shattered  also,  I  engage? 

SVANHILD. 

Upon  the  eldest  aunt's  suggestion,  yes; 
She  much  preferred  a  place  as  governess — 

Falk. 
But  of  all  this  I  never  heard  a  word ! 

SVANHILD. 

[Smiling,] 

No  wonder;   they  took  care  that  none  was  heard. 
They  trembled  at  the  risk  **my  future"  ran 
If  this  were  whispered  to  unmarried  Man. 
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'.fler  gazing  a  momrnl  at  her  in  meditatiiv  tympathy,] 
That  such  must  (w  your  lot  I  long  had  gti<*!«*ecl. 
Whi-n  first  I  met  jou,  I  can  well  recall. 
You  seemed  to  me  (juitc  other  than  th«  rest. 
Beyond  the  comprehension  of  them  all. 
They  sat  at  I  able, —fragrant  tea  a-brewing. 
And  small-talk  humming  with  tlie  tea  In  tune. 
The  young  girls  blushing  and  the  young  men  cowng. 
Like  pigeons  on  a  sultr)'  afternoon. 
Old  maids  and  matrons  volubly  averred 
Morality  and  faith's  supreme  felicity. 
Young  wives  were  loud  in  praise  of  domesticity. 
While  you  stood  lonely  like  a  matcles*  hird. 
And  when  at  last  the  gabbling  clamour  rose 
To  a  tea-orgy,  n  debauch  of  prose. 
You  seemed  a  piece  of  silver,  newly  minted. 
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And  then  you  drank  the  vapid  liquor  up, 
The  mawkbh  brew  beloved  of  young  and  old. 
But  that  name  gripped  me  with  a  sudden  spell; 
The  grim  old  Volsungs  as  they  fought  and  fell, 
With  all  their  faded  seons,  seemed  to  rise 
In  never-ending  line  before  my  eyes. 
byou  I  saw  a  Svanhild,  like  the  old,^ 
But  fashioned  to  the  modem  age's  mould. 
Sick  of  its  hollow  warfare  is  the  world; 
Its  Ijring  banner  it  would  fain  have  furled; 
But  when  the  world  does  evil,  its  offence 
Is  blotted  in  the  blood  of  innocence. 

Svanhild. 
[With  gentle  irony.] 

I  think,  at  any  rate,  the  fumes  of  tea 

Must  answer  for  that  direful  fantasy; 

But  'tis  your  least  achievement,  past  dispute, 

To  hear  the  spirit  speaking,  when  'tis  mute. 

Falk. 
[With  emotion 

Nay,  Svanhild,  do  not  jest:  behind  your  scoff 
Tears  glitter, — O,  I  see  them  plain  enough. 
And  I  see  more:  when  you  to  dust  are  fray'd. 
And  kneaded  to  a  formless  lump  of  clay. 
Each  bungling  dilettante's  scalpel-blade 
On  you  his  dull  devices  shall  display. 
The  world  usurps  the  creature  of  God's  hand 
And  sets  its  image  in  the  place  of  His, 
Transforms,  enlarges  that  part,  lightens  this; 
And  when  upon  the  pedestal  you  stand 

^  See  Notes,  page  483. 
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Complete,  cries  out  in  triumph:  "Now  she  ii 
At  last  what  woman  ought  to  be:   Behold, 
How  plastically  calm,  how  marble-cold ! 
Bathed  in  the  lamplight's  aoft  irradiation. 
How  well  in  keeping  with  the  decoration!" 

[Patnonaiely  teixing  her  Aoib 
But  if  you  are  to  die,  live  first!    Come  forth 
With  me  into  the  glory  of  God's  earth! 
Soon,  soon  the  gilded  cage  will  clwm  its  prize. 
Tlir  I^dy  thrives  there,  but  the  Woman  dies. 
And  [  love  nothing  but  the  Woman  in  you. 
There,  if  they  will,  let  others  woo  and  win  you. 
But  here,  my  spring  of  life  began  to  shoot. 
Here  my  Song-tree  put  forth  its  firstling  fruit; 
Hen- 1  found  wings  and  Sight: — Svanbild,  I  know 
Only  be  mine, — here  I  shall  grow  a  poet! 


SVANHILD. 
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Falk. 

Yes,  free,  for  freedom's  all-in-all 
Is  absolutely  to  fulfil  our  Call. 
And  ymi  by  heaven  were  destined,  I  know  well. 
To  be  my  bulwark  against  beauty's  spell. 
I,  like  my  falcon  namesake,  have  to  swing 
Against  the  wind,  if  I  would  reach  the  sky! 
You  are  Ihe  breeze  I  must  be  breasted  by. 
You,  only  you,  put  vigour  in  my  wing: 
Be  mine,  be  mine,  until  the  world  shall  take  you. 
When  leaves  are  falling,  then  our  paths  shall  part. 
Sing  unto  me  the  treasures  of  your  heart. 
And  for  each  song  another  song  I'll  make  you; 
So  may  you  pass  into  the  lamplit  glow 
Of  age,  as  forests  fade  without  a  throe. 

SVANHILD. 

^ith  suppressed  bitterness.] 

I  cannot  thank  you,  for  your  words  betray 
The  meaning  of  your  kind  solicitude. 
You  eye  me  as  a  boy  a  sallow,  good 
To  cut  and  play  the  flute  on  for  a  day. 

Falk. 

Yes,  better  than  to  linger  in  the  swamp 

Till  autumn  choke  it  with  her  grey  mists  damp! 

[Vehemently. 

You  must!  you  shall!    To  me  you  must  present 
What  God  to  you  so  bountifully  lent. 
I  speak  in  song  what  you  in  dreams  have  meant. 
See  yonder  bird  I  innocently  slew. 
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Hpr  warbling  was  Song's  book  of  books  for  you. 
O,  yield  your  music  as  she  yielded  hers! 
Mv  life  shall  be  that  music  set  to  verae! 


And  when  you  know  me,  when  my  songs  are  flown 
And  my  last  requiem  chanted  from  the  bough. — 
What  then  ? 

Falk. 

[Obntrving  her.] 

What  then  ?    Ah  well,  rempml>cr  tioii 


[Pointing  to  the  garde* 


SVANHILD, 
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Falk. 

[Coldly^  breaking  off,] 

Then  there's  an  end  of  it;  the  world  may  take  you! 

[Syakhild  hds  silently  turned  away.  She  sup- 
ports her  hands  upon  the  verandah  railing, 
and  rests  her  head  upon  them, 

Falk. 

[Walks  several  times  up  and  down,  takes  a  cigar, 
stops  near  her  and  says,  after  a  pause: 

You  think  the  topic  of  my  talk  to-night 
Extremely  ludicrous,  I  should  not  wonder? 

[Pauses  for  an  answer.     Svanhild  is  silent. 

I'm  very  conscious  that  it  was  a  blunder; 
Sister's  and  daughter's  love  alone  possess  you; 
Henceforth  I'll  wear  kid  gloves  when  I  address  you, 
Sure,  so,  of  being  understood  aright. 

[Pauses,  but  as  Svanhild  remains  motionless, 
he  turns  and  goes  towards  the  right. 

Svanhild. 

[Lifting  her  head  after  a  brief  silence,  looking  at  him  and 

drawing  nearer,] 

Now  I  will  recompense  your  kind  intent 
To  save  me,  with  an  earnest  admonition. 
That  falcon-image  gave  me  sudden  vision 
WTiat  your  "emancipation"  really  meant. 
You  said  you  were  the  falcon,  that  must  fight 
Athwart  the  wind  if  it  would  reach  the  sky, 
I  was  the  breeze  you  must  be  breasted  by, 
Else  vain  were  all  your  faculty  of  flight; 
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How  pitifully  mean!    How  paltry!    Nay 

How  ludicrous,  aa  you  yourself  divined! 

That  seed,  however,  fell  not  by  the  way. 

But  bred  another  fanc^  in  my  mind 

Of  a  far  more  illumiuating  kind. 

You,  as  I  saw  it,  were  do  falcon,  but 

A  tuneful  dragon,  out  of  paper  cut. 

Whose  Ego  holds  a  secondary  station. 

Dependent  on  the  string  for  animation; 

Its  breast  was  scrawled  with  promises  to  pay 

In  cash  poetic, — at  some  future  day; 

The  wings  were  stiff  with  barbs  and  shafts  of  w 

That  wildly  beat  the  air,  but  never  hit; 

The  tail  was  a  satiric  rod  in  pickle 

To  castigate  the  town's  infirmities. 

But  all  it  compass'd  was  to  lightly  tickle 

The  casual  doer  of  some  small  amiss. 

So  you  lay  helpless  at  my  feet,  imploi 
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Falk. 
[Hurriedly.] 

What  is  the  date  to-day? 

SVANHILD. 

[More  gently,] 

Why,  now,  that's  right! 
Mind  well  this  day,  and  heed  it,  and  beware; 
Trust  to  your  own  wings  only  for  your  flight. 
Sure,  if  they  do  not  break,  that  they  will  bear. 
The  paper  poem  for  the  desk  is  fit. 
That  which  is  lived  alone  has  life  in  it; 
That  only  has  the  wings  that  scale  the  height; 
Choose  now  between  them,  poet:   be,  or  write! 

[Nearer  to  him. 

Now,  I  have  done  what  you  besought  me;  now 
My  requiem  is  chanted  from  the  bough; 
My  only  one;   now  all  my  songs  are  flown; 
Now  if  you  will,  I'm  ready  for  the  stone! 

[She  goes  into  the  house;  Falk  remains  m4}tion- 
lesSy  looking  afler  her;  far  out  on  the  fjord  is 
seen  a  boat^  from  which  the  following  chorus 
is  faintly  heard: 

Chorus. 

My  wings  I  open,  my  sails  spread  wide. 
And  cleave  like  an  eagle  life's  glassy  tide; 

Gulls  follow  my  furrow's  foaming; 
Overboard  with  the  ballast  of  care  and  cark; 
And  what  if  I  shatter  my  roaming  bark. 

It  is  passing  sweet  to  be  roaming! 
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Fai-k. 
[Rfartin^frovi  a  reiY^ne.] 
What,  music?    Ah,  it  will  be  Lind's  quartette 
Getting  tlieir  jubilation  up. — Well  met! 

[To  Gui.DSTAO,  »7w  enters  with  an  nrrrcnal  a 

Ah,  slipping  off,  sir? 

GULUSTAD. 

Ves,  with  your  goodwill. 
Bill  lot  me  first  put  >m  my  ovcrroul. 
We  prose-folks  are  susceptible  to  chill; 
The  night  wind  takes  us  by  the  tuneless  throat. 
Good  evening! 

Falk. 
Sir,  a  word  ere  you  proceed! 
Slinw  me  n  fnalt.  «  mictihr  one.  vmi  Icnow — ' 
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GULDSTAD. 

Fie, 
No  cursing;   curses  never  scared  a  fly. 

Falk. 

Words,  words,  no  more,  but  action,  only  action! 
I  will  reverse  the  plan  of  the  Creation; — 
Six  days  were  lavish 'd  in  that  occupation; 
My  world's  still  lying  void  and  desolate. 
Hurrah,  to-morrow,  Sunday — I'll  create! 

GuLDSTAD. 

[Latighing.] 

Yes,  strip,  and  tackle  it  like  a  man,  that's  right! 
But  first  go  in  and  sleep  on  it.    Good-night! 

[Goes  ovi  to  the  left.  Svanhild  appears  in  the 
room  over  the  verandah;  she  shuts  the  window 
and  draws  down  the  blind. 

Falk. 
No,  first  I'll  act.    I've  slept  too  long  and  late. 

[Looks  up  at  Svanhild 's  window,  and  exclaims^ 
a^  if  seized  with  a  sudden  resolution: 

Good-night!     Good-night!     Sweet  dreams  to-night 

be  thine; 
To-morrow,  Svanhild,  thou  art  plighted  mine! 

[Goes  out  quickly  to  the  right;  from  the  water 
the  Chorus  is  heard  a^ain. 

Chorus. 

Maybe  I  shall  shatter  my  roaming  bark, 
But  it's  passing  sweet  to  be  roaming! 

[The  boat  slowly  glides  away  as  the  curtain  falls. 


ACT  SECOND 
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Hundaif  nflemoon.  ti'eli-dresaed  ladies  and  gentlemen  art 
drinking  coffee  on  the  tvrandak.  Seivral  tif  the 
guestt  appear  through  the  open  gla»e  door  in  the  gar- 
den-room;  Ike  following  song  is  heard  from  wUkin. 

Chohcb. 
Wdcome,  welcome,  new  plighted  pair 
To  the  merry  ranks  of  the  phglited! 
Now  you  may  revel  as  free  as  oir, 
Caress  without  stiiil  and  kiss  without  care, — 
No  longer  of  footfall  affrighted. 

Now  you  are  licensed,  wherever  you  go. 
To  the  rapture  of  cooing  and  billing; 
Now  you  have  leisure  love's  seed  to  sow. 
Water,  and  tend  it.  and  make  it  grow; — 
Let  us  see  you've  a  talent  for  tilling! 

Miss  Jay. 

[Within.] 
Ah  Lind,  if  I  only  had  chanced  to  hear, 
I  would  have  teased  you! 

A  Lady. 

How  vexatious  though! 
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Another  Lady. 
[In  the  doorway,] 
De&r  Anna,  did  he  ask  in  writing  ? 


An  Aunt. 


Miss  Jay. 


No! 


Mine  did. 


A  Lady. 

[On  the  verandah.] 

How  long  has  it  been  secret,  dear? 

[Runs  into  the  room. 

Miss  Jay. 
To-morrow  there  will  be  the  ring  to  choose. 

Ladies. 
[Eagerly.] 
Well  take  his  measure! 

Miss  Jay. 

Nay;  that  she  must  do. 

Mrs.  Strawman. 
^^  the  verandah^  to  a  lady  who  is  busy  with  embroidery.] 
What  kind  of  knitting-needles  do  you  use  ? 

A  Servant. 
[In  the  door  with  a  coffee-pot.] 
More  coffee,  madam  ? 
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A  Lady. 

Tbanka,  a  drop  or  two. 

Miss  Jay. 

[7*0  Anna.] 
How  fortunate  you've  got  your  new  m&nteau 
Next  week  to  go  your  round  of  visits  in! 

An  Elderly  Ladt. 
[At  the  window^ 
When  shall  we  go  and  order  tlie  trousseau? 

Mrs.  Strawman. 
How  are  they  selling  cotton -bombasine  ? 

A  Gentleman. 
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Miss  Jat. 

Yes,  I  saw  it  clearly. 

Stiver. 

[In  ike  door,  with  a  coffee-cup  in  one  hand  and  a  biscuit 

in  the  other,] 

The  witnesses  must  not  mislead  the  court; 
I  here  make  affidavit,  they're  in  error. 

Miss  Jat. 

[Within.] 

Come  forward,  Anna;   stand  before  this  mirror! 

Some  Ladies. 

[Calling.] 
You,  too,  Lind ! 

Miss  Jay. 

Back  to  back!    A  little  nearer! 

Ladies. 

Come,  let  us  see  by  how  much  she  is  short. 

[All  run  into  the  garden-room;  laughter  and 
shrill  talk  are  heard  for  awhile  from  vrithin. 

[Falk,  who  during  the  preceding  scene  has  been 
walking  about  in  the  garden,  advances  into 
the  foreground,  stops  and  looks  in  until  the 
noise  has  somewhat  abated. 

Falk. 

There  love's  romance  is  being  done  to  death. — 
The  butcher  once  who  boggled  at  the  slaughter. 
Prolonging  needlessly  the  ox's  breath, — 
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He  got  his  twenty  days  of  bread  and  water; 
But  these — these  butchers  yonder — they  go  free. 

[CUnrtu-t  hufi^- 
I  could  be  tempted — ;  hold,  words  have  no  wortb. 
I've  sworn  it,  action  only  from  henceforth! 

LiND. 

[Coming  kasHly  but  cautiously  out.] 

they're  talking  fashioDs;    now'a  taf 


Thank   God. 

chance 
To  slip  away- 


Fals, 


Ha,  Lind,  you've  drawn  the  prize 
Of  lurk, ^congratulations  buzz  and  dance 
All  day  alxiut  you,  like  a  swarm  of  flies. 
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LiND. 

No- 
If  she  wants  anything,  she'll  let  me  know. 
Last  night  we  were  discussing  until  late; 
We've  settled  almost  everything  of  weight; 
Besides  I  think  it  scarcely  goes  with  piety 
To  have  too  much  of  one's  beloved's  society. 

Falk. 

Yes,  you  are  right;  for  daily  food  we  need 
A  simple  diet. 

LiND. 

Pray  excuse  me,  friend. 
I  want  a  whiff  of  reason  and  the  weed; 
I  haven't  smoked  for  three  whole  days  on  end. 
My  blood  was  pulsing  in  such  agitation, 
I  trembled  for  rejection  all  the  time — 

Falk. 
Yes,  you  may  well  desire  recuperation — 

LiND. 

And  won't  tobacco's  flavour  be  sublime! 

[Goes  out  to  the  right.    Miss  Jat  and  some  other 
Ladies  come  out  of  the  garden-^room. 

Miss  Jat. 
[To  Falk.] 
That  was  he  surely? 

Falk. 

Yes,  your  hunted  deer. 
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Ladies. 
To  niD  away  from  us! 


Othebs. 

For  shame  1    For  shame  I 


Tis  a  bit  shy  at  present,  hut.  no  fear. 
A  week  of  servitude  will  make  him  tame. 

Mias  Jay. 

[looking  round.] 
Where  is  be  hid  ? 

Falk. 
His  present  hiding-place 
Is  in  the  garden  loft,  our  common  lair;      [Blandly. 

But  let  me  beg  you  not  to  seek  him  there; 
Give  him  a  breathing  time! 


Will  Dot  be  long,  tho*. 


Well,  good:  the  grace 


Nay,  be  generous! 
Ten  minutes, — then  begin  the  game  again. 
He  has  an  English  sermon  on  the  brain. 


An  English—  ? 


1 


rani  LOVE'S  COMEDY  888 

Ladies. 
O  you  laugh!    You're  fooling  us! 

Falk. 

I'm  in  grim  earnest.    Tis  his  fixed  intention 
To  take  a  cbatge  among  the  emigrants. 
And  therefore — 

Miss  Jat. 
[With  horror] 
Heavens,  be  had  the  face  to  mention 
That  mad  idea  ?  [To  thx  ladies. 

O  quick — fetch  all  the  aunts! 
Anna,  her  mother,  Mrs.  Strawman  too. 

Ladies. 
[Agitated.] 
This  must  be  stopped ! 

All, 

We'll  make  a  great  ado! 

Miss  Jat. 
Thank  God,  they're  coming. 

[To  Anna,  who  comes  from,  the  garden-room 
with  Strawman,  hit  vnfe  and  chUdren, 
Stiver,  Guldstad,  Mrs.  Halu  and  the 
other  guests. 

MisB  Jat. 

Do  you  know  what  Lind 
Has  secretly  determined  in  his  mind  ? 
To  go  as  II 
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Anna. 

Yes,  I  know. 

Mbb.  Hauc. 

And  jou've  agreed — ! 

Anna. 

[EmharroMted.] 

That  I  will  also  go, 

Mias  Jat. 

[Indignant.] 
He's  talked  thb  stuff  to  you! 

Ladies. 
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Miss  Jat. 

Is  one  to  suffer  for  one's  bridegroom's  faith  ? 
That  is  a  rather  novel  point  of  view. 

[To  the  ladies. 

Ladies,  attend!  r^r  i      a        > 

[Takes  Anna  s  arm. 

Now  listen;   then  repeat 
For  his  instruction  what  he  has  to  do. 

[They  go  into  the  background  and  out  to  the  right 
in  eager  talk  unth  several  of  the  ladies;  the 
other  guests  disperse  in  groups  about  the 
garden.  Falk  stops  Strawman,  whose  vnfe 
and  children  keep  close  to  him.  Guldstad 
goes  to  and  fro  during  the  following  conver- 
sation. 

Falk. 

Come,  pastor,  help  young  fervour  in  its  fight, 
Before  they  lure  Miss  Anna  from  her  vows. 

Strawman. 

[In  clerical  cadence.] 

The  wife  must  be  submissive  to  the  spouse; — 

[Reflecting. 
But  if  I  apprehended  him  aright. 
His  Call's  a  problematical  affair. 
The  Offering  altogether  in  the  air — 

Falk. 

• 

Pray  do  not  judge  so  rashly.    I  can  give 

You  absolute  assurance,  as  I  live. 

His  Call  is  definite  and  incontestable — 
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Strawuan. 

[Seeing  it  in  a  new  light.] 
Ah — if  there's  something  fixed — inv(»table — 
Per   a  n  n  u  m — then  I've  nothing  more  to  say. 

Falk. 

[Impatientlg.] 

You  think  the  most  of  what  I  count  the  least; 

I  mean  the   inspiration , — not  the   pa;! 

Strawman. 

[If  tlA  an  undwms  amiU.1 
Pay  is  the  first  condition  of  a  priest 
In  Asia,  Africa,  America, 
Or  where  you  will.    Ah  yes,  if  he  were  free. 
My  dear  young  friend,  I  willingly  agree. 
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Falk. 

There  he  far  surpasses  most. 

Strawman. 

"He'*  say  you  ?    How  ?    In  virtue  of  his  post 
The  Offering  is  not  what  he  has  to    bring 
But  what  he  has  to    get. 

Mrs.  Strawman. 
[Looking  towards  the  background.] 

They're  sitting  there. 

Falk. 

[After  staring  a  moment  in  amazement^  suddenly  under- 
stands  and  bursts  out  laughing.] 

Hurrah  for  Offerings — the  ones  that  caper 
And  strut — on  Holy-days — in  bulging  paper! 

Strawman. 

All  the  vear  round  the  curb  and  bit  we  bear, 

But  Whitsuntide  and  Christmas  make  things  square. 

Falk. 

{Gaily^ 

Why  then,  provided  only  there's  enough  of  it. 
Even  family-founders  will  obey  their  Calls. 

Strawman. 

Of  course;  a  man  assured  the  quantum  suff.  of  it 
Will  preach  the  Gospel  to  the  cannibals. 

[Sotto  voce. 
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Now  I  must  see  if  she  caanot  be  led, 

[To  one  of  the  liOte  girU. 
My  little  Mattie,  fetch  me  out  my  head — 
My  pipe-head  I  should  say,  my  Httle  dear — 

[Feela  in  kie  coat-tail  pocket . 
Nay,  wait  a  moment  tho':   I  have  it  here. 

[Goet  across  and  Jills  his  pipe,  JbUovfed  6y  hit 
wife  and  children. 

Gdldbtad. 
[Approaching^ 

You  seem  to  play  the  part  of  seipent  in 
This  paradise  of  lovers. 
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My  dull  domestic  poetising's  done, 

111  walk  by  day,  and  glory  in  the  sun: 

My  spring  has  come,  my  soul  has  broken  free. 

Action  henceforth  shall  be  my  poetry. 

LiND. 

Make  poetry  of  what  you  please  for  me; 
But  how  if  Mrs.  Halm  should  take  amiss 
Your  breaking  of  her  furniture  to  pieces  ? 

Falk. 

What! — she»  who  lays  her  daughters  and  her  nieces 
Upon  the  altar  of  her  boarders'  bliss, — 
She  frown  at  such  a  bagatelle  as  this! 

LiND. 

[Angrily.] 

It's  utterly  outrageous  and  unfair. 

And  compromises  me  as  well  as  you! 

But  that's  her  business,  settle  it  with  her. 

The  lamp  was  mine,  tho',  shade  and  burner  too — 

Falk. 

Tut,  on  that  head,  I've  no  account  to  render; 
You  have  God's  summer  sunshine  in  its  splendour, — 
What  would  you  with  the  lamp  ? 

LiND. 

You  are  grotesque; 
You  utterly  forget  that  summer  passes; 
If  I'm  to  make  a  figure  in  my  classes 
At  Christmas  I  must  buckle  to  my  desk. 
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Falk. 

[Staring  at  him.] 
What,  you  look   forward  ? 

LiNU. 

To  bf  sure  I  do. 
The  cxaminatioD's  amply  worth  it  too. 

Falk. 
Ah  but — you  'only  sit  and  live' — remember! 
Drunk  with  the  moment,  you  demaiiil  no  more — 
Not  even  a  modest  third-class  next  December. 
You've  caught  the  bird  of  P'ortune  fair  and  fleeti 
You  feel  as  if  the  world  with  all  its  store 
Were  scattered  in  profusion  at  your  feet. 

LiND. 

Those  were  my  words:   they  must  be  understood. 
Of  course,  cum  grano  aalis — 


Very  good ! 


In  the    forenoons    I  will  enjoy  my  bliss 
That  I  am  quite  resolved  on — 


Daring  man! 


I  have  my  round  of  visits  to  the  clan; 
Time  will  run  anvhow  to  waste  in  this; 


\ 
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But  any  further  dislocation  of 

My  study-plan  I  strongly  disapprove. 


Falk. 

A  week  ago,  however,  you  were  bent 
On  going  out  into  God's  world  with 


song. 

LiND. 

Yes,  but  I  thought  the  tour  a  little  long; 
The  fourteen  days  might  well  be  better  spent. 

Falk 

Nay,  but  you  had  another  argument 
For  staying;   how  the  lovely  dale  for  you 
Was  mountain  air  and  winged  warble  too. 

LiND. 

Yes,  to  be  sure,  this  air  is  unalloyed; 

But  all  its  benefits  may  be  enjoyed 

Over  one's  book  without  the  slightest  bar. 

Falk. 

But  it  was  just  the  Book  which  failed,  you  see. 
As  Jacob's  ladder — 

LiND. 

How  perverse  you  arci 
That  is  what  people  say  when  they  are   f  r  e  e — 

Falk. 

[Looking  ai  him  and  folding  his  hands  in  silent  amass^ 

ment,] 
Thou  also«  Brutus! 
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LiND. 

[With  a  shade  ofconfution  and  annoyance.] 
Pray  remember,  do! 
That  I  have  other  duties  now  than  you; 
I  have  my  fiancee.    Eveiy  plighted  pair, 
Tliose  of  prolonged  experience  not  excepted,— 
Whose  evidence  you  would  not  wish  rejected,- 
Will  tell  you,  that  if  two  are  bound  to  fare 
Through  life  together,  they  must — 

Falk. 

Tbe  comment;  who  supplied  itP 

LiND. 

W«ll,  we'll  SI 
Stiver,  he's  honest  surely;   and  Miss  Jay, 
Who  has  such  very  great  experience  here, 
She  says — 


Prithee  q>a 
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LiND. 

And  long.    I  went  to  bed  in  such  depression. 
And  yet  with  such  a  fever  in  my  brain, 
I  ahnost  doubted  if  I  could  be  sane. 

Falk. 
Ah  yes»  a  sort  of  witchery,  you  see. 

LiND. 

Thank  God  I  woke  in  perfect  self-possession. 

[During  the  foregoing  scene  Strawman  has  been 
seen  from  time  to  tims  walking  in  the  back- 
ground in  lively  conversation  with  Anna; 
Mrs.  Strawman  and  the  children  follow. 
Miss  Jay  now  appears  also^  and  wUh  her 
Mrs.  Halm  and  other  ladies. 

Miss  Jat. 

[Before  she  enters.] 
Ah,  Mr.  Lind. 

LiND. 

[To  Falk.] 

They're  after  me  again! 
Come,  let  us  go. 

Miss  Jat. 

Nay,  nay,  you  must  remain. 
Let  us  make  speedy  end  of  the  division 
That  has  crept  in  between  your  love  and  you. 

Lind. 
Arc  we  divided  ? 
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Miss  Jat. 

'ointing  la  Anna,  who  ia  Handing  further  off  in  iht 
garden  i\ 

Gather  the  dedaioo 
From  yon  red  eyes.    The  foreign  mUsioD  drew 
Those  tears. 

LiND. 

But  heavens,  she  was  glad  to  go— 

Mtss  Jat. 

[Scoffing.\ 
Yes.  to  be  sure,  one  would  imagine  so! 
No.  my  dear  Lind,  you'll  take  another  view 
When  you  have  heard  the  whole  affair  discussed. 

Lind. 
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Strawman. 
[Continuing  f  to  Anna,  who  faintly  tries  to  escape.] 

From  these  considerations,  daughter  mine, 
From  these  considerations,  buttressed  all 
With  reason,  morals,  and  the  Word  Divine, 
You  now  perceive  that  to  desert  your  Call 
Were  absolutely  inexcusable. 

Anna. 

[Hay  crying.] 
Oh!    I*m  so  young — 

Strawman. 

And  it  is  natural, 
I  own,  that  one  should  hesitate  to  thrid 
These  perils,  dare  the  snares  that  there  lie  hid; 
From  doubt's  entanglement  you  must  break  free, — 
Be  of  good  cheer  and  follow  Moll  and  me ! 

Mrs.  Strawman. 

Yes,  your  dear  mother  tells  me  that  I  too 
Was  just  as  inconsolable  as  you 
When  we  received  our  Call — 

Strawman. 

And  for  like  cause — 
The  fascination  of  the  town — it  was; 
But  when  a  little  money  had  come  in. 
And  the  first  pairs  of  infants,  twin  by  twin. 
She  quite  got  over  it. 
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Faix. 
[SoUo  voce  to  Strawhan.] 

Bravo,  you  able  ^ 

Persuader. 

Strawman. 
[Nodding  to  him  and  turning  again  to  Anna.] 

Now  you've  promised  me,  \>e  stable. 
Shall  man  renounce  his  work  F    Falk  says  the  CkU 
Is  not  so  very  slender  after  all. 
Did  you  not,  Falk  ? 

Falk. 
Nay,  pastor — 


Str 

To  be  sure — ! 
[  To  Ansa. 
Of  something  then  at  least  you  are  secure. 
Whui's  fTi^incd  by  giving  up,  if  that  is  so? 
Look  hack  into  the  ages  long  ago. 
See,  Adam,  Eve — the  Ark,  sec.  pair  by  pair. 
Birds  ill  Ihe  field— the  lilies  in  the  air. 
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Miss  Jat. 
Ah,  in  exact  accordance  with  our  wishes!       [Aiide. 

We  have   him»  Falk! — Now  let  us  tackle   her! 

[Approaches  Anna. 

Strawman. 

\With  a  deprecating  tito#tbn.] 

She  needs  no  secular  solicitation; 
The  Spirit  has  spoken,  what  can  Earth  bestead —  ? 

[ModeMy. 
If  in  some  small  degree  my  words  have  sped. 
Power  was  vouchsafed  me — ! 

Mrs.  Halm. 

Come,  no  more  evasion. 
Bring  them  together! 

Aunts. 
[With  emotion,] 

Ah,  how  exquisite! 

Strawman. 

Yes,  can  there  be  a  heart  so  dull  and  dead 
As  not  to  be  entranced  at  such  a  sight! 
It  is  so  thrilling  and  so  penetrating. 
So  lacerating,  so  exhilarating, 
To  see  an  innocent  babe  devoutly  lay 
Its  offering  on  Duty's  altar. 

Mrs.  Halm. 

Nay, 
Her  family  have  also  done  their  part. 


I  aDd  the  Aunts — 1  should  tEua^ne  so. 

You.  Lind.  may  haw  the  key  In  Aiiuu'.«  heArt. 

[Prr/i»ea  his  hand. 
But  we  poAseu  a  pi<-k)o<-k.  you  must  know. 
Able  to  open  whore  the  key  avails  not. 
And  if  in  years  lu  <-ome.  earcs  throng  and  thwart. 
Only  apply  to  us.  our  friendship  fails  nut. 

\f  BM.  B\IM. 

Yea,  wc  si  —"•li  vou  all  vour  life, — 


d  of  wedded  strife. 


Enchant  riendship,  hour  of  glad- 

nfUn, 
Yet  s<>  p  ,>irith  sadness. 

[Turning  to  Lind.   , 
Hut  now,  ii  /  make  an  end  of  this.         | 

[I.emUng  Anna  to  Aim. 
Take  thy  betrothed — receive  her — with  a  kiss! 

LlND. 

[Giving  his  hand  to  Anna,] 
I  stay  at  home! 

.\nna. 
[At  the  name  moment.] 
T  go  with  vou ! 
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Anna. 

[Amazed.] 
You  stay  ? 

LiND. 

[Equally  so.] 

You  go  with  me? 

Anna. 
[With  a  helpless  glance  at  the  company,] 
Why,  then,  we  are  divided  as  before! 

LiND. 

What's  this  ? 

The  Ladies. 
What  now  ? 

Miss  Jay. 

[Excitedly.] 

Our  wills  are  all  at  war — 

Strawman 

She  gave  her  solemn  word  to  cross  the  sea 
With  him ! 

Miss  Jay. 

And  he  gave  his  to  slay  ashore 
With  her! 

Falk. 

[Laughing.] 

They  both  complied;  what  would  you  more! 
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Strawman.  I 

These  complications  arc  loo  much  for  me.  \ 

[GoM  towards  the  background, 

AuNis 
[To  one  nnothfr.]  J 

Ho«  Ihev  to  (IUugre«?  J 

kLM. 

[To    (Jul  vfu>    hatv    hren    trall-iny 

■Oti'  approach.] 
possc-ssion  here. 

[  Talks  aaitU  to  them. 


d 


I  Til  Misa  Jay,  noticing  that  tlie  table  is  being  laid.] 
There  comes  the  tea. 


[Curily.] 

Thank  heaven. 

Falk. 

Hurrah !  a  cheer 
For  love  aad  friendship,  maiden  aunts  and  tea! 

Stiver. 
But  if  the  case  stands  thus,  the  whole  proceeding 
May  easily  be  ended  with  a  laugh; 
All  turns  upon  a  single  paragraph. 
Which  bids  the  wife  attend  the  spouse.    No  pleading 
Can  wrest  an  ordinance  so  clearly  stated — 
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Miss  Jay. 
DoubUesSy  but  does  that  help  us  to  agree  ? 

Strawman. 
She  must  obey  a  law  that  heaven  dictated. 

Stiver. 

But  Lind  can  circumvent  that  law,  you  see. 

[To  Lind. 
Put  off  your  journey,  and  then — budge  no  jot. 

Aunts. 
[Delighied.] 

Yes,  that's  the  way. 

Mrs.  Halm. 
Agreed! 

Miss  Jay. 

That  cuts  the  knot. 

[SvANHiLD  and  the  maids  have  meantime  laid 
the  tea-table  beside  tlie  verandah  steps.  At 
Mrs.  Halm's  invitation  the  ladies  sit  down. 
The  rest  of  the  company  take  their  places^ 
partly  on  the  verandah  and  in  the  summer- 
house,  partly  in  the  garden,  Falk  sits  on  the 
verandah.  During  the  following  scene  they 
drink  tea, 

Mrs.  Halm. 

[Smiling,^ 

And  so  our  little  storm  is  overblown. 

Such  summer  showers  do  good  when  they  are  gone; 


LOVE'S  COMEDY 


The  sunshine  greets  us  with  a  double  boon. 
And  promises  a  cloudless  afternoon. 


Ah  yes.  Love's  blossom  without  rainy  skies 
Would  never  thrive  according  to  our  wishes. 


In  dry  land  set  it,  and  it  forthwith  dies; 
For  in  so  far  the  flowers  are  like  the  fishes— 

SVANHILD. 

Nay,  for  Love  lives,  you  know,  upon  the  air 

Misa  J  AT. 
Whitli  is  the  death  of  fishes — 
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Falk. 
[With  a  gallant  bow.] 

Then  come  the  aunts  with  the  reviving  hose. — 

But  poets  have  this  simile  employed, 

And  men  for  scores  of  centuries  enjoyed, — 

Yet  hardly  one  its  secret  sense  has  hit; 

For  flowers  are  manifold  and  infinite. 

Say,  then,  what  flower  is  love?     Name  me,  who 

knows. 
The  flower  most  like  it  ? 

Miss  Jat. 

Why,  it  is  the  rose; 
Good  gracious,  that's  exceedingly  well  known; — 
Love,  all  agree,  lends  life  a  rosy  tone. 

A  Young  Lady. 

It  is  the  snowdrop;   growing,  snow  enfurled; 
Till  it  peer  forth,  undreamt  of  by  the  world. 

An  Aunt. 

It  is  the  dandelion, — made  robust 
Bv  dint  of  human  heel  and  horse  hoof  thrust; 
Nay,  shooting  forth  afresh  when  it  is  smitten. 
As  Pedersen  so  charmingly  has  written. 

lilND. 

It  is  the  bluebell, — ringing  in  for  all 
Young  hearts  life's  joyous  Whitsun  festival 

Mrs.  Halm. 

No,  'tis  an  evergreen, — as  fresh  and  gay 
In  desolate  December  as  in  May. 
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GULDSTAD. 

No,  Iceland  moss,  dry  gathered,— far  the  best 
Cure  for  young  ladies  witb  a  wounded  breast. 

A  Gentleman. 

No,  the  wild  chestnut  tree, — in  high  repute 
For  household  fuel,  but  with  a  bitter  fruit. 


No,  a  cameiia;   at  our  balls,  'tis  said, 
The  chief  adornment  of  a  lady's  head. 

Mbs.  Strawman. 

No,  it  is  like  a  flower,  O  such  a  bright  one; — 
Stay  now — a  blue  one.  no,  it  was  a  white  one — 
What  i  s   its  name^  ?    Dear  me — the  one  I  met— 
Wei)  it  is  singular  how  I  foi^t! 

SnvEB. 

None  of  these  flower  similitudes  will  ran. 
The  floweroot   is  a  likelier  candidate. 
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Falk. 

So  many  heads,  so  many  sentences! 

No,  you  all  grope  and  blunder  off  the  line. 

Each  simile's  at  fault;   I'll  tell  vou  mine; — 

m 

You're  free  to  turn  and  wrest  it  as  you  please. 

\Ri8es  as  if  to  make  a  speech. 
lo  the  remotest  east  there  grows  a  plant  ;^ 
And  the  sun's  cousin's  garden  is  its  haunt — 

The  Ladies. 
Ah,  it's  the  tea-plant ! 

Falk. 
Yes. 

Mrs.  Strawman. 

His  voice  is  so 
Like  Strawman 's  when  he — 


Strawman. 

Don't  disturb  his  flow. 

Falk. 

it  has  its  home  in  fabled  lands  serene; 
Thousands  of  miles  of  desert  lie  between; — 
Fill  up,  Lind! — So. — Now  in  a  tea-oration, 
I'll  show  of  tea  and  Love  the  true  relation. 

[The  guests  cluster  round  him. 
It  has  its  home  in  the  romantic  land; 
Alas,  Love's  home  is  also  in  Romance, 
Only  the  Sun's  descendants  understand 

The  herb's  right  cultivation  and  advance. 

^  See  Notes,  page  483. 
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With  Love  it  is  oot  otherwise  than  so. 
Blood  of  the  Sun  along  the  veins  must  flow 
If  Love  indeed  therein  is  to  strike  root. 
And  burgeon  into  blossom,  into  fruit. 

MiBS  Jay. 
But  China  is  an  ancient  land;  you  hold 
In  consequence  that  tea  U  very  old — 

Strawuan. 
Piist  question  antecedent  to  Jerusalem. 

Falk. 
Yes.  'twas  already  famous  when  Methusalem 
His  picture-books  and  rattles  tore  and  flung — 
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Mrs.  Strawman. 
Yes,  they  sell  tea  of  many  qualities. 

Anna. 

The  green  spring  shoots  I  count  the  very  first — 

SVANHILD. 

Those  serve  to  quench  celestial  daughters'  thirst. 

A  Young  Lady. 
Witching  as  ether  fumes  they  say  it  is — 

Another. 
Balmy  as  lotus,  sweet  as  almond,  clear — 

GULDSTAD. 

That's  not  an  article  we  deal  in  here. 

Falk. 
[Who  lias  meanwhile  come  down  from  the  veraniah.'\ 

Ah,  ladies,  every  mortal  has  a  small 

Private  celestial  empire  in  his  heart. 

There  bud  such  shoots  in  thousands,  kept  apart 

By  Shyness's  soon  shatter'd  Chinese  Wall. 

But  in  her  dim  fantastic  temple  bower 

The  little  Chinese  puppet  sits  and  sighs, 

A  dream  of  far-off  wonders  in  her  eyes — 

And  in  her  hand  a  golden  tulip  flower. 

For    her   the  tender  firstling  tendrils  grew; — 

Rich  crop  or  meagre,  what  is  that  to  you  ? 

Instead  of  it  we  get  an  after  crop 

Thev  kick  the  tree  for,  dust  and  stalk  and  stem, — 

As  hemp  to  silk  beside  what  goes  to  them — 


J 
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GULDSTAD. 

lAPtn 

Thai 

is  tlie  black  tea. 

Falk. 

That's  what  Alls 

the  shop. 

.\  Gentlkman. 

Ther 

's  Ijcef  tea  too.  that  Holberg  .says 

Miss  Jav. 
[SAorpf,.] 

a  worii  of — " 

To  modern  taste  entirely  out  of  date. 

Falk. 
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Our  Love  by  way  of  Freedom's  ocean  wave ! 
"Good  heavens,  his  moral  savour's  passed  away, 
"And  quite  dispersed  Legality's  bouquet!" — 

Strawman. 

[Rising.] 

Yes,  happily, — in  every  moral  land 
Such  wares  continue  to  be  contraband! 

Falk. 

Yes,  to  pass  current  here.  Love  must  have  cross'd 

The  great  Siberian  waste  of  regulations, 

Fann'd  by  no  breath  of  ocean  to  its  cost; 

It  must  produce  official  attestations 

From  friends  and  kindred,  devils  of  relations. 

From  church  curators,  organist  and  clerk. 

And  other  fine  folks — over  and  above 

The  primal  licence  which  God  gave  to  Love. — 

And  then  the  last  great  point  of  likeness; — mark 

How  heavily  the  hand  of  culture  weighs 

Upon  that  far  Celestial  domain; 

Its  power  is  shatter'd,  and  its  wall  decays. 

The  last  true  Mandarin's  strangled;  hands  profane 

Already  are  put  forth  to  share  the  spoil; 

Soon  the  Sun's  realm  will  be  a  legend  vain. 

An  idle  tale  incredible  to  sense; 

The  world  is  gray  in  gray — we've  flung  the  soil 

On  buried  Faery, — we  have  made  her  mound. 

But  if  we  have, — then  where  can  Love  be  found  ? 

Alas,  Love  also  is  departed  hence!       [Lifts  his  cup. 

Well  let  him  go,  since  so  the  times  decree; — 

A  health  to  Amor,  late  of  Earth, — in  tea! 

[He  drains  his  cup;  indignant  murmurs  amongst 
the  company. 
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Miss  Jay. 
A  very  odd  expreiutmri !    "Dtad"  indeed! 

The  LxaiKa. 
To  say  that  Low  is  dead — ! 

Stbawuan. 


1 


Why,  here  you  see 
Uim  sitting,  mn',  round  and  sound,  at  ton. 
In  all  condition)!!    Uerc  in  her  sable  weed 
The  widow — 

Miss  Jay. 
_  Here  a  couple,  true  and  tried. — 

Stiver. 
With  many  ample  pledges  fortified. 

GULDSTAD. 

Then  Love's  light  cavain',  of  maid  and  man, 
The  plighted  pairs  in  order — 

Sthawman. 

In  the  van 
The  veterans,  whose  troth  has  laughed  to  scorn 
The  tooth  of  Time— 

Mi98  Jay. 
[Hastily  interrupting.] 

And  then  the  hahos  new-born- 
The  little  novices  of  vcsler-morn^ 
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Strawbcan. 

Spring,  summer,  autumn,  winter,  in  a  word. 
Are  here;  the  truth  is  patent,  past  all  doubt. 
It  can  be  clutched  and  handled,  seen  and  heard,— 

Falk. 
What  then  ? 

Miss  Jat. 

And  yet  you  want  to  thrust  it  out  I 

Falk. 

Madam,  you  quite  mistake.    In  all  I  spoke 

I  cast  no  doubt  on  anything  you  claim; 

But  I  would  fain  remind  you  that,  from  smoke. 

We  cannot  logically  argue  flame. 

That  men  are  married,  and  have  children,  I 

Have  no  desire  whatever  to  deny; 

Nor  do  I  dream  of  doubting  that  such  things 

Are  in  the  world  as  troth  and  wedding-rings; 

That  billets-doux  some  tender  hands  indite 

And  seal  with  pairs  of  turtle  doves  that — ^fight; 

That  sweethearts  swarm  in  cottage  and  in  hall. 

That  chocolate  rewards  the  wedding-call; 

That  usage  and  convention  have  decreed. 

In  every  point,  how  "Lovers"  shall  proceed: — 

But,  heavens!    WeVe  majors  also  by  the  score. 

Arsenals  heaped  with  muniments  of  war. 

With  spurs  and  howitzers  and  drums  and  shot. 

But  what  does  that  permit  us  to  infer? 

That  we  have  men  who  dangle  swords,  but  not 

That  they  will  wield  the  weapons  that  they  wear. 

Tho'  all  the  plain  with  gleaming  tents  you  crowd. 

Does  that  make  heroes  of  the  men  they  shroud  ? 
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Strawhan. 

Well,  all  in  moderation;    1  must  own. 

It  is  not  quite  conducive  to  the  truth 

That  we  should  paint  Ihe  enamourmcnt  of  TouL 

So  bright,  as  if^alieni^it  stood  alone. 

Love-makinfr  still  a  frail  foundation  is. 

Only  the  snuggen-  of  wedded  hliss 

Provides  a  rock  where  Love  may  buUded  be 

In  unassailable  security. 

Miss  Jay. 

There  I  entirely  differ-     In  my  view, 
A  free  accord  of  lovers,  heart  with  heart. 
Who  hold  together,  having  leave  to  part. 
Gives  the  best  warrant  that  their  love  is  true. 

Anna. 
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LiND. 

What  Stuff! 

Mrs.  Halm. 

{Offendedy  to  Falk,  rising.] 

*Tis  not  a  very  friendly  act 
To  stir  a  quarrel  where  we've  made  a  peace. 
As  for  your  friend's  good  fortune,  be  at 


Some  Ladies. 
Nay  that's  assured — 

Others. 

A  very  certain  fact. 

Mrs.  Halm. 

The  cooking-class  at  school,  I  must  confess. 
She  did  not  take;   but  she  shall  learn  it  still. 

Miss  Jat. 
With  her  own  hands  she's  trimming  her  own  dress. 

An  Aunt. 
[Patting  Anna's  hand.] 
And  growing  exquisitely  sensible. 

Falk. 
[Laughing  aUntd.] 

O  parody  of  sense,  that  rives  and  rends 
In  maniac  dance  upon  the  lips  of  friends! 
Was  it  good  sense  he  wanted  ?    Or  a  she- 
Professor  of  the  lore  of  Cookery  ? 
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A  joyous  son  of  springtime  he  came  here, 
For  the  wild  rosebud  on  the  bush  he  burned. 

You  reared  the  rosebud  for  him:   he  returned 

And  for  his  rose  found  what  f    The  hip ! 

MiBS  Jat. 

[Offknded.] 

You  je«r! 


A  useful  household  condiment,  heaven  knows! 
But  yet  the  hip  was  not  his  bridal  rose. 

Mrs.  Halm. 

O,  if  it  is  a  ball-room  queen  he  wants, 
I'm  very  sorry;   these  are  not  their  haunts. 

Falk. 
O  yes,  I  know  the  pretty  coquetry 
Tliev  carry  on  with  "Domesticity." 

oF  the  tnvAHy  L'u 
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Falk. 
No  doubt, — ^with  seven  nieces,  each  a  wife — 

Mbs.  Halm. 
And  each  a  happy  wife — 

Falk. 
[With  empfians.] 

Ah,  do  we  know  ? 

GULDSTAD. 


How! 


Misd  Jat. 
Mr.  Falk! 


Dissension  ? 


LiND. 

Are  you  resolved  to  sow 

Falk. 

[Vehemently.] 
Yes,  war,  discord,  turmoil,  strife! 

Stiver. 
What  you,  a  lay,  profane  outsider  here! 

Falk. 

Xo  matter,  still  the  battle- flag  I'll  rear! 
Yes,  it  is  war  I  mean  with  nail  and  tooth 
.'V^ainst  the  Lie  with  the  tenacious  root. 
The  lie  that  you  have  fostered  into  fruit. 
For  all  its  strutting  in  the  guise  of  truth! 
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SnvEK. 
Agai  isl  these  groundless  chants  I  protest, 
Kesprving  right  of  nction^ — 

M188  Jav. 

Do  be  still! 

R.itr, 

Bo )  "unoing  rill 

;  she  once  possess'd, — 
W  days  gone  by, 
d  "moan"  and  "sigli"! 
Bing  tldo  that  rolls 
wedded  souls. — 
]  the  iron  sleet, 
ion  under  feet,  I 

And  so        ,  1..  _._.  -nf  discreet! 

So  then  it  is  Love's  beauty -kin  died  Same 
That  keeps  the  plighted  from  the  taint  of  time 
Year  after  year!    Ah  yea,  the  very  same 
That  made  our  young  bureaucrat  blaze  in  ryhme! 
So  it  is  Love's  young  bliss  that  will  not  brave 
The  voyage  over  vaulted  Ocean's  wave. 
But  asks  a  sacrifice  when,  like  the  sun, 
Its  face  should  fill  with  glor}',   making    one! 
Ah  no,  you  vulgar  prophets  of  the  Lie, 
Give  things  the  names  we  ought  to  know  them  by; 
Call  widows*  passion — wanting  what  they  miss. 
And  wedlock's   habit — call  it  what  it  is! 

Strawman. 
Young  man,  this  insolence  has  gone  too  far! 
In  eveiy  word  there's  scoffing  and  defiance. 

[Got*  close  up  to  Pale. 
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Now  1*11  gird  up  my  aged  loins  to  war 

For  hallowed  custom  against  modem  science! 

Falk. 
I  go  to  battle  as  it  were  a  feast! 

Strawman 

Good!    For  your  bullets  I  will  be  a  beacon: — 

[Nearer. 
A  wedded  pair  is  holy,  like  a  priest — 

Stiver. 
[At  Falk's  other  8ide.\ 
And  a  betrothed —  ^ 

Falk. 

Half-holy,  like  the  deacon. 

Strawman. 

Behold  these  children; — see, — this  little  throng! 
lo  triumphe  may  for  them  be  sung! 
How  was  it  possible — how  practicable — ; 
The  words  of  truth  are  strong,  inexorable; — 
He  has  no  hearing  whom  they  cannot  move. 
See, — every  one. of  them's  a  child  of  Love — ! 

[Stops  in  confusion. 

That  is — ^you  understand — I  would  have  said — ! 

Miss  Jat. 

[Fanning  herself  nnth  her  handkerchief] 
This  is  a  very  mystical  oration ! 
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Fals. 
There  you  yourself  provide  the  demonstration, — 
A  goorl  old  Norse  one,  sound,  true-bom,  home-bre<l . 
You  draw  distinction  between  wedded  pledges 
And  those  of  Love:  your  Logic's  without  flaw. 
They  are  distinguished  just  as  roast  from  raw. 
As  hothouse  bloom  from  wilding  of  the  hedges! 
Love  is  with  us  a  science  and  an  art; 
It  long  since  ceased  to  animate  the  heart. 
Love  is  with  us  a  trade,  a  special  line 
Of  business,  with  its  union,  code  and  sign; 
It  is  a  guild  of  married  folks  and  plighted. 
Past-masters  with  apprentices  united; 
For  Ihey  cohere  compact  as  jelly-fishes, 
A  singing-club  their  single  want  and  wish  is — 

GULDSTAD. 

And  a  L-'a/ette! 
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No  wedding,  but  our  rallying  rub-a-dub 
Shall  drum  to  the  performance  all  the  club; 
No  suit  rejected,  but  we'll  set  it  down. 
In  letters  large,  with  other  news  of  weight 
Thus:   "Amor-Moloch,  we  regret  to  state. 
Has  claimed  another  victim  in  our  town." 
You'll  see,  we'll  catch  subscribers:   once  in  sight 
Of  the  propitious  season  when  they  bite. 
By  way  of  throwing  them  the  bait  they'll  brook 
111  stick  a  nice  young  man  upon  my  hook. 
Yes,  you  will  see  me  battle  for  our  cause. 
With  tiger's,  nay  with  editorial,  claws 
Rending  them — 

GULDSTAD. 

And  the  paper's  name  will  be —  ? 

Falk. 
Amor's  Norse  Chronicle  of  Archery. 

Stiver. 

[Going  nearer.] 

You're  not  in  earnest,  vou  will  never  stake 
Your  name  and  fame  for  such  a  fancy's  sake! 

Falk. 

I'm  in  grim  earnest.    We  are  often  told 

Men  cannot  live  on  love;    I'll  show  that  this 

Is  an  untenable  hypothesis; 

For  Love  will  prove  to  be  a  mine  of  gold : 

Particularly  if  Miss  Jay,  perhaps, 

Will  Mr.  Strawman's  "Life's  Romance"  unfold. 

As  appetising  feuilleton,  in  scraps. 
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Rtrawuan. 
[In  terror.] 

Merciful  heaven!     My  "life's 

what! 
When  was  my  life  ronuintic,  if  you  please? 

Miss  Jay. 
I  never  said  so. 

Stitek, 
Witness  disagrees. 

Strawbian. 

That  1  have  ever  swerved  a  single  jot 
From  social  prescript, — is  a  monstrous  lie* 


\au]  LOVE'S  COMEDY  421 

SnvEB. 
[In  towering  anger.] 
Sir,  by  our  office  nothing  is  averred. 

Faix.. 
WeU,  leave  me  then,  you  also:  I  have  by  ige 
One  comrade  yet  whose  loyalty  wiU  last. 
"A  true  heart's  story"  Lind  will  not  deny  me, 
Whose  troth's  too  tender  for  the  ocean  blast. 
Who  for  his  mistress  makes  surrender  of 
His  fellow-men — ^pure  quintessence  of  Love! 

Mrs.  Halu. 
My  patience,  Mr.  Falk,  is  now  worn  out. 
The  same  abode  do  longer  can  receive  us: — 
I  beg  of  you  this  very  day  to  leave  us — 

Falk. 
1  tfA  a  bow  at  Mrs.  Halm  and  the  company  wUkdraiv^ 
That  this  would  come  I  never  had  a  doubt! 

Strawhan. 
Between  us  two  there's  battle  to  the  death; 
You've  slandered  me,  my  wife,  my  little  flock. 
From  Mollie  down  to  Millie,  in  one  breath. 
Crow  on,  crow  on — Emancipation's  cock, — 

[Goes  in,foUowed  by  hit  wife  and  children. 

Falk. 

And  go  you  on  observing  Peter's  faith 

To  Love  your  lord^ — who,  thanks  to  your  advice. 

Was  thrice  denied  before  the  cock  crew  thrice! 
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MisB  Jat. 

[Turning  faint.] 
Attend  me.  Stiver!  help  me  get  unlaced 
My  corset — this  way,  this  way — do  make  haate^ 

Stiver. 
To  Falk,  at  he  withdraw!  with  Mias  Jax  on  fat  a 
I  here  renounce  your  friendship. 

LiND. 


I  likewise. 


Falk. 

[Serioualy.l 
You  too,  my  land  ? 

LiND. 
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Falk. 

[Pointing  politely  to  the  hou^e.'\ 

That  way.  Miss  Halm; — that  way,  with  all  the  force 
Of  aunts  and  inmates,  Mrs.  Halm  withdrew. 

SVANHILD. 

[Nearer  to  Atm.] 

Let  them  withdraw;  their  ways  and  mine  divide; 
I  will  not  swell  the  number  of  their  band. 

Falk. 
You'll  stay  ? 

SVANHILD. 

If  you  make  war  on  lies,  I  stand 
A  trusty  armour-bearer  by  your  side. 

Falk. 
You,  Svanhild,  you  who — 

SVANHILD. 

I,  who — yesterday —  ? 
Were  you  yourself,  Falk,  yesterday  the  same  ? 
You  bade  me  be  a  sallow,  for  your  play. 

Falk. 

And  a  sweet  sallow  sang  me  into  shame. 
No,  you  are  right;  I  was  a  child  to  ask; 
But  you  have  fired  me  to  a  nobler  task. 
Right  in  the  midst  of  men  the  Church  is  founded 
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Where  Truth's  appealing  cfarion  must  be  sounded 
We  are  not  called,  like  demigods,  to  gase  on 
The  battle  from  the  far-off  mountain's  crest. 
But  in  our  hearts  to  bear  our  fieiy  blazon, 
An  Olaf's  cross  upon  a  mailed  breast. — 
To  look  afar  across  the  fields  of  flight, 
Tho'  pent  within  the  mazes  of  its  might, — 
Beyond  the  mirk  descry  one  glimmer  still 
Of  glory — that's  the  Call  we  must  fulfil. 

SVANHIU). 

And  you'll  fulfil  it  when  you  break  from  men, 
Staad  free,  alone, — 


Did  I  frequent  them  then 
And  there  lies  du^.    No,  that  time's  gone  by,— 
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SVANHILD. 

We  battle? 

Falk. 

See»  I  have  no  friend,  no  mate. 
By  all  abandoned,  I  make  war  on  all: 
At  me  they  aim  the  piercing  shafts  of  hate; 
Say,  do  you  dare  with  me  to  stand  or  fall  ? 
Henceforth  along  the  beaten  walks  I'll  move 
Heedful  of  each  constraining  etiquette; 
Spread,  like  the  rest  of  men,  my  board,  and  set 
The  ring  upon  the  finger  of  my  love! 

[Takes  a  ring  from  kU  finger  and  holds  it  up. 

SVANHILD. 

[In  breathless  suspense.] 
You  mean    that  ? 

Falk. 

Yes,  by  us  the  world  shall  see. 
Love  has  an  everlasting  energy. 
That  su£Fers  not  its  splendour  to  take  hurt 
From  the  day's  dust,  the  common  highway's  dirt. 
Last  night  I  showed  you  the  ideal  flame, 
Beaconing  from  a  dizzy  mountain's  brow. 
You  shuddered,  for  you  were  a  woman, — now 
I  show  you  woman's  veritable  aim;— 
A  soul  like  yours,  what  it  has  vowed,  will  keep. 
You  see  the  abyss  before  you. — Svanhild,  leap! 

SVANHILD. 

[Almost  inaudibly,] 
If  we  should  fail — ! 
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Falk. 

[EruUing.] 

No,  in  your  eyes  I  see 
A  gleam  that  surely  prophesies  our  winning! 

SVANHILD. 

Then  take  me  as  I  am,  take  all  of  me! 
Xow  buds  the  young  leaf;   now  my  spring's  b 
ning! 
[Sfu  flings  hertey  boldly  into  kU  arma  a 
curtain  faiU. 


ACT  THIRD 

Evening.  Bright  moonliglU.  Coloured  lanterns  are  hung 
about  the  trees.  In  the  background  are  covered  tables 
with  bottles,  glasses,  biscuits,  etc.  From  the  house, 
which  is  lighted  up  from  top  to  bottom,  subdued 
music  and  singing  are  heard  during  the  foUowing 
scene.  Svanhild  stands  on  the  verandah.  Falk 
comes  from  the  right  unth  som£  books  and  a  portfolio 
under  his  arm.  The  FonTEn  follows  with  a  port" 
manteau  and  a  knapsack. 

Falk. 
That's  all,  then  ? 

Porter. 

Yes,  sir,  all  is  in  the  pack. 
But  just  a  satchel,  and  the  paletot. 

Falk. 

Good;   when  I  go,  I'll  take  them  on  my  back. 
Now  off.    See,  this  is  the  portfolio. 

Porter. 
It's  locked,  I  see. 

Falk. 
Locked.  Peter. 

427 
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PoirrEB. 

Good,  sir. 

FAUt 

Make  hute  uid  bam  it 


^^f      Yn,  to  ash- 

[SmiUny. 
^  He  caffb: 

AS  K>.  elooow  to  them. 

NaT, 
Such  payment  is  above  a  poor  man's  earning. 
But,  sir,  I'm  thinking,  if  you  can  bestow 
Your  books,  you  must  have  done  with  all  your 
learning  ? 

Falk. 

Whatever  can  be  learnt  from  books  I  know. 
And  rather  more. 

Porter. 

More?     Nay,  that's  hard,  I  doubt! 

Falk. 

Well,  now  be  off;   the  carriers  wait  without. 
Just  help  them  load  the  barrow  ere  you  go. 

[Tlu  Porter  goes  <yut  to  the  l^L 


1 
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Falk. 

[Approaching  Svanhild,  who  comes  to  meet  him,'\ 

One  moment's  ours,  my  Svanhild,  in  the  light 

Of  God  and  of  the  lustrous  summer  night. 

How  the  stars  glitter  thro'  the  leafage,  see. 

Like  bright  fruit  hanging  on  the  great  world-tree. 

Now  slavery *s  last  manacle  I  slip, 

Now  for  the  last  time  feel  the  wealing  whip; 

Like  Israel  at  the  Passover  I  stand. 

Loins  girded  for  the  desert,  staff  in  hand. 

Dull  generation,  from  whose  sight  is  hid 

The  Promised  Land  beyond  that  desert  flight. 

Thrall  tricked  with  knighthood,  never  the  more 

knight. 
Tomb  thyself  kinglike  in  the  Pyramid, — 
I  cross  the  barren  desert  to  be  free. 
My  ship  strides  on  despite  an  ebbing  sea; 
But  there  the  Legion  Lie  shall  find  its  doom. 
And  glut  one  deep,  dark,  hollow-vaulted  tomb. 

[A  short  pause;  he  looks  at  her  and  takes  her  hand 
You  are  so  still! 

Svanhild. 

So  happy!    SufiFer  me, 
O  suffer  me  in  silence  still  to  dream. 
Speak  you  for  me;    my  budding  thoughts,  grown 

strong. 
One  after  one  will  burgeon  into  song. 
Like  lilies  in  the  bosom  of  the  stream. 

Falk. 

O  say  it  once  again,  in  truth's  pure  tone 
Beyond  the  fear  of  doubt,  that  thou  art  mine! 
O  say  it,  Svanhild,  say — 
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Stahhild. 

[Throwing  heraelfon  hit  neek^ 

Yes,  I  am  thine! 

Falk. 

Thou  singing-bird  God  sent  me  for  my  own! 

SVANHILD. 

Honicloss  within  my  mother's  house  I  dwelt, 
l»nely  in  all  I  thought,  tn  all  I  felt, 
A  ffuo.st  unbidden  at  the  feast  of  mirth, — 
AciLOTinted  nothing^ — less  than  nothing — worth. 
Then  you  appeared !    For  the  first  time  I  heard 
My  own  thought  uttered  in  another's  word; 
To  my  lame  visions  you  gave  wings  and  feet — 
Y(nr  voung  unmaaker  of  the  Obsolete! 
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To  a  triumphal  progress,  bade  us  sweep 
Thro'  fen  and  forest  to  our  castle-keep, 
A  noble  pair,  astride  on  Pegasus! 

SVANHILD. 

[Pointing  to  the  house,] 

The  whole  house,  see,  is  making  feast  to-night. 
There,  in  their  honour,  every  room's  alight. 
There  cheerful  talk  and  joyous  song  ring  out; 
On  the  highroad  no  passer-by  will  doubt 
That  men  are  happy  where  they  are  so  gay. 

[With  comp(M9ion. 
Poor  sister! — happy  in  the  great  world's  way! 

Falk. 
"Poor"  sister,  say  you? 

SVANHILD. 

Has  she  not  divided 
With  kith  and  kin  the  treasure  of  her  soul. 
Her  capital  to  fifty  hands  confided. 
So  that  not  one  is  debtor  for  the  whole  ? 
From  no  one  has  she  a  1 1   things  to  receive. 
For  no  one  has  she  utterly  to  live. 

0  beside   m  y   wealth  hers  is  little  worth ; 

1  have  but  one  possession  upon  earth. 

My  heart  was  lordless  when  with  trumpet  blare 
And  multitudinous  song  you  came,  its  king. 
The  banners  of  my  thought  your  ensign  bear. 
You  fill  my  soul  with  glory,  like  the  spring. 
Yes,  I  must  needs  thank  God,  when  it  is  past. 
That  I  was  lonely  till  I  found  out  thee, — 
That  I  lay  dead  until  the  trumpet  blast 
Waken 'd  me  from  the  world's  frivolity. 
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Falk. 

Yra  wc,  who  have  no  friends  on  earth,  we  twaia 
Own  the  true  wealth,  the  golden  fortune. — we 
Who  stand  without,  beside  the  starlit  sea. 
And  wnlch  the  indoor  revel  thro'  the  pane. 
Let  the  lamp  glitter  and  the  ming  re.'Muud, 
Let  the  dance  madly  eddy  round  and  round; — 
Look  up.  my  Svanhild.  into  yon  deep  blue, — 
There  (tlitter  little  Inmp.t  in  thousands,  loo — 

SVANHIl.n. 

And  hark,  beloved,  thro'  the  limes  there  floats 
This  balmy  eve  a  chorus  of  sweet  notes — 

Falk, 

It  is  for  us  that  fretted  vault's  aglow — 

Svanhild. 
It  is  for  us  the  vale  is  loud  below! 

Falk. 

I  feel  myself  like  God's  lost  prodigal; 
1  left  Him  for  the  world's  delusive  charms. 
With  mild  reproof  He  wooed  me  to  His  arms; 
And  when  I  come.  He  lights  the  vaulted  hall. 
Prepares  a  banquet  for  the  son  restored. 
And  makes  His  noblest  creature  my  reward. 
From  this  lime  forth  I'll  never  leave  that  Light,- 
But  stand  its  armed  defender  in  the  fight; 
Nothing  shall  part  us,  and  our  life  shall  prove 
A  song  of  glory  to  triumphant  love! 
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SVANHILD. 

And  see  how  easy  triumph  is  for  two. 
When  he's  a  man — 

Falk. 

She,  woman  thro*  and  thro*; — 
It  is  impossible  for  such  to  fall ! 

SVANHILD. 

Then  up,  and  to  the  war  with  want  and  sorrow; 
This  very  hour  I  will  declare  it  all ! 

[Pointing  to  Falk's  ring  on  her  finger 

Falk. 

[Ha^iily.l 

No,  Svanhild,  not  to-night,  wait  till  to-morrow! 
To-night  we  gather  our  young  love's  red  rose; 
'Twere  sacrilege  to  smirch  it  with  the  prose 
Of  common  day. 

[  The  door  into  the  garden-room  opens. 
Your  mother's  coming!    Hide! 
No  eye  this  night  shall  see  thee  as  my  bride ! 

[They  go  out  among  the  trees  by  the  summer- 
house.  Mrs.  Halm  and  Guldstad  corns  out 
on  the  balcony. 

Mrs.  Halm. 
He's  really  going  ? 

Guldstad. 

Seems  so,  I  admit. 
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Stiver. 

[Coming.] 
He's  going,  madam! 

Mrs.  Halu. 

We're  aware  of  it  I 

SnvEH. 

A  most  unfortunate  puDctilio. 
He'll  keep  hb  word;  his  stubbornness  I  know. 
In  tlie  Gazette  he'll  put  us  all  by  name; 
Mv  love  will  figure  under  leaded  headings, 
AVidi  jilts,  and  twins,  and  eountermanded  wed- 
dings. 
Listen;   I  tell  you,  if  it  weren't  for  shame, 
I  would  propose  an  armistice,  a  truce — 
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GULDSTAD. 

[Sees  a  glimpse  of  Falk  and  Svanhild,  who  separate, 
Falk  going  to  the  background;  Svanhild  remains 
standing  hidden  by  the  summer-house,] 

Hold,  we  have  the  clue! 
Madam,  one  word ! — Falk  does  not  mean  to  go. 
Or  if  he  does,  he  means  it  as  a  friend. 

Stiver. 
How,  you  believe  then —  ? 

Mrs.  Halm. 

What  do  you  intend  ? 

GuLDSTAD. 

With  the  least  possible  delay  1*11  show 
That  matters  move  precisely  as  you  would. 
Merely  a  word  in  private — 

Mrs.  Halm. 

Very  good. 
[They  go  togeiJier  into  the  garden  and  are  seen 
from  tims  to  time  in  lively  conversation. 

Stiver. 

Descending    into    the    garden  discovers   Falk,    wJw  is 
standing  by  the  water  and  gazing  over  it!\ 

These  poets  are  mere  men  of  vengeance,  we 
State  servants  understand  diplomacy. 
I  need  to  labour  for  myself — 

[Seeing  Strawman,  who  enters  from  the  garden- 
room^ 

Well  met ! 
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Strawman. 
[On  the  verandah.] 
He's  really  leaving! 

[Gaing  down  to  SrtvtB 
Ab,  my  dear  air,  let 
Me  beg  you  juat  a  moment  to  go  in 
And  hold  my  wife — 

Stiver. 

I — hold  her,  sir? 


Stbawhan. 


Id 


In  talk.    The  little  ones  and  we  are  so 
TJnused  to  t>e  divided,  there  is  no 
Escaping — 

[Hi»  wife  and  children  appear  in  thed» 
Ha!   already  on  my  trAtl. 


Mrs.  Stbawman. 
Where  are  you,  Strawman  ? 


J 
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Which  I  shall  now  proceed  to  cite  at  large. 

[Ushers  her  politely  into  the  room,  and  follows 
himse^.  Yaijs.  comes  forward;  he  and  Sthaw- 
MAN  meet;  they  regard  one  another  a  moment 
in  silence. 

Strawman. 
Well? 

Paul. 
Well? 

Strawman. 
Falk! 

Falk. 

Pastor! 

Strawman. 

Are  you  less 
Intractable  than  when  we  parted  ? 

Falk 

Nay, 

I  go  my  own  inexorable  way — 

Strawman. 
Even  tho'  you  crush  another's  happiness  ? 

Falk. 

I  plant  the  flower  of  knowledge  in  its  place. 

[Smiling, 
If,  by  the  way,  you  have  not  ceased  to  think 
Of  the  Gazette— 
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Strawman. 
Ah.  that  was  all  a  jokr  ? 


Yes,  pluck  up  couruf!)-,  that  will  turn  to  smoke 
I  hreak  the  ice  in  action,  not  in  ink, 

Sthawman. 
But  even  thoujih  vuii  .tpHre  me.  sure  enoUfi;h 
There's  one  who  won't  so  lightly  let  me  off; 
He  iiiis  the  ailvantng*',  anrf  he  won't  (oreito  it. 
That  lawyer's  clerk — and  'tia  to  you  I  owe  it; 
You  raked  the  ashes  of  our  faded  flnines. 
And  you  may  take  your  oath  he  won't  \te  still 
If  ome  I  mutter  hul  a  syllahle 
Against  the  bmi'^n  bluster  of  his  claims. 
These  civil-senice  gentlemen,  they  say. 
Are  vciy  potent  in  the  press  to-day. 
A  trumpery  paragraph  can  lay  me  low, 
Onw  printed  in  that  Samson-like  Gazette 
That  with  the  jaw  of  asses  fells  its  foe, 
And  runs  away  witli  tackle  and  with  net, 
Especially  towards  the  quarter  day — 

Falk. 

[Acquiescing.] 

Ah,  were  there  scandal  in  the  case,  indeed — 

Straw  MAN. 
[De»pondenily.] 
No  matter.    Read  its  columns  with  good  heed. 
You'll  see  me  offered  up  to  Vengeance. 


AcrniJ  LOVE'S  COMEDY  489 

Falk. 

[Whimsically.] 

Nay, 

To  retribution — ^well-earaed  punishment. 
Thro'  all  our  life  there  runs  a  Nemesis, 
Which  may  delay,  but  never  will  relent. 
And  grants  to  none  exception  or  release. 
Who  wrongs  the  Ideal  ?    Straight  there  rushes  in 
The  Press,  its  guardian  with  the  Argus  eye. 
And  the  offender  suffers  for  his  sin. 

Strawman. 

But  in  the  name  of  heaven,  what  pledge  have  I 
Given  this  "Ideal"  that's  ever  on  your  tongue? 
I'm  married,  have  a  family,  twelve  young 
And  helpless  innocents  to  clothe  and  keep; 
I  have  my  daily  calls  on  every  side. 
Churches  remote  and  glebe  and  pasture  wide. 
Great  herds  of  breeding  cattle,  ghostly  sheep — 
All  to  be  watched  and  cared  for,  dipt  and  fed, 
Grain  to  be  winnowed,  compost  to  be  spread; — 
Wanted  all  day  in  shippon  and  in  stall, 
What  time  have  /  to  serve  the  "Ideal*'  withal? 

Falk. 

Then  get  you  home  with  what  dispatch  you  may. 
Creep  snugly  in  before  the  winter-cold; 
Ix>ok,  in  young  Norway  dawns  at  last  the  day. 
Thousand  brave  hearts  are  in  its  ranks  enroll'd. 
Its  banners  in  the  morning  breezes  play! 

Strawman. 

And  if,  young  man,  I  were  to  take  my  way 
W^ith  bag  and  baggage  home,  with  everj'thing 
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imn 


That  made  me  yesterday  a  little  king. 
Were  mine  the  only  volte  face  to-day? 
Think  you  I  carry  back  the  wealth  I  brought? 

\As  Falk  ia  about  to  answer- 
Nay,  listen,  let  me  first  explain  my  thought. 

[Coming  nearer. 
Time  was  when  I  was  young,  like  you,  and  playec! 
Like  you,  the  unconquerable  Titan's  part;  y  | 

Year  after  year  I  toiled  and  moiled  for  bread,     ■! 
Which  hardens  a  man's  hand,  but  not  his  heart.^^ 
For  northern  fells  my  lonety  home  surrounded. 
And  by  my  parish  bounds  my  world  was  bounded. 
My  home — Ah,  Falk,  I  wonder,  do  you  know 
What  home  is  ? 


Falk. 
[CurUy.] 
I  have  never  known. 


Strawman. 

Just  so. 

That  is  a  home,  where  five  may  dwell  with  ease, 
Tho'  two  would  be  a  crowd,  if  enemies. 
That  is  a  home,  where  alt  vour  thoujihts  play  free 
iiid  girls  about  Ihcir  father's  knee. 


I 


A»  111. 


ACTinJ  LOVE'S  COMEDY  441 

Strawman. 

Where  you  but  jeered  and  flouted. 
So  utterly  unlike  God  made  us  two! 
Fm  bare  of  that  he  lavished  upon  you. 
But  I  have  won  the  game  where  you  were  routed. 
Seen  from  the  clouds,  full  many  a  wayside  grain 
Of  truth  seems  empty  chaff  and  husks.    YouM  soar 
To  heaven,  I  scarcely  reach  the  stable  door. 
One  bird's  an  eagle  bom — 

Falk. 

And  one  a  hen. 

Strawman. 

Yes,  laugh  away,  and  say  it  be  so,  grant 
I  am  a  hen.    There  clusters  to  my  cluck 
A  crowd  of  little  chickens, — which  you  want! 
And  I've  the  hen's  high  spirit  and  her  pluck. 
And  for  my  little  ones  forget  myself. 
You  think  me  dull,  I  know  it.    Possibly 
You  pass  a  harsher  judgment  yet,  decree 
Me  over  covetous  of  worldly  pelf. 
Good,  on  that  head  we  will  not  disagree. 

[Seizes  Falk's  arm  and  continues  in  a  low  tone 
but  vnth  gaihering  vehemence. 

You're  right,  I'm  dull  and  dense  and  grasping,  yes; 
But  grasping  for  my  God-given  babes  and  wife. 
And  dense  from  struggling  blindly  for  bare  life, 
And  dull  from  sailing  seas  of  loneliness. 
Just  when  the  pinnace  of  my  youthful  dream 
Into  the  everlasting  deep  went  down, 
Another  started  from  the  ocean  stream 
Borne  with  a  fair  wind  onward  to  life's  crown. 
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Ucr  ni 


For  every  dream  that  vanbhed  in  the  wave. 

For  every  buoyant  plume  that  broke  asunder, 

(!od  sent  me  in  return  a  little  Wonder, 

And  {gratefully  I  took  the  good  He  gave. 

For  them  I  strove,  for  them  amassed,  annexed.— 

For  them,  for  them,  explained  the  Holy  text: 

My  clustering  girla.  my  garden  of  delight! 

On  them  you've  poured  the  venom  of  your  spite! 

Voii'\'o  proved,  with  all  the  cunning  of  the  sdioob. 

My  bliss  was  but  the  paradise  of  fools, 

Tliat  all  I  took  for  earnest  was  a  jest; — 

Now  I  implore,  give  me  my  quiet  breast 

.\gain.  the  flawless  peace  of  mind  I  had — 


I'rove,  in  a  word. 


Fai^. 

'our  title  to  be  glad  P 
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Falk. 

[Haughiily.] 

I  stamp  no  copper  Happiness  as  gold. 

Strawman. 
[Looking  fixedly  at  him,'\ 

Remember  then  that,  lately,  one  whose  scent 
For  truth  is  of  the  keenest  told  us  this: 

[With  uplifted  finger. 
"There  runs  through  all  our  life  a  Nemesis, 
Which  may  delay,  but  never  will  relent." 

[He  goes  towards  the  hottse. 

Stiver. 

-oming  out   with  glasses  on,  and  an  open  book  in  his 

hand,] 

Pastor,  you  must  come  flying  like  the  blast! 
Your  girls  are  sobbing — 

The  Children. 
[In  the  doorway,] 

Pa! 

Stiver. 

And  Madam  waiting! 

[Strawman  goes  in. 

This  lady  has  no  talent  for  debating. 

[Puis  the  book  and  glasses  in  his  pocket,  and 
approaches  Falk. 
Falk! 

Falk. 
Yes! 
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Stiver. 
I  hope  you've  changed  your  mind  at  last? 

Fale. 


Why  so? 


Stiver, 


For  obvious  reasons.    To  betray 
Communications  made  in  confidence. 
Is  conduct  utterly  without  defence. 
They  must  not  pass  the  lips. 

Falk. 

No,  I've  beard  sty 
It  is  at  times  a  risky  game  to  play. 


The  very  devil! 
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Falk. 
That's  penal,  is  it — such  an  oversight  ? 

Stiver. 

[Mysteriously.] 

It  can  a  servant  of  the  state  compel 
To  beg  for  his  dismissal  out  of  hand. 
On  us  officials  lies  a  strict  command. 
Even  by  the  hearth  to  be  inscrutable. 

Falk. 

0  those  despotical  authorities. 

Muzzling  the — clerk  that  treadeth  out  the  grain! 

Stiver. 

[Shrugging  his  shoulders.] 

It  is  the  law;  to  murmur  is  in  vain. 

Moreover,  at  a  moment  such  as  this. 

When  salary  revision  is  in  train. 

It  is  not  well  to  advertise  one's  views 

Of  office  time's  true  function  and  right  use* 

That's  why  I  beg  you  to  be  silent;  look, 

A  word  may  forfeit  my — 

Falk. 

Portfolio  ? 

Stiver. 

Officially  it's  called  a  transcript  book; 
A  protocol's  the  clasp  upon  the  veil  of  snow 
That  shrouds  the  modest  breast  of  the  Bureau. 
What  lies  beneath  you  must  not  seek  to  know. 


LOVE'S  COMEDY 


And  yet  I  only  spoke  at  your  desire; 
You  hinted  at  your  literary  crop. 

SnvBB. 

How  should  I  guess  he'd  grove]  in  the  mire 
So  deep,  this  parson  perch'd  on  fortune's  top, 
A  man  with- snug  appointments,  children,  wife. 
Anil  money  to  defy  the  ills  of  life.' 
If  such  a  man  prove  such  a  Philistine, 
What  shall  of  us  poor  copyists  be  said  ? 
Of  nw.  who  drive  the  quill  and  rule  the  line, 
A  man  engaged  and  shortly  to  be  wed, 
With  family  in  prospect — and  so  forth? 

[More  vthrmenii 
O,  if  I  only  had  a  well-lined  berth. 
I'd  bind  the  armour'd  helmet  on  mv  head. 
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Stiver. 
[Stepping  back.] 
You  mean,  to  break  the  engagement — ? 

Falk. 

That's  my  mind; — 
The  fruit  is  gone,  why  keep  the  empty  rind  ? 

Stiver. 

Such  a  proposal's  for  a  green  young  shoot. 

Not  for  a  man  of  judgment  and  repute. 

I  heed  not  what  King  Christian  in  his  time 

(The  Fifth)  laid  down  about  engagements  broken* 

off; 
For  that  relationship  is  nowhere  spoken  of 
In  anv  rubric  of  the  code  of  crime. 
The  act  would  not  be  criminal  in  name. 
It  would  in  no  way  violate  the  laws — 

Falk. 
Why  there,  you  see  then! 

Stiver. 

[Firmly,] 

Yes,  but  all  the  same, — 
I  must  reject  all  pleas  in  such  a  cause. 
Staunch  comrades  we  have  been  in  times  of  dearth; 
Of  life's  disport  she  asks  but  little  share. 
And  I'm  a  homely  fellow,  long  aware 
(lod  made  me  for  the  ledger  and  the  hearth. 
I>et  others  emulate  the  eagle's  flight, 
Life  in  the  lowly  plains  may  be  as  bright. 
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What  does  his  Escelknt-v  Ooelhe  say 
About  the  while  and  shining  milkv  way? 
Man  may  not  there  the  milk  of  fortune  skim, 
Nor  is  the  butter  of  it  meant  for  him. 


Falk. 

Why,  even  were  fortune -churning  our  life's  goal. 
The  labour  must  be  guided  by  the  soul; — 
Be  citizens  of  the  time  thai  is^but  then 
Make  the  lime  worthy  of  the  t-itizcn. 
In  homely  things  lurks  beauty,  without  doubt. 
But  watchful  eye  and  brain  must  draw  it  out. 
Not  every  man  who  loves  the  soil  he  turns 
May  therefore  claim  to  be  another  Bums.  _ 


Stiver. 
our  proper  path  pursue. 


I 
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With  hope  still  ardent,  and  with  faith  still  sweet; 
You  preach  the  wretched  gospel  of  the  hour. 
That  the  Ideal  is  secondary! 

Stiver. 

No! 
It's  primary:  appointed,  like  the  flower. 
To  generate  the  fruit,  and  then  to  go. 

[Indoors^  Miss  Jat  plays  and  sings:  **In  the 
Oloaming,**  Stiver  stands  listening  in  silent 
emoHon. 

With  the  same  melody  she  calls  me  yet 

Which  thrilled  me  to  the  heart  when  first  we  met. 

[Lays  his  hand  on  Falk's  arm  and  gazes  in- 
tently at  him. 

Oft  as  she  wakens  those  pathetic  notes. 
From  the  white  keys  reverberating  floats 
An  echo  of  the  "yes"  that  made  her  mine. 
And  when  our  passions  shall  one  day  decline. 
To  live  again  as  friendship,  to  the  last 
That  song  shall  link  that  present  to  this  past. 
And  what  tho'  at  the  desk  my  back  grow  round. 
And  my  day's  work  a  battle  for  mere  bread. 
Yet  joy  will  lead  me  homeward,  where  the  dead 
Enchantment  will  be  born  again  in  sound. 
If  one  poor  bit  of  evening  we  can  claim, 
I  shall  come  off  undamaged  from  the  game! 

[He  goes  into  the  house,  Falk  turns  towards 
the  summer-house,  Svanhild  com£s  out,  she 
is  pale  and  agitated.  They  gaze  at  each  other 
in  silence  a  moment,  and  fling  themselves 
impetuously  into  each  other's  arms. 
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Falk. 

O.  Svanhitd,  let  us  battle  side  by  side! 

Thou  fresh  glad  blossom  flowering  by  the  tomb - 

See  what  the  life  is  that  they  call  youth's  bloom! 

There's  coffin-stench  of  bridegroom  and  of  bride; 

There's  coffin-stench  wherever  two  go  by 

At  the  street  comer,  smiling  outwardly. 

With  falsehood's  reeking  sepulchre  beneath, 

Anij  in  their  blood  the  apathy  of  death. 

And  this  they  think  is  living!    Heaven  and  earth, 

Is  siK'h  a  load  so  many  antics  worth  P 

For  such  an  end  to  haul  up  babes  in  shoals, 

Tu  pamper  them  with  honesty  and  reason. 

To  ffcd  them  fat  with  faith  one  sorrj'  season, 

For  service,  after  killing-day,  as  souls  ? 


SVANHILD. 


'alk.  let  us  travel 
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Each  his  own  hand  from  Paradise  has  driven, 
Then,  splash!  into  the  sulphur  to  the  neck! 
But  none  has  any  inkling  where  he  lies. 
Each  thinks  himself  a  knight  of  Paradise, 
And  each  sits  smiling  between  howl  and  howl; 
And  if  the  Fiend  come  by  with  jeer  and  growl. 
With   horns,  and  hoofs,  and  things  yet  more  ab- 
horred,— 
Then  each  man  jogs  the  neighbour  at  his  jowl : 
"  Off  with  your  hat,  man !    See,  there  goes  the  Lord ! " 

SVANHILD. 

[After  a  brief,  thoughtful  silence.] 

How  marvellous  a  love  my  steps  has  led 

To  this  sweet  trj^sting  place !    My  life  that  sped 

In  frolic  and  fantastic  visions  gay, 

Henceforth  shall  grow  one  ceaseless  working  day! 

O  God!  I  wandered  groping, — all  was  dim: 

Thou  gavest  me  light — and  I  discovered    him! 

[Gazing  at  Falk  in  love  and  wonder. 

Whence  is  that  strength  of  thine,  thou  mighty  tree 
That  stand 'st  unshaken  in  the  wind-wrecked  wood, 
That  stand 'st  alone,  and  vet  canst  shelter  me — ? 

Falk. 
God's  truth,  my  Svanhild; — that  gives  fortitude. 

SVANHILD. 

[]Vith  a  shy  glance  towards  the  house !\ 

They  came  like  tempters,  evilly  inclined. 
Each  spokesman  for  his  half  of  humankind. 
One  asking:    How  can  true  love  reach  its  goal 
When  riches'  leaden  weight  subdues  the  soul? 
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•Jeed  ?  ' 


The  other  asking:    How  can  fme  love 
When  life's  a  battle  to  Ihe  death  with  Need? 

0  horrible! — lo  bid  tiie  world  receive 
That  teaching  as  the  truth,  and  yet  to  live! 

Falk. 
How  if  'twere  meant  for  ua  ? 

SVANHILD. 

For  us  ?— What,  th^xi 
Can  outward  faith  control  the  wills  of  men? 

1  have  already  said:   if  thou'lt  stand  fast, 
I'll  dare  and  suffer  by  thee  to  the  last. 
How  light  to  listen  to  the  gospel's  voice. 

To  leave  one's  home  behind,  to  weep,  rejoice. 
And  take  with  God  the  husband  of  one's  choice  ! 

Falk.  ^H 

[Embracing  her,]  ^H| 

Come  then,  and  blow  thy  worst,  thou  winter  weatb^r 
We  stand  unshaker^.  fnr  we  stand  together! 

[Mrs.  H.VLM  and  Gulustad  conui  in  from  tJae 
right  in  the  background. 
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GULDSTAD. 

Do  you  doubt  it  now  ? 

Mrs.  Halm. 
This  is  most  singular. 

GuLDSTAD. 

O,  I've  noted  how 
His  work  of  late  absorb 'd  his  interest. 

Mrs.  Halm. 

[To  herself.] 

^Yho  would  have  fancied  Svanhild  was  so  sly  ? 

[Vivaciously  to  Guldbtad. 
But  no — I  can't  think. 

Guldstad. 

Put  it  to  the  test. 

Mrs.  Halm. 
Now»  on  the  spot  ? 

Guldstad. 

Yes,  and  decisively! 

Mrs.  Halm. 
[Giving  him  her  hand.] 

God's  blessing  with  you! 

Guldstad. 
[Oravely,] 

Thanks,  it  may  bestead. 
[Comes  to  the  front. 
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lAfTU: 


Mh«.  Halm. 

[iMolcinfi  ImicIc  n#  ^A*  gofn  toirarii»  the  hoH»e^ 
Whichever  way  it  g<M:s,  my  child  is  k^\. 

[Gofi  in, 
(Idi-dstad. 
[Approaching  Fauc.] 
ll'HiHte,  1  think? 

Fauc. 
Ten  minutes  and  I  go. 

GULDSTAD. 

SufTinent  (or  my  purpose. 

SVANIIILD. 

[Going  ^ 

Farewell. 

GrLDBTAD, 


Shall  I  ? 

GuLDBTAD. 

Until  you've  answered  me. 
It's  time  we  squared  accounts.    It's  time  we  three 
Talked  out  for  once  together  from  the  heart. 

Falk. 
[Taken  ahack^ 


\ 
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GULDSTAD. 

Yes, — all  disguises  flung  apart. 

Falk. 
[Suppressing  a  smile,] 

O,  at  your  service. 

GuLDSTAD. 

Very  good,  then  hear. 
We've  been  acquainted  now  for  half  a  year; 
We've  wrangled — 

Falk. 

Yes. 

GuLDSTAD. 

We've  been  in  constant  feud; 
We've  changed  hard  blows  enough.    You  fought — 


alone- 


For  a  sublime  ideal:  I  as  one 

Among  the  money-grubbing  multitude. 

And  vet  it  seemed  as  if  a  chord  united 

Us  two,  as  if  a  thousand  thoughts  that  lay 

Deep  in  my  own  youth's  memory  benighted 

Had  started  at  your  bidding  into  day. 

Yes,  I  amaze  you.    But  this  hair  grey-sprinkled 

Once  fluttered  brown  in  spring-time,  and  this  brow. 

Which  daily  occupation  moistens  now 

With  sweat  of  labour,  was  not  always  wrinkled. 

Enough;  I  am  a  man  of  business,  hence — 

Falk. 
[With  gentle  sarcasm,] 

You  are  the  type  of  practical  good  sense. 
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Gur.DSTAD. 

Anil  you  arc  hope's  own  singer  young  and  fain. 
[Stepping  betii-cen  llu 
Just  therefore,  Falk  and  Svanhild,  I  am  hen-. 
Now  let  us  talk,  then;  for  the  hour  is  near 
Which  brings  good  hap  or  sorrow  in  its  train. 

Falk. 
[In  rajpeiue.] 
Speak, then! 

G ITLDSTAD. 

[Smiling.] 
My  ground  is,  as  I  said  last  nigfa' 
A  kind  of  poetry — 

Fai*. 

In  practice. 

GULDSTAD. 

[Nodding  slowly,] 

Right; 


I 
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GULDSTAD. 

No,  wait  till  I  conclude. 
I  should  not  ask  so  much  of  others.    You, 
Svanhild,  I*ve  learnt  to  fathom  thro'  and  thro'; 
You  are  too  sensible  to  play  the  prude. 
I  watched  expand,  unfold,  your  little  life; 
A  perfect  woman  I  divined  within  you, 
But  long  I  only  saw  a  daughter  in  you; — 
Now  I  ask  of  you — will  you  be  my  wife  ? 

[SvANHiLD  draws  back  in  embarrassment. 

Falk. 

[Seizing  his  arm,] 
Hold! 

GuLDSTAD. 

Patience;   she  must  answer.    Put  your  own 
Question; — then  her  decision  will  be  free. 

Falk. 
I — do  you  say  ? 

GuLDSTAD. 

[Looking  steadily  at  him.] 

The  happiness  of  three 
Lives  is  at  stake  to-day, — not  mine  alone. 
Don't  fancy  it  concerns  you  less  than  me; 
For  tho'  base  matter  is  my  chosen  sphere. 
Yet  nature  made  me  something  of  a  seer. 
Yes,  Falk,  you  love  her.    Gladly,  I  confess, 
I  saw  your  young  love  bursting  into  flower. 
But  this  young  passion,  with  its  lawless  power. 
May  be  the  ruin  of  her  happiness. 
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Falk. 

[Firing  up.] 
You  have  the  face  to  say  so? 

Gu  LOST  AD, 

[QuUtI).] 
Sav  now  vou  won  her— 


Years  give  right. 


Falk. 

[Defiantly.] 


And  what  then? 


Gdldstad. 
[Slowly  and  empluUically.] 
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Falk. 
Last  night  ? 

GULDSTAD. 

Last  night.     You  know  the  parson's  dame — 

Falk. 
What ?     It  was  she,   then,  who — 

GuLDSTAD. 

Who  lit  the  flame. 
Long  I  remembered  her  with  keen  regret. 
And  still  in  mv  remembrance  she  arose 
As  the  young  lovely  woman  that  she  was 
When  in  life's  buoyant  spring-time  first  we  met. 
And  that  same  foolish  fire  you  now  are  fain 
To  light,  that  game  of  hazard  you  would  dare. 
See,  that  is  why  I  call  to  you — beware! 
The  game  is  perilous!    Pause,  and  think  again! 

Falk. 

No,  to  the  whole  tea-caucus  I  declared 
My  fixed  and  unassailable  belief — 

GuLDSTAD. 

[Completing  his  sentence.] 

That  heartfelt  love  can  weather  unimpaired 
Custom,  and  Poverty,  and  Age,  and  Grief. 
Well,  say  it  be  so;   possibly  you're  right; 
But  see  the  matter  in  another  light. 
What   love   is,  no  man  ever  told  us — whence 
It  issues,  that  ecstatic  confidence 
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That  one  life  may  fulfil  itself  in  Iwo.^ 
To  this  no  mortal  ever  found  the  clue. 
But   marriage  is  a  pr&otical  eoDcenii 
As  also  is  betrothal,  my  gool  sir — 
And  by  experience  easily  we  learn 
That  we  are  fitted  just  for   her,   or  her. 
But  love,  you  know,  goes  blindly  to  its  fate. 
Chooses  a  woman,  not  a  wife,  for  mate; 
And  what  if  uow  this  chosen  woman  was 
No  wife  for  you —  ? 

Falk. 

[In  intense,] 

Well  ? 


GtXDSTAO. 

[Shrugging  hlj  ghouldrrs.] 
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GULDSTAD. 

Hear  a  golden  counsel  then. 
Use  your  experience;   watch  your  fellow-men. 
How  every  loving  couple  struts  and  swaggers 
Like  millionaires  among  a  world  of  beggars. 
They  scamper  to  the  altar,  lad  and  lass. 
They  make  a  home  and,  drunk  with  exultation. 
Dwell  for  awhile  within  its  walls  of  glass. 
Then  comes  the  day  of  reckoning; — out,  alas. 
They're  bankrupt,  and  their  house  in  liquidation! 
Bankrupt  the  bloom  of  youth  on  woman's  brow. 
Bankrupt  the  flower  of  passion  in  her  breast. 
Bankrupt  the  husband's  battle-ardour  now. 
Bankrupt  each  spark  of  passion  he  possessed. 
Bankrupt  the  whole  estate,  below,  above, — 
And  yet  this  broken  pair  were  once  confessed 
A  first-class  house  in  all  the  wares  of  love* 

Falk. 

[Vehemently.] 
That  is  a  lie! 

GuLDSTAD. 

[Unmoved,] 

Some  hours  ago  'twas  true 
However.    I  have  only  quoted  you; — 
In  these  same  words  you  challenged  to  the  field 
The  "caucus"  with  love's  name  upon  your  shield. 
Then  rang  repudiation  fast  and  thick 
From  all  directions,  as  from  you  at  present; 
Incredible,  I  know;   who  finds  it  pleasant 
To  hear  the  name  of  death  when  he  is  sick  ? 
Look  at  the  priest!    A  painter  and  composer 
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(.uTni 


Of  taste  and  spirit  when  he  wooed  his  bride; — 
What  wonder  if  the  man  became  n  proser 
AVlieii  stie  was  snugly  §ettled  by  his  side? 
To  be  his  lady-love  she  was  most  fit; 
To  be  his  wife,  tho" — not  a  bit  of  it. 
And  then  the  clerk,  who  once  wrote  clever  numl*n? 
No  sooner  was  the  gallant  plighted,  fixed. 
Tlian  ail  his  rhymes  ran  t-outiter  and  frot  mixed: 
And  now  his  Mtise  continuously  slumlxrrs, 
Lullabied  by  the  law's  eternal  hum. 
Thus  you  see —  [Lookn  at  Svanhii-O. 

Are  JQU  cold  ? 

SVANUILD. 

[s»rtW 


Falk. 
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And  permanent  postponement  of  the  gout. 

It  may  be  built  on  lips  of  rosy  red. 

On  sparkling  eyes  and  locks  of  flowing  gold, 

On  trust  these  glories  never  will  be  shed. 

Nor  the  dread  hour  of  periwigs  be  tolled. 

It  may  be  built  on  thoughts  that  glow  and  quiver, — 

Flowers  blowing  in  the  sandy  wilderness, — 

On  hearts  that,  to  the  end  of  life,  for  ever 

Throb  with  the  passion  of  the  primal  "yes." 

To  dealings  such  as  this  the  world  extends 

One  epithet:   'tis  known  as  "humbug,"  friends. 

Falk. 

I  see,  you  are  a  dangerous  attorney. 

You — well-to-do,  a  millionaire,  maybe; 

While  two  broad  backs  could  carry  in  one  journey 

All  that  beneath  the  sun  belongs  to  me. 

GULDSTAD. 

[Sharply,] 
What  do  you  mean  ? 

Falk. 

That  is  not  hard  to  see. 
For  the  sound  way  of  building,  I  suppose. 
Is  just  with  cash — the  wonder-working  paint 
That  round  the  widow's  batten 'd  forehead  throws 
The  aureole  of  a  young  adored  saint. 

GuLDSTAD. 

O  no,  'tis  something  better  that  I  meant. 
'Tis  the  still  flow  of  generous  esteem. 
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Which  no  less  honours  the  recipieat 

Than  does  young  rapture's  giddy-whirling  dream. 

It  is  the  feehng  of  the  blessedness 

Of  Ber\ice,  and  home  quiet,  and  tender  ties. 

The  joy  of  mutual  self-sacrifice, 

Of  keeping  watch  lest  any  stone  distress 

Her  foolsteps  wheresoe'er  her  pathway  lies; 

It  is  the  healing  arm  of  a  true  friend. 

The  manly  muscle  that  no  burdens  bend. 

The  constancy  no  length  of  years  decays. 

The  arm  that  stoutly  lifts  and  firmly  stays. 

This,  Svanhild,  is  the  contribution  I 

Bring  to  your  fortune's  fabric:   now,  reply. 

[Svanhild  vmkes  an  effort  to  speak;  Gcuistaz) 
lifts  his  hand  to  check  her. 
Consider  well  before  you  give  your  voice! 
With  clear  deliberation  make  your  choice. 


Falk. 

And  how  have  you  discovered— 


J 


That  you  love  hrr  ? 
1  your  eyes  'twas  easy  to  discover. 
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Then  it  is  I  who  triumph  in  very  deed; 
You're  happy,  and  for  nothing  else  I  fought. 

[To  Falk. 

And,  apropos — just  now  you  spoke  of  cash. 

Trust  me,  'tis  little  more  than  tinsell'd  trash. 

I  have  no  ties,  stand  perfectly  alone; 

To  you  I  will  make  over  all  I  own; 

My  daughter  she  shall  be,  and  you  my  son. 

You  know  I  have  a  business  by  the  border: 

There  I'll  retire,  you  set  your  home  in  order. 

And  we'll  foregather  when  a  year  is  gone. 

Now,  Falk,  you  know  me;   with  the  same  precision 

Observe  yourself:   the  voyage  down  life's  stream. 

Remember,  is  no  pastime  and  no  dream. 

Now,  in  the  name  of  God — make  your  decision! 

[Goes  into  the  house.    Pause.    Falk  and  Svan- 
HiLD  look  shyly  at  each  other. 


You  are  so  pale. 


Falk. 

Svanhild. 

And  you  so  silent. 

Falk. 


True, 


Svanhild. 
He  smote  us  hardest. 


Falk. 

[To  himself.] 

Stole  mv  armour,  too. 
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SVANHILD. 

What  blows  he  struck! 


Falk. 

He  knew  to  place  them  w« 

Stanhild. 
All  seemed  to  go  to  pieces  where  they  fell. 

[Coming  nearer  to  h  < 
Hdw  rich  in  one  another's  wealth  before 
W'-  were,  when  all  had  left  us  in  despite, 
An<]  Thought  rose  upward  like  the  echoing  roar 
Of  breakers  in  the  silence  of  the  night. 
^\"ilh  exultation  then  we  faced  the  fray, 
And  confidence  that  Love  is  lord  of  death; — 
He  tame  with  worldly  cunning,  stole  our  faith. 
Sowed  doubt, — and  all  the  glory  pass'd  away! 
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SVANHILD. 

Hence  with  hopes  that  snair! 
If  you  sow  falsehood,  you  must  reap  despair. 
For  others  true,  you  say  ?    And  do  you  doubt 
That  each  of  them,  like  us,  is  sure,  alike. 
That  he's  the  man  the  lightning  will  not  strike. 
And  no  avenging  thunder  will  find  out. 
Whom  the  blue  storm-cloud,  scudding  up  the  sky 
On  wings  of  tempest,  never  can  come  nigh  ? 

Falk. 

The  others  split  their  souls  on  scattered  ends: 
Thy  single  love  my  being  comprehends. 
They're  hoarse  with  yelling  in  life's  Babel  dio: 
I  in  this  quiet  shelter  fold  thee  in. 

SVANHILD. 

But  if  love,  notwithstanding,  should  decay »> 
^-Love  being  Happiness's  single  stay — 
Could  you  avert,  then,  Happiness's  fall  ? 

Falk. 
No,  mv  love's  ruin  were  the  wreck  of  alL 

SVANHILD. 

And  can  you  promise  me  before  the  Lord 
That  it  will  last,  not  drooping  like  the  flower^ 
But  smell  as  sweet  as  now  till  life's  last  hour? 

Falk. 
[After  a  short  pause,] 
It  will  last  long. 
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SVANHILD, 

[With  anguinh.] 
"I.ong!"  "Long!" — Poor  starveling  word! 
Can  "long"  give  any  comfort  in  Love's  need? 
It  is  her  death-doom,  blight  upon  her  seed, 
"My  faith  is,  Love  wiJI  never  pass  away" — 
That   song  must  cease,  and  in  its  stead  be  hea.i 
"My  faith  is,  that  I  loved  yoii  veaterdBvl" 

[As  npliftfd  hy  hurptraii^ 
No,  no,  not  tlius  our  day  of  bliss  shall  wane. 
Flag  drearily  to  west  in  clouds  and  rain;— 
But  at  high  noontide,  when  il  is  most  bright- 
Plunge  sudden.  like  a  meteor,  into  night! 

Falk. 
[In  angnUh.] 
What  would  you,  Svaiihild  ? 

SVANHILD. 


J 
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SVANHILD. 

And  near  me  what  were  left — if  Love  depart  ? 

Falk. 
A  home! 

SVANHILD. 

Where  Joy  would  gasp  in  mortal  strife. 

[Firmly. 
It  was  not  given  to  me  to  be  your  wife. 
That  is  the  clear  conviction  of  my  heart! 
In  courtship's  merry  pastime  I  can  lead, 
But  not  sustain  your  spirit  in  its  need. 

[Nearer  and  with  gathering  fire. 
Now  we  have  revell'd  out  a  feast  of  spring; 
No  thought  of  slumber's  sluggard  couch  come  nigh ! 
Let  Joy  amid  delirious  song  make  wing 
And  flock  with  choirs  of  cherubim  on  high. 
And  tho'  the  vessel  of  our  fate  capsize, 
One  plank  yet  breasts  the  waters,  strong  to  save; — 
The  fearless  swimmer  reaches  Paradise! 
Let  Joy  go  down  into  his  watery  grave; 
Our  Love  shall  yet  in  triumph,  by  God's  hand. 
Be  borne  from  out  the  wreckage  safe  to  land  \ 

Falk. 

O,  I  divine  thee!    But — to  sever  thus! 

Now,  when  the  portals  of  the  world  stand  wide, — 

When  the  blue  spring  is  bending  over  us. 

On  the  same  day  that  plighted  thee  my  bride! 

SVANHILD. 

Just  therefore  must  we  part.    Our  joy's  torch  fire 
Will  from  this  moment  wane  till  it  expire! 
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And  when  at  last  our  worldly  days  are  spent. 

And  face  to  face  with  our  great  Judge  we  stand, 

And.  as  a  righteous  God,  he  shall  demand 

Of  us  the  earthly  treasure  that  he  lent — 

Then,  Falk,  we  ciy — past  power  of  Grace  to  save— 

"O  Lord,  we  lost  it  going  to  the  gravel" 

Falk. 
[With  strong  reaolve^ 
Pluck  off  the  ring! 

Stan  HI  LD. 
[WUhfire] 
Wilt  thou? 


Falk. 
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Descend,  my  dream! — I  fling  thee  in  its  stead! 

[Ches  a  few  steps  hctcky  throws  the  ring  into  the 
fjordy  and  approaches  Falk  vnth  a  transfig- 
ured  expression. 

Now  for  this  earthly  life  I  have  foregone  thee, — 
But  for  the  life  eternal  I  have  won  thee! 

Falk. 
[Firmly.] 

And  now  to  the  day's  duties,  each,  alone. 

Our  paths  no  more  will  mingle.    Each  must  wage 

His  warfare  single-handed,  without  moan. 

We  caught  the  fevered  frenzy  of  the  age, 

Fain  without  fighting  to  secure  the  spoil, 

Win  Sabbath  ease,  and  shirk  the  six  days'  toil, 

Tho'  we  are  called  to  strive  and  to  forigo. 

SVANHILD. 

But  not  in  sickness. 

Falk. 

No, — made  strong  by  truth. 
Our  heads  no  penal  flood  will  overflow; 
This  never-dying  memory  of  our  youth 
Shall  gleam  against  the  cloud-wrack  like  the  bow 
Of  promise  flaming  in  its  colours  seven, — 
Sign  that  we  are  in  harmony  with  heaven. 
That  gleam  your  quiet  duties  shall  make  bright — 

Svanhild. 
And  speed  the  poet  In  his  upward  flight! 
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Falk. 

l«crin  I 
1 

The  poet 

yes;   for  poets  all  men  arc 

Wio  see. 

thro'  all  their  labours,  mean  or  great,           1 

Id  pulpit 

or  in  schoolroom,  church  or  state.              | 

The  Idea 

's  lone  beacon -splendour  flan 

e  afar. 

Yes,  upward  is  mv  flight;   the  winged  s 

teed 

Is  saddled 

;   I  am  strong  for  noble  deed 

And  now 

farewell! 

SVANHILD. 

Farewell! 

Falk. 

[ETitbradng  lur.] 

One  kiss!                   | 

Sir. KI till  I. 

1 
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Hurrah  for  love,  God's  glorious  gift  to  men! 

[The  door  opens,  Falk  withdraws  to  the  right; 
the  younger  guests  come  out  with  merry 
laughter. 

The  Young  Girls. 
A  lawn  dance! 

A  Young  Girl. 
Dancing's  life! 

Another. 

A  garland  spread 

With  dewy  blossoms  fresh  on  every  head! 

Several. 
Yes,  to  the  dance,  the  dance! 

All. 

And  ne'er  to  bed ! 

[Stiver  comes  out  with  Strawman  arm  in  arm. 
Mrs.  Strawman  and  the  children  follow. 

Stiver. 
Yes,  you  and  I  henceforward  are  fast  friends. 

Strawman. 
Allied  in  battle  for  our  common  ends. 

Stiver. 
When  the  twin  forces  of  the  State  agree — 

Strawman. 
They  add  to  all  men's — 
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SnvKK. 

Gaiiul 


SfrnwrnKs, 

And  guetr. 
[Mrs.  Halm,  Lind,  Anna.  Gcldrtad.  and 
Miss  Jay,  unlh  tlw  olfur  gventt,  rtwie  nul. 
All  eyes  are  turned  upon  Falk  and  Svaxuiid. 
Grni-ral  amazement  when  they  are  aten  ttand- 
iiig  apart. 

MisH  Jav, 
[Amang  the  Aunts,  clasping  her  liandn.] 
What !    Am  I  awake  or  dreaming,  pray  ? 

LlHU. 
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Miss  Jay. 
Refused! 

The  Aunts, 
Refused ! 

Mrs.  Halm. 

Hush,  ladies,  if  you  pleaae! 

[Goes  across  to  Svanhild. 

Mrs.  Strawman. 

[To  Strawman.] 
Fanc}%  refused ! 

Strawman. 
It  cannot  be! 

Miss  Jay. 

It  is! 

The  Ladif:s. 

[From  mouth  to  mouth.] 

Refused !     Refused !     Refused ! 

[They  gather  in  little  groups  about  tlie  garden. 

Stiver. 
[Dumfounded.] 

H  e    courting  ?     How  r 

Strawman. 

Yes,  think*    He  laugh'd  at  us,  ha,  ha — l)ut  now — 

[They  gaze  at  each  otiier  speechless. 
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[To  LiND.] 

That's  good !     He  was  loo  horrid,  to  be  sure! 

LlND. 

[Embranng  fur.] 

Hurrah,  now  thou  art  mine,  rntire  and  whole. 

[They  tja  outside  into  tkt  garitn, 

GULDSTAD, 

[Looking  back  towards  Svanhiu).] 
Something  is  shattered  Ja  a  Cf?rtain  soul; 
But  what  is  yet  alive  in  it  1*11  cure. 

Sthawman. 
IRernivrina  kimnelf  and  I'mhrannri  SnvEB.l 
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Mrs.  Halm. 

[Aside^  eagerly.] 
And  nothing  binds  you  ? 

SVANHILD. 

Nothing. 

Mrs.  Halm. 

Goody  you  know 
A  daughter's  duty — 

SVANHILD. 

Guide  me,  I  obey. 

Mrs.  Halm. 

Thanks,  child.  [Pointing  to  Guldstad. 

He  is  a  rich  and  comme  ilfavi 
Parti;  and  since  there's  nothing  in  the  way — 

SVANHILD. 

Yes,  there  is  one  condition  I  require! — 
To  leave  this  place. 

Mrs.  Halm. 

Precisely  his  desire. 

SVANHILD. 

And  time — 

Mrs.  Halm. 
How  long  ?    Bethink  you,  fortune's  calling! 
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SvANn!I,t1. 

[tf'ilk  a  quiet  smile^ 
Only  a  little:   till  Ihc  Icavos  arc  falling. 

[iS/ie  gise»  ttiifitnlx  Hit   ivratidak;    Mrs.  Halu 
seek3  Old  GulDstad. 

Strawman. 
[Among  the  (fuesta.] 
One  lesson,  friends,  we  learn  from  this  exampir! 
Tho'  Doubt's  lieleaguering  forces  hem  us  in. 
Yet  Truth  upon  the  Serpent's  head  Rhsll  tmiiiple. 
The  Liiu-se  of  Love  shall  win — 

GuKBTS, 

Yes,  Love  shall  win! 
[Ttieif  emitrace  and  kiaa,  /xit'r  by  jtair.     Oalndl 
to  Ike  left  arc  heard  song  Ofid  laughter. 
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Mrs.  Halm. 

It*s  Lincl  you  seek,  then  ? 

Miss  Jay. 

That's  unfortunate. 
He's  just  engaged — 

An  Aunt. 

And  so,  you  may  be  sure, 
He  cannot  think  of  going  on  a  tour. 

The  Students. 
Engaged ! 

All  the  Students. 

Congratulations ! 

Lind. 
[To  his  comrades,] 

Thanks,  my  friends! 

The  Student. 
[  To  his  comrades.] 

There  goes  our  whole  fish-kettle  in  the  fire! 
Our  tenor  lost!    No  possible  amends! 

Falk. 

oming  from  the  rights  in  summer  suit,  with  students 

cap,  knapsack  and  stick.] 

r\\  sing  the  tenor  in  young  Norway's  choir! 

The  Students. 
You»  Falk!  hurrah! 
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Falk. 

Forth  lo  the  mountains,  romfl 
As  the  bee  hurries  from  her  winter  home! 
A  twofold  music  in  my  bn-ast  I  bear, 
A  cither  with  diver§el)'  Hounding  strings. 
One  for  life's  joy,  u  treble  loud  and  elear. 
And  one  deep  note  that  quivers  as  it  sings. 

[To  inJiiriduah  among  the  SriTDliKTl. 
You  have  the  palette  ?— You  (he  note-book  ?  Good. 
Swarm  then,  my  bees,  into  the  leafy  wood. 
Till  at  nightfall  with  pollen-laden  thigh. 
Home  to  our  mighty  mother-rjueen  we  fly! 

[Turning  lo  the  company,  while  the  Studeniv 
depart  and  the  Chorua  of  the  Firtt  Art  it 
faintly  heard  ouUtde. 
Forgive  me  my  offences  great  and  small. 
I  resent  nothing; —  [Soflly. 
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Miss  Jay. 
[With  an  ironical  courtesy^ 
I  shall  put  on  my  wedding-ring  next  Yule. 

Anna. 

[Similarly^  as  she  takes  Lind's  arm!\ 
My  Lind  will  stay,  the  Church  can  mind  itself — 

LiND. 

[Hiding  his  embarrassment.] 
And  seek  an  opening  in  a  ladies'  school. 

Mrs.  Halm. 
I  cultivate  my  Anna's  capabilities — 

GULDSTAD. 

[Chravely.] 

An  unromantic  poem  I  mean  to  make 
Of  one  who  only  lives  for  duty's  sake. 

Falk. 

[Wiih  a  smile  to  the  whole  company!] 

I  go  to  scale  the  Future's  possibilities! 
Farewell  I  [Softly  to  Svanhild. 

God  bless  thee,  bride  of  my  life's  dawn. 
Where'er  I  be,  to  nobler  deed  thou 'It  wake  me. 

[Waves  his  hat  and  follows  the  Students. 

Svanhild. 
ooks  after  him  a  moment,  then  says,  softly  but  firmly:] 
Now  over  is  my  life,  by  lea  and  lawn, 
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The  leaves  are  falling; — now  the  world  may  lake  me, 
[At  tint  movirni  Ike  piano  strikes  up  a  damr, 
rttid  ckampngne  corks  explode  in  the  Iwk- 
yround,  Tlu>  gentlemen  hurry  to  and  fro 
u-ilk  tlieir  ladies  on  their  arms.  Gpi-dstad 
approaches  Svanuild  and  Imics:  shr  Mrl> 
viomenlarili/.  tlten  collerls  herself  and  yiwi 
/tint  lier  liand.  Mrs.  Hauu  and  her  family, 
v:hn  have  watched  the  scene  in  susfriut, 
throng  about  Ihcm  with  rxprtsnionn  'if  rap- 
ture, which  are  overpowered  bif  lite  music  and 
the  merriment  of  the  dancers  in  Uie  gardm. 
[But  from  the  country  the  following  chorus  ringi 
luud  and  defiant  through  tlie  dance  mujric 


CiioRits  OF  Faijc  and  the  Students. 
And  what  if  I  shattered  my  roaming  bark,    j 
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NOTES 

P.  324.  William  RiuseL    An  original  historic  tragedy,  founded 

upon  the  career  of  the  ill-fated  Lord  William  Russell,  by  An- 

^J^ta  Munch,  cousin  of  the  historian  P.  A.  Munch.     It  was 

Produced  at  Christiania  in  1857,  the  year  of  Ibsen's  return  from 

^igen,  and  reviewed  by  him  in  the  Illustreret  NyhedaUad  for 

^t  year,  Nos.  51  and  52.    Professor  Johan  Storm  of  Chris- 

f>^ia,  to  whose  kindness  I  owe  these  particulars,  adds  that  "it 

IS  rather  a  fine  play  and  created  a  certain  sensation  in  its  time; 

•>ut  Munch  is  forgotten." 

P.  326.  A  gray  old  stager,  Ibsen's  friend  P.  Botten-Hansen, 
^thor  of  the  play  HyldrehryUwpet. 

P.  867.  A  Svanhild,  like  the  old.  In  the  tale  of  the  V5lsungs 
Svanhikl  was  the  daughter  of  Sigurd  and  Gudrun, — ^the  Siegfried 
<Uid  Kriemhild  of  the  Nibelungenlied.  The  fierce  king  Jor- 
Uiunrek,  hearing  of  her  matchless  beauty,  sends  his  son  Randwer 
to  woo  her  in  his  name.  Randwer  is,  however,  induced  to  woo 
her  in  his  own,  and  the  girl  approves.  Jormunrek  thereupon 
causes  Randwer  to  be  arrested  and  hanged,  and  meeting  with 
Svanhild,  as  he  and  his  men  ride  home  from  the  hunt,  tramples 
her  to  death  under  their  horses'  hoofs.  Gudrun  incites  her  sons 
Sorii  and  Hamdir  to  avenge  their  sister;  they  boldly  enter 
Jormunrek's  hall,  and  succeed  in  cutting  off  his  hands  and  feet, 
but  are  themselves  slain  by  his  men.  This  last  dramatic  episode 
is  tokl  in  the  Eddie  HanUhismol. 

P.  405.  In  the  remotest  east  there  grows  a  plant.  The  germ  of 
the  famous  tea-simile  is  due  to  Fru  Collett's  romance.  The 
OfficiaVs  Daughters.  But  she  exploits  the  idea  only  under  a 
single  and  obvious  aspect,  viz.,  the  comparison  of  the  tender 
bloom  of  love  with  the  precious  firstling  blade  which  brews  the 
quintessential  tea  for  the  Chinese  emperor's  table;  what  the 
world  calls  love  being,  like  what  it  calls  tea,  a  coarse  and 
flavourless  aftercrop.  Ibsen  has,  it  will  be  seen,  given  a 
number  of  ingenious  developments  to  the  analogy.     I   know 
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THE  VIKINGS  AT  HELGELAND 

INTRODUCTION* 

Ibsen  himself  has  told  us,  in  his  preface  to  the  sec- 
ond edition  of  The  Feast  at  Solhoug,  how  the  reading  of 
the  Icelandic  family-sagas  suggested  to  him,  in  germ,  the 
theme  of  Tlie  Vikings  at  Helgeland.     What  he  first  saw, 
he  says,  was  the  contrasted  figures  of  the  two  women  who 
ultimately  became  Hiordis  and  Dagny,  together  with  a 
great  banquet-scene  at  which  an  interchange  of  taunts 
&nd  gibes  should  lead  to  tragic  consequences.    The  con- 
ception of  the  two  women's  characters  was  certainly  not 
new  to  him,  seeing  that  a  similar  contrast  presents  itself 
in  his  very  eariiest  work,  CatUinay  between  the  aptly- 
named  Furia  and  the  gentle  Aurelia;  while  even  in  Lady 
Jn^er  of  Ostrat  it  reappears,  somewhat  disguised,  in  the 
contrast  between  Inger  Gyldenlove  and  her  daughter 
Bina.    While  the  scheme  of  The  Vikings  was  still  en- 
tirely vague,  however,  fresh  influences,  both  of  a  personal 
^  of  a  literary  nature,  intervened,  and,  transposing  the 
tlieme  from  the  purely  dramatic  into  the  lyrical  key,  he 
produced    The   Feast  at  Solhoug.    The   foster-sisters* 
Hiordis  and  Dagny,  became  the  sisters  Margit  and  Signe, 
and  the  banquet,  instead  of  being  the  culminating-point 
of  the  dramatic  action,  became  its  mere  background. 

^  Oopjiiflit.  1906.  by  Charles  Soribner's  Sous. 
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The  fact  probablj'  is  that  in  1833  the  poet  found  iast- 
elf  still  unripe  for  the  intense  effort  of  dramatic  conwi* 
ration  involved  in  such  a  work  ns  The  Vikings.  Pnhtr 
ly,  too,  he  knew  that  neither  his  actors  nor  his  public  it 
ic  Bergen  Theatre  were  preparcj  to  go  back  to  tiw 
rimitive  austerity  of  the  heroic  age,  as  it  wa,<t  b«^aiiiiig 
J  body  itself  forth  in  hts  mind.  The  good  Bcrgt^nsen 
■ere  accustomed  either  to  French  intri^e  (such  as  he  had 
tven  them  in  Lady  Inger)  or  to  Danish  lyrical  rotnaa- 
cism;  and  he  perhaps  foresaw  that  the  rulinj;  taste  at 
lei^en  would  be  as  hard  to  contend  against  a^,  in  IIm 
K|uel,  the  ruling  taste  of  Copenhagen  actually  proved 
)  be.  At  all  events,  from  whatever  mingling  of  motive^ 
e  put  the  heroic  theme  aside  for  two  years,  while  he  kept 
)  the  key  of  lyrical  romanticism  not  only  in  the  Fea^  d 
olhoug,  written  in  the  summer  of  JSS5,  but  also  in  the 
ery  feeble  Ola/  LUiekrans,  conceived  much  earlier,  but 
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tlie  iambic  decasjrllable  (our  blank  verse)  in  which  Oeh- 
lenschlager  had  written  most  of  his  plays,  and  which  Ibsen 
himself  had  adopted  in  his  early  imitation  of  Oehlen- 
sdiliger.  The  Warrior^s  Barrow.    Blank  verse  Ibsen  re- 
\       garded  as  "entirely  foreign'*  to  Norwegian-Danish  pros- 
\      ody,  and,  moreover,  a  product  of  Christian  influences; 
whereas  pagan  antiquity,  if  treated  in  verse  at  all,  ought 
to  be  treated  in  the  pagan  measure  of  the  Greeks.    At 
the  Hune  time  we  find  him  expressing  a  doubt  whether 
Oehlenschlgger^s  Hakon  Jarl  might  not  have  been  just 
18  poetic  in  prose  as  in  verse — a  doubt  which  clearly 
diows  in  what  direction  his  thoughts  were  turning.     It 
Bmsl  be  rq^arded  as  a  great  mercy  that  he  abandoned 
the  iambic  trimeter,  which,  in  Oehlenschlfiger's  hands, 
was  nothing  but  an  unrhymed   Alexandrine  with  the 
oesura  displaced. 

This  same  essay  On  the  Heroic  Ballad  throws  a  curious 
%fat  on  the  difficulties  which  occasioned  the  long  delay 
between  the  conception  and  the  execution  of  The  Vikings. 
Re  lays  it  down  that  "the  heroic  ballad  is  much  better 
fitted  than  the  saga  for  dramatic  treatment.  The  saga 
is  a  great,  cold,  rounded,  and  self-contained  epos,  essen- 
tially objective,  and  exclusive  of  all  lyricism.  ...  If , 
now,  the  poet  is  to  extract  a  dramatic  work  from  this  epic 
material,  he  must  necessarily  bring  into  it  a  foreign,  a 
lyrical,  element;  for  the  drama  is  well  known  to  be  a 
higher  blending  of  the  lyric  and  the  epos."  This  "well- 
known**  dogma  he  probably  accepted  from  the  German 
Kstbeticians  with  whom,  about  this  time,  he  seems  to 
have  bu«ed  himself.  A  little  further  on,  he  adds  that 
the  accommodating  prosody  of  the  ballads  gives  room  for 
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"many  freedoms  which  are  of  great  impartuice  to  div 
matic  dialogm.',"  and  consequently  prophesies  a  ^rnX 
future  for  the  drama  drawn  from  this  simrce.  It  wn« 
luckless  prophecy,  }Ie  himself,  though  apparently  he  little 
guessed  it,  had  done  his  last  work  in  lyrics)  roinaiuT; 
and  though  it  has  survived,  sporadically,  in  Danish  aad 
even  in  German  literature,  it  can  count  but  few  master- 
pieces during  the  past  half-centun'.  Perhaps,  howcvrt. 
Hauptmann's  Sunken  Bell  might  be  taken  as  justifyiuj 
Ibsen's  forecast,' 

It  must  liave  been  very  soon  after  this  essay  was  pule 
hshed  {May  1857)  that  Ibsen  discovered  how  to  impoH 
dramatic  form  upon  the  I'pic  material  of  the  saga^.wilbnul 
dragging;  in  any  foreign  IjTical  element.  He  suddenlj 
saw  his  way.  it  would  seem,  to  reproducing  in  dialupie 
the  terse,  unvarnished  prose  of  the  sagas  themsch-M. 
eloquent  in  reticence  rather  than  in  rhetorical  or  lyricsl 
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weD  have  given  Ibsen  a  valuable  impulse  towards  the 
idiptation  of  the  saga-style  to  drama.  The  point,  how- 
ever»  is  of  little  moment.  It  is  much  more  important  to 
note  that  while  Ibsen  was  writing  The  Vikings  Bjomson 
was  writing  his  peasant-idyll  Synhove  Solbakken;  so  that 
these  two  comer-stones  of  modem  Norwegian  literature 
weie  laid,  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  simultaneously. 

In  an  autobiographic  letter  to  Peter  Hansen,^  written 
m  1870,  Ibsen  mentions  this  play  very  briefly:  "The 
Vikings  at  Helgeland  I  wrote  whilst  I  was  engaged  to  be 
married.  For  Hiordis  I  had  the  same  model  as  I  took 
afterwards  for  Svanhild  in  Love*s  Comedy.**  More 
noteworthy  is  his  preface  to  a  German  translation  of 
the  play,  published  in  1876.     It  mns  as  follows: 

"In  issuing  a  German  translation  of  one  of  my  earlier 
dramatic  works,  it  may  not  be  superfluous  to  remark  that 
I  have  taken  the  material  of  this  play,  not  from  the  Nibe- 
lungenliedf  but  in  part — ^and  in  part  only — from  a  kindred 
Scandinavian  source,  the  Volsung-Saga.  More  essen- 
tially, however,  my  poem  may  be  said  to  be  founded  upon 
the  various  Icelandic  family-sagas,  in  which  it  often  seems 
that  the  titanic  conditions  and  occurrences  of  the  Nibe- 
lungenlied  and  the  Volsung-Saga  have  simply  been  re- 
duced to  human  dimensions.  Hence  I  think  we  may  con- 
clude that  the  situations  and  events  depicted  in  these  two 
documents  were  tjrpically  characteristic  of  our  common 
Germanic  life  in  the  earliest  historical  times.  If  this 
view  be  justified,  it  disposes  of  the  reproach  that  in  the 
present  drama  our  national  mythic  world  is  brought  down 
to  a  lower  plane  than  that  to  which  it  belongs.    The 

*  Correspondence,  Letter  74. 
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idealised,  and  in  some  tlefrree  impersonal,  myth-fifum 
are  eseeedipgly  ill-adapted  for  represeatalion  on  thf 
atage  of  to-day;  and.  however  this  may  Ix*.  it  was  Dut  mj 
aim  to  present  our  mjihic  world,  but  simply  our  life  ia 
primitive  times." 

The  reasoning  of  this  passage  does  not  sn-m  vtty  o(>- 
gent:  but  it  expresses  clearly  enough  the  design  whifb  ^ 
poet  proposed  to  him.-K-lf.  Bt-furr  diitru^tsiog  the  tnoili 
of  the  play,  however,  I  may  as  well  complete  the  oitUiot 
of  lis  external  history. 

Fart  of  that  external  history  is  written  hy  Ibm-n  hinidf 
in  letters  to  the  ChriKtiania  Press  of  the  day.  In  the 
autumn  of  18.57,  he  presented  the  play  to  tfiK  Chriitiuit 
Theatre,  then  occupied  by  a  Danish  company  under 
Danish  management.  After  a  long  delay,  he  ascertatont 
that  it  had  been  accepted  and  would  be  produced  in 
March,    1858.     He   then  proposed   to  consult   with  thi- 
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tributed  to  the  nationalisation  of  the  Christiania  Theatre 
—the  supersession  of  Danish  by  Norwegian  managers, 
actors  and  authors — ^which  took  place  during  the  suc- 
ceeding decade. 

In  the  meantime,  almost  simultaneously  with  the  rejec- 
tion of  the  play  by  the  Christiania  Theatre,  it  was  rejected 
hy  the  Royal  Theatre  in  Copenhagen.  The  director, 
J.  L.  Heibeig,  was  then  regarded  as  an  autocrat  in  the 
asthetic  world;  and  his  report  on  The  Vikings  is  now  a 
curiosity  of  literature.  He  declared  that  nothing  was  so 
'^monotonous,  tiresome  and  devoid  of  all  poetry"  as  the 
lodaodic  family-sagas;  he  could  not  endure  their  "wild- 
mm  and  rawness'*  on  the  stage;  the  saga-style,  as  repro- 
duced by  Ibsen,  seemed  to  him  *'  mannered  and  affected"; 
and  lie  oonduded  his  judgment  in  these  terms:  "A  Nor- 
wq^ian  theatre  will  scarcely  take  its  rise  from  such  experi- 
ments, and  the  Danish  theatre  has  fortunately  no  need 
tot  them* 

The  play  was  published  in  April,  1858,  as  a  supplement 
to  a  Christiania  illustrated  paper,  the  author  receiving  an 
*' honorarium"  of  something  less  than  £7.  On  Novem- 
ber £4,  1858,  it  was  produced  at  the  little ''  Norwegian 
Theatre"  in  Christiania,  of  which  the  poet  was  then 
director.  At  the  Bergen  Theatre  it  was  produced  in  1859, 
at  the  Christiania  Theatre  (by  that  time  pretty  well  Nor- 
wegianised)  in  1861.  It  did  not  make  its  way  to  Copen- 
hagen and  Stockholm  until  1875.  In  1876  it  was  acted 
at  the  Court  Theatres  of  Munich  and  Dresden,  and  at 
the  Vienna  Burgtheater.  Thenceforward  it  was  pretty 
frequently  seen  on  the  German  stage;  but  it  does  not  seem 
to  have  reached  Beriin  (Deutsches  Theater)  until  1890. 
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n  1892  it  was  produced  in  iloscow.  The  onir  pio- 
uction  in  the  English  langus^  of  which  any  aceount  hu 
[■ached  me  took  place  in  1003  at  the  Imperial  Thealw, 
^ndon,  when  Miss  Ellen  Terrj'  nppesreiJ  as  Hionlu  and 
Ir.  Oscar  Aschc  as  Sigurd.  The  accnen-  and  dreuia 
'ere  Hcsigned  by  Mias  Terrj-'s  son,  Mr.  Gordon  Creip. 
It  would  need  not  merely  an  essay,  but  a  volume,  to 
iscuss  the  relation  of  Tfie  Vikintjuio  its  mrthic  materiai, 
nd  to  other  modem  treatments  of  that  material — Fried- 
Ich  Hcbbcl's  ])ie  Niltelungtii.  Ktclinnl  Wagner's  /iinj 
er  NIMiingen,  etc.  The  poet's  actual  indebledi 
3  the  V'jhung-Saga  is  well  summarised  by  Hrnrilc 
wger  ill  bis  Life  of  Ibsen:  "Like  Sigurd  FafnirV 
ane,"  he  says,  "Sigurd  Viking  has  achieved  the  <\vti 
^hich  Iliorclis  (Brynhild)  demands  of  the  man  who  ahl& 
^ed  her;  and,  again  like  his  heroic  namesake,  he  has 
ounccd  her  in  favour  of  his  foster-brotJjer,  ttunnar. 


him*  J 
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adopted.*'  From  the  family-sagas,  again,  not  only  the 
stature  of  the  characters,  so  to  speak,  but  several  details 
of  incident  and  dialogue  are  borrowed.  The  boasting- 
match  at  Gunnar's  feast,  which,  as  we  have  seen,  was  one 
of  the  first  elements  of  the  story  to  present  itself  to  Ibsen's 
mind,  has  many  analogies  in  Icelandic  lore.  Omulf's 
questions  as  to  how  Thorolf  fell  are  borrowed  from  EgiU 
Saga^  and  so  is  the  idea  of  his  *Mrapa,"  or  funeral  chant 
over  his  dead  sons.  Sigurd  and  Hiordis  are,  perhaps^ 
almost  as  closely  related  to  Kiartan  and  Gudrun  in  the 
Laxdmla  Saga  as  to  Sigurd's  Fafnir's-bane  and  Brynhild. 
Indeed,  Ibsen  seems  to  have^reckoned  too  confidently  on 
the  unfamiliarity  of  his  public  with  the  stores  of  material 
upon  which  he  drew.  Not,  of  course,  that  there  could  be 
any  question  of  plagiarism.  The  sagas  were  as  I^it- 
imately  at  Ibsen's  service  as  were  Plutarch  and  Holinshed 
at  Shakespeare's.  But  having  been  himself,  as  he  tells 
us,  almost  ignorant  of  the  existence  of  these  sagas  until 
he  came  across  N.  M.  Petersen's  translation  of  them,  he 
forgot  that  people  who  had  long  known  and  loved  them 
might  resent  the  removal  of  this  trait  and  that  from 
its  original  setting,  and  might  hold  it  to  be,  in  its  new 
context,  degraded  and  sentimentalised.  *'It  may  be," 
writes  H.  H.  Boyesen,  in  his  generally  depreciatory  re- 
marks on  the  play,  ''that  my  fondness  for  these  sagas 
themsdves  prevents  me  from  relishing  the  modification 
and  remoulding  to  which  Ibsen  has  subjected  them." 
Dr.  Brandes,  too,  points  to  a  particular  instance  in  which 
the  sense  of  degradation  could  not  but  be  felt.  The  day- 
dream as  to  the  hair-woven  bowstring  which  Hiordis  re- 
lates to  Sigurd  in  the  third  act  (p.  105)  is  in  itself  effective 
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enough;  but  any  one  who  knows  the  splendid  passage  ia 
Niah  Saga,  on  which  it  is  founded,  cannot  but  feel  Hut 
the  actual  (or  at  any  rate  legentjan)  event  is  inipoveriihcd 
by  being  dragged  in  under  the  guise  of  a  mere  moriw] 
fantasy. 

On  the  whole.  I  think  Ibsen  can  scarcely  cscnpe  tlif 
charge  of  having  sentimentalised  the  sagas  in  the  same 
way,  though  not  in  the  same  degree,  in  which  Tenny- 
son has  sentimentalised  the  Arthurian  legends.  Indeed, 
Sigurd  the  Strong  is  not  without  points  of  resembUncr 
to  tiie  Blameless  King  of  the  Idylls.  But,  for  my  part.  I 
cannot  regard  this  as  a  very  serious  charge.  Tht  Vitingt 
is  the  work  of  a  man  still  young  (29).  who  had.  morcoTW, 
developed  very  slowly.  It  is  still  steeped  in  romnnticiflB. 
though  not  In  the  almost  boyish  lyricism  of  its  prcd«c»- 
sors.  The  poet  is  not  yet  intellectually  mature — rcrylu 
from  it.     But  here,  for  the  first  time,  we  are  unmistak- 
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tore  of  the  story  are  precisely  those  at  which  the  poet  has 
lad  to  replace  supernatural  by  natural  machinery.  To 
day  a  dragon  and  to  break  through  a  wall  of  fire,  even 
with  magical  aid,  are  exploits  which  we  can  accept,  on 
the  mythic  plane,  as  truly  stupendous.  But  it  is  im- 
possible to  be  really  impressed  by  the  slaying  of  Hiordis's 
bear,  or  to  share  in  the  breathless  admiration  with  which 
that  achievement  is  always  mentioned.  If  the  bear  is  to 
be  rq;mrded  as  a  fabulous  monster,  it  might  just  as  well  be 
a  dragon  at  once;  if  it  is  to  be  accepted  as  a  real  quad- 
ruped, the  lolling  of  it  is  no  such  mighty  matter.  We  feel 
it,  in  fact,  to  be  a  mere  substitute,  a  more  or  less  ludicrous 
makeshift.  And  in  the  same  way,  Sigurd's  renunciation 
of  Hidrdis  becomes  very  difficult  to  accept  when  all  super- 
natural agency — magic  potion,  or  other  sleight  of  wiz- 
ardy — is  eliminated.  We  feel  that  he  behaves  like  a 
nincompoop  in  despairing  of  winning  her  for  himself, 
merely  because  she  does  not  show  an  obviously  *' coming 
on''  disposition,  and  like  an  immoral  sentimentalist  in 
handing  her  over  to  Gunnar.  This,  to  be  sure,  is  the 
poet's  own  criticism  of  his  action.  The  lie  which  Sigurd 
and  Gunnar  conspire  to  tell,  or  rather  to  enact,  is  the  root 
of  the  whole  tragedy.  We  have  here  Ibsen's  first  treat- 
ment of  the  theme  with  which  he  is  afterwards  so  much 
concerned — ^the  necessity  of  truth  as  the  basis  of  every 
human  relation.  Gunnar's  acquiescence  in  Sigurd's 
heroic  mendacity  is  as  clearly  condemned  and  punished, 
as,  in  Pillars  of  Society  y  Bemick's  acquiescence  in  Johan's 
almost  equally  heroic  self-sacrifice.  Both  plays  convey  a 
warning  against  excesses  of  altruism,  and  show  that  we 
have  no  right  to  o£fer  sacrifices  which  the  person  benefit- 
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ing  by  them  has  no  right  to  acc-rpt.  But  to  i 
correct  moral  judgment  of  Sigurd's  action  U  nottOBiike 
it  psychologically  plausible.  We  feel,  1  repeiti  tint  tte 
poet  is  trying  in  vain  to  rationalise  a  serie*  of  SCtiMtl 
which  are  L-omprehensible  only  on  the  supernatural  plsub 
This  unreality  of  plot  involved  a  similar  uiirmlity,  or 
at  any  rate  extreme  simplicity,  of  cliaracterisation.  All 
the  personages  are  drawn  in  large,  obvious  truit->,  viiA 
never  undergo  the  smallest  modification.  Sigurd  k 
throughout  the  magnanimous  hero.  Dugny  the  .tubnns- 
sive,  amiable  wife,  Hiordis  the  valkyric- virago,  Guainr 
the  well-meaning  weakling,  not  cowardly  but  inrfficia^ 
By  far  the  most  human  and  most  individual  6gure  a  old 
Ornulf,  in  whom  the  spirit  of  the  family-snga.H  is  majl- 
nifieenlly  incarnated.  We  feel  throughout  the  inciprri- 
ence  of  the  author,  his  incuriousne-ss  of  half-lonc-N  in  cfasr- 
acter,  his  tendency  to  view  human  rrlatiotis  aacl  problrmi 
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ing  each  new  discovery  involve  a  more  or  less  striking 
change  in  the  relations  of  the  persons  on  the  stage.  But 
it  is  not  technically  alone  that  the  play  is  great.  The 
whole  second  act  is  a  superbly  designed  and  modulated 
piece  of  drama;  and,  for  pure  nobility  and  pathos,  the 
scene  of  Omuirs  return — entirely  of  the  poet's  own  in- 
vention— is  surely  one  of  the  greatest  things  in  dramatic 
literature.  It  is  marvellous  that  even  aesthetic  prejudice 
should  have  prevented  a  man  like  J.  L.  Heiberg  from  rec- 
ognising that  he  was  here  in  presence  of  a  great  poet. 
The  interest  of  the  third  act  is  mainly  psychological,  and 
the  psychology,  as  we  have  seen,  is  neither  very  profound 
nor  very  convincing.  But  the  fourth  act,  again,  rises  to 
a  great  height  of  romantic  impressiveness.  Whatever 
hints  may  have  come  from  the  sagas,  the  picture  of  Or- 
nulfs  effort  of  self-mastery  is  a  very  noble  piece  of  work; 
and  the  plunge  into  supematuralism  at  the  close,  in  the 
child's  vision  of  Asgardsreien,  with  his  mother  leading  the 
rout,  seems  to  me  an  entirely  justified  piece  of  imaginative 
daring.  I  cannot  even  agree  with  Dr.  Brandes  in  con- 
demning as  "Geheimniskramerei"  Sigurd's  dying  revela- 
tion of  the  fact  that  he  is  a  Christian.  It  seems  to  me  to 
harmonise  entirely  with  the  whole  sentimental  colouring 
of  the  play.  The  worst  flaws  I  find  in  this  act  are  the 
terrible  asides  placed  in  the  mouths  of  Gunnar  and  Dagny 
after  the  discovery  of  Sigurd's  death. 

The  word  Vikings  in  the  title  is  a  verj'  free  rendering 
of  HcBmuBndene^  which  simply  means  "warriors."  As 
"warriors,"  however,  is  a  colourless  word,  and  as  Or- 
nulf,  Sigurd,  and  Gunnar  all  are,  or  have  been,  actually 
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vikings,  the  substitution  seemed  justifiable.  I  wouM 
bfj;,  howfwr  Jio()elessly,  that  "viking"  should  be  pro- 
nouiifed  so  as  to  rhyme  not  with  "liking"  but  with 
"seeking."  or  at  worst  with  "kicking."  Helnolnnii,  it 
may  bo  mentioned,  is  a  province  or  district  in  the  north 
of  Norway, 

Omulf's  "ilrapa"  and  his  snatches  of  verse  are 
rhymed  as  well  as  ulltteratrd  in  Uic  original.  I  had  the 
Icjis  hesitation  in  suppressing  the  rhyme,  as  it  was  actuall)' 
foreign  to  the  practice  of  ttie  skuULt. 
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THE  VIKINGS  AT  HELGELAND 

(18S8) 


CHARACTERS 

Obnulk  of  the  FtDRUS,  an  Icrlandic  Chieftain. 

SlOURD  THE  Stronu,  o  Sfo-Kiiig. 

GiTNNAR  Hkaduak,'  8  rich  i/roman  of  Htlgeland, 

Thorolk.  Omulf'^  yottngeiA  mm. 

Dagny,  Omulfs  daughter. 

HioRDis,  hin  foM-er-daugiiitT. 

Kare  the  Pr-AfiANT,  a  Helgi-temi-man. 

Egil,  Gunnar't  atm,  four  ijears  old, 

Ornlt-f's  six  older  Sons. 

ORNtl-F's  AND  SlOUBD'a  MeN. 

Gwidf,  hoiix-carfa,  fcrting-TTUtids,  outiawt.  tie. 


I  l(ihi\i  plan-  in  lilt-  Unif  of  Krik  Blood-axf  (aM 
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PLAY  IN   FOUR  ACTS 


ACT  FIRST 


t  rocky  coasts  running  precipitously  down  to  the  sea 
at  the  b€u:k.  To  the  left,  a  boctt-house;  to  the  right, 
rocks  and  pinewoods.  The  masts  of  two  warships 
can  be  seen  down  in  the  cove.  Far  out  to  the  right, 
the  sea,  dotted  with  reefs  and  skerries,  on  which  the 
surf  is  running  high;  it  is  a  stormy  snow-grey  win- 
ter-day. 

louRD  com^s  upfront  the  ships  ;  he  is  clad  in  a  white 
tunic  with  a  silver  belt,  a  blue  cloak,  cross-gartered  hose, 
untanned  brogues,  and  a  steel  cap;  at  his  side  hangs 
a  short  swford.  Ornulf  conies  in  sight  immediately 
afterwards,  high  up  among  the  rocks,  clad  in  a  dark 
lamb-skin  tunic  with  a  breastplate  and  greaves,  wool- 
len stockings,  and  untanned  brogues  ;  over  his  sliovl- 
ders  he  has  a  cloak  of  brovm  frieze,  with  the  hood  drawn 
over  his  steel  cap,  so  that  his  face  is  partly  hidden. 
He  is  very  tall  and  massively  built,  with  a  long  white 
beard,  but  is  somewhat  bowed  by  age;  his  weapons 
are  a  round  shield,  sword,  and  spear, 

GuRD  enters  first,  looks  around,  sees  the  boat-shed,  goes 
quickly  up  to  it,  and  tries  to  burst  open  the  door. 

19 
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Ohniilf. 
[Appears  among  the  rork»,  Martx  on  seeing  Siqdu), 
teems  to  recognise  him,  descends  and  cries:]    Give  plue, 
Viking,' 

SlOlTHD. 

[Turns,   lays  his  hand  on   his  sirord,  and    an»wtn!\ 
'Twere  the  first  time  if  I  did ! 


Thou  shah  and  must!     I  need  the  shelter  for  mj'ftil- 
frozen  men. 

5iauRi>. 
And  I  for  a  weary  womaa! 

Ornulp.  I 

Mv  men  are  worth  more  thun  Ihv  women!  ^H 
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Daont. 


[Who  is  a  UtUe  in  fronts  dad  in  a  red  kirtle^  bltie  doidc^ 
amdfur  hood^  ealU  down  to  the  ships:']  Up,  all  Sigurd's 
men!    My  husband  is  fighting  with  a  stranger! 

Obnulf'b  Sons. 
Help!    Help  for  our  father!  [They  descend. 

Sigurd. 
{To  his  fiien.]    Hold!    I  can  master  him  alone! 

Ornulf. 

[To  his  sons,]  Let  me  fight  in  peace!  [Rushes  in 
^pan  Sigurd.]    I  will  see  thy  blood! 

Sigurd 

First  see  thine  own! 

[Wounds  him  in  the  arm  so  thai  his  spear  falls. 

Ornulf. 

A  stout  stroke.  Viking! 

Swift  the  sword  thou  swingest, 
keen  thy  blows  and  biting; 
Sigurd's  self,  the  Stalwart, 
stood  before  thee  shame-struck. 

Sigurd. 
[SmUing.]    Then  were  his  shame  his  glory! 

Ornulf'b  Sons. 

[WUh  a  ery  of  wonder.]    Sigurd  himself!    Sigurd  the 
Strong! 
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Ohndlt, 

But  sharper  was  thy   stroke  that   night   thou  didit 
bear  away  Dagny,  my  daughter. 

[CasU  hit  hood  bai 

SlGDBD    AND    HIS    MeN. 

Ornulf  of  the  Fiords! 

Dagnt, 

[Glad,  yet  uneasy.]     My  father  sod  my  broth«Kl 

SlQUBD. 

Stand  thou  behind  oie. 


Nay,  HO  net-d.     [Approaching  SiocBD.]    I  no  iwoMr 
saw  thee  than  I  knew  thee,  and  therefore  I  stirred  Ibe 
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Obnulf. 

That  am  I,  and  straightway  shall  the  quarrel  be 
healed.  [To  the  others.]  Be  the  matter,  then,  known  to 
ill.  Five  winters  ago  came  Sigurd  and  Gunnar  Head- 
man as  vikings  to  Iceland;  they  lay  in  harbour  close 
under  my  homestead.  Then  Gunnar,  by  force  and  craft, 
carried  away  my  foster-daughter,  Hiordis;  but  thou, 
Sigurd,  didst  take  Dagny,  my  own  child,  and  sailed  with 
her  over  the  sea.  For  that  I  now  doom  thee  to  pay 
three  hundred  pieces  of  silver,  and  thereby  shall  thy 
misdeed  be  atoned. 

Sigurd. 

Fair  is  thy  judgment,  Omulf ;  the  three  hundred  pieces 
irill  I  pay,  and  add  thereto  a  silken  cloak  fringed  with 
^Id.  'Tis  a  gift  from  King  ^Ethelstan  of  England,  and 
>etter  has  no  Icelander  yet  borne. 

Dagny. 

Well  said,  my  brave  husband;  and  my  father,  I 
hank  thee.     Now  at  last  is  my  mind  at  ease. 

[She  presses  her  fatlier^s  and  brothers*  hands,  and 
talks  low  to  them, 

Ornulf. 

Then  thus  stands  the  troth  between  us;  and  from 
lis  day  shall  Dagny  be  to  the  full  as  honourably  regarded 
5  though  she  had  been  lawfully  betrothed  to  thee,  with 
le  good  will  of  her  kin. 

Sigurd. 

And  in  me  canst  thou  trust,  as  in  one  of  thine  own 
lood. 
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Orxdi-p. 

That  I  doubt  not,  and  will  forthwith  prove  thy  ttioA 
ship. 

StotraD. 

Ready  shalt  thou  find  me:  say,  what  dost  thou  cnnl 


Thy  help  in  rede  and  deed.  I  huve  sailnl  liitlicrti 
Helgeland  lo  seek  out  Gunnar  Headman  and  rail  hiato 
account  for  the  carrying  away  of  Hiordts. 


[Surprised.]     Gunnar! 
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together.  While  I  have  wandered  far  and  wide  and 
served  many  outland  kings,  Gunnar  has  stayed  at 
home.  We  made  the  land  here  at  daydawn,  storm- 
driven.  I  knew,  indeed,  that  Gunnar's  homestead  lay 
here  in  the  north,  but 

Dagny. 

[To  Ornulf.]  So  that  errand  has  brought  thee 
hither  ? 

Ornulf. 

That  and  no  other.  [To  Sigurd.]  Our  meeting  is 
the  work  of  the  Mighty  Ones  above;  they  willed  it  so. 
Had  I  wished  to  find  thee,  little  knew  I  where  to  seek. 

Sigurd. 

[Thoughtfully.]  True,  true! — But  concerning  Gun- 
n&r — ^tell  me,  Ornulf,  art  thou  minded  to  go  sharply  to 
^work,  with  all  thy  might,  be  it  for  good  or  ill  ? 

Ornulf. 

That  must  I.     Listen,   Sigurd,   for  thus   it  stands: 
Last  summer  I  rode  to  the  Council  where  many  hon- 
ourable men  were  met.     When  the  Council-days  were 
over,  I   sat   in   the   hall  and   drank  with  the  men  of 
my  shire,   and   the   talk   fell   upon   the  carrying-away 
of  the  women;   scornful  words  they'  gave  me,  because 
for  all  these  years  I  had  let  that  wrong  rest  unavenged. 
Then,  in  my  wrath,  I  swore  to  sail  to  Norway,  seek 
out  Gminar,  and  crave  reckoning  or  revenge,  and  never 
•gam  to  set  foot  in  Iceland  till  my  claim  was  made 
good. 
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Ay,  ay,  since  so  it  stands,  I  si 
natter  must  be  presaed  home. 


Ornuli 


■1-11  that  if  Dtiilbcthe 


It  must;  but  I  shall  not  crave  overmuch,  and  Ctuniar 
las  the  fame  of  an  honourable  man.  I  nm  glad,  too, 
hat  I  set  forth  on  this  quest;  the  time  lay  hea\7  on  me 
n  Iceland;  out  upon  the  blue  waters  had  1  j;rown  iW 
ind  frrcy,  and  mcsecmed  that    I   must  fare  forth  ooct 

[gain  before  I- i  well  well — Bergthora.  my  good  wife, 

vas  dead  these  many  years;  my  elder  sons  sailed  oo 
■ikinfj-ventures  summer  by  summer;  and  since  ThoroH 
vas  {^'rowing  up 

Daonv. 

\JoiifiilUi.]     Thorolf  is  with  thee?     ANTiere  is  he? 
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Sigurd. 

But  tell  me — thy  errand  to  Gunnar — thinkest  thou 
:o-€lay ? 

Ornulf. 

Rather  to-day  than  to-morrow.  Fair  amends  will 
content  me;  should  Gunnar  say  me  nay,  then  must  he 
abide  what  may  follow. 

Kare  the  Peasant  enters  hastily  from  the  right;  he 
is  clad  in  a  grey  frieze  cloak  and  hw-brimmedfelt  hat; 
he  carries  in  his  hand  a  broken  fence-rail. 

Kare. 
Well  met.  Vikings 

Ornulf. 
Vikings  are  seldom  well  met. 


v  e 


Kare. 

If  ye  be  honourable  men,  ye  will  grant  me  refuge  among 
Tou;  Gunnar  Headman's  house-carls  are  hunting  me  to 
slav  me. 

Ornulf. 
Gunnar's  ? 

Sigurd. 
Then  hast  thou  done  him  some  wrong! 

Kare. 

I  have  done  myself  right.  Our  cattle  grazed  together 
upon  an  island,  hard  by  the  coast;  Gunnar*s  men  carried 
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B  my  best  oxen,  and  one  of  them  0outed  me  for  a  thraD 
^hen  I  raised  my  sword  against  him  and  slew  him. 

That  was  a  lawful  deed. 

Kare. 

But  this  morning  hiit  men  rame  in  arms  against  me. 
■y  good  hap  I  heard  of  thdr  coming,  and  flnj;  bul  aif 
lemen  are  on  my  tracks,  and  short  shrift  can  I  look 
)r  at  their  hands. 

SlQDRD. 

Ill  can  I  believe  thee,  peasant!  In  bygone  day*  I 
new  (iiinnar  as  I  know  myself,  and  this  I  wot,  thtl 
ever  did  he  wrong  to  a  peaceful  man. 
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Sigurd. 

[Looking  out  to  the  le/L]    Here  comes  a  band  of  way- 
fmrers  towards  the  north.     Is  it  not ? 

Kare. 
It  is  Gunnar  himself! 

Ornulf. 
Be  of  good  heart;   I  trow  I  can  make  peace  between 

GrXJNNAR  Headman,  vrith  several  meriy  enters  from  the 
left.  He  is  in  peaceful  atiire,  wearing  a  brown  tunic, 
eroM^artered  hose,  a  blue  mantle,  and  a  broad  hat; 
he  has  no  weapon  but  a  small  axe, 

GuNNAR. 

[Stops  in  surprise  and  uncertainty  on  seeing  the  knot 
<jf  men.]     Omulf  of  the  Fiords!    Yes,  surely ! 

Ornulf. 
Thou  seest  aright. 

Gunnar. 

[Approaching.]    Then  peace  and  welcome  to  thee  in 
my  land,  if  thou  come  in  peace. 

Ornulf. 

If  thy  will  be  as  mine,  there  shall  be  no  strife  be- 
tween us. 

Sigurd. 
[Standing  forward.]     Well  met,  Gunnar! 
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GONHAB. 

[Gladly.]    Sigurd— foster-brother!     [SkalcfX  hh  hand] 
Now  truly,  since  Ihou  art  here,  I  know  that  Oroulf  i-omn 
in  peace.     {To  Ornulf.]     Give  me  thy  hand,  ^rfytiewdl 
Thy  errand  here  in  the  north  is  lightly  gursscd:  it  cm-   ] 
ccms  Hibrdis,  thy  foster-daughter, 

Ohsui-f. 
As  thou  sayest;   great  wrong  was  done  me  when  thoa 
didst  bear  her  awav  from  Icelaii<l  without  mv  will. 


GuNNAB. 

Thy  claim  is  rightful;  what  the  youth  has  manH. 
the  man  must  mend.  Long  luive  I  lookeil  Un  ibo', 
Ornulf,  fur  this  cause;  and  if  amends  eontcnt  thcc,  »f 
shall  suon  be  at  one. 
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Ornulf. 

Thy  men  have  stolen  his  cattle,  and  theft  must  be 
atoned. 

GUNNAR. 

Murder  no  leas;   he  has  slain  my  thrall. 

Kare. 
Because  he  flouted  me. 

GuNNAR. 

I  have  offered  thee  terms  of  peace. 

Kare. 

But  Hiordis  had  no  mind  to  that,  and  this  morning, 
whilst  thou  wert  gone,  she  fell  upon  me  and  now  hunts 
me  to  my  death. 

GuNNAR. 

[Angrily.]     Sayest  thou  true?     Has  she ? 

Kare. 
True,  every  word. 

Ornulf. 

Therefore  the  peasant  besought  me  to  stand  by  him, 
and  that  will  I  do. 

GuNNAR. 

[After  a  moments  thought,]  Thou  hast  dealt  hon- 
ourably with  me,  Ornulf;  therefore  it  is  fit  that  I  should 
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yield  to  thy  will.  Hear  lh«-n.  K&i«:  I  am  willing  to  let 
the  slaying  of  the  thrall  and  the  wrongs  dom-  li>ward  th« 
quit  each  other. 

Kare. 

[Givea  GuNNAR  kid  hand.]     It  is  a  good  offer;   Iio 
content. 

.\nd  he  shall  have  peace  for  thee  and  thine? 


Peace  shall  he  have,  both  at  home  and  wheresoever 
he  may  go. 

SlGURO. 

\Poinling  to  the  right.]     See  yonderl  ^^^^^^H 
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Daont. 
Il«f  to  tneet  her.]    Peace  and  joy  to  thee,  Hiordis! 

Hi5rdis. 

Hy.]  I  thank  thee. — *Twas  told  me  thou  wert 
"  off.  [Comes  forward,  looking  sharply  at  those 
W.]     Gunnar,  and — K&re,  my  foeman — Ornulf 

I  sons,  and [As  she  catches  sight  of  Sigurd, 

rU  almost  imperceptibly,  is  siUrU  a  moment,  but 
herself  and  says:]     Many  I  see  here  who  are 
to  me — but  little  I  know  who  is  best  minded  tow- 
e. 

Ornxjlp. 

ire  all  well-minded  towards  thee. 

Hi5rdis. 

be,  thou  wilt  not  deny  to  give  Kire  into  my  hus- 
bands. 

Ornulf. 
■e  is  no  need. 

GUNNAR. 

"e  b  peace  and  friendship  between  us. 

H]5rdis. 

h  suppressed  scorn.]     Friendship  ?     Well  well,  I 

:hou  art  a  wise  man,  Gunnar!     Kare  has  found 

friends,  and  doubtless  thou  deem'st  it  safest 

Gunnar. 

taunts  avail  not!     [With  dignity.]     K&re  is  at 
or  us! 
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HiOBDta. 

[Restraining  h^aet/,]    Well  and  good;    if  Ifaoti  had 
sworn  kim  peace,  the  vow  must  be  held. 

GCNMAR. 

[Forcihbj,  but  wUkout  anger^    It  must  and  it  shall 

[  To  HioRDiB.]     Anotbvr  pact  hod  bn-n  wrlUnij;b  tiu'le 
ere  thv  coming. 

HiUrdis. 

[Sharply.]    Between  thee  and  OuDDar? 

Ornclp.  

[A'(m/».]     It  had  to  do  with  thee.  ^^^^^H 
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southland  so  soon  as  it  was  told  us  that  Ornulfs  war- 
ship lay  in  the  fiord. 

Sigurd. 

[To  GuNNAR.]     Didst  thou  send  thy  son  to  the  south  ? 

Hi5rdis. 

Ay,  that  he  might  be  in  safety  should   Omulf  fall 
upon  us. 

Ornulf. 

Scoff  not  at  that,  Hiordis;  what  Gunnar  has  done  may 
prove  wise  in  the  end,  if  so  be  thou  hinder  the  pact. 

Hi5rdis. 

Life  must  take  its  chance;    come  what  will,  I  had 
liever  die  than  save  my  life  by  a  shameful  pact. 

Dagny. 

Sigurd  makes  atonement,  and  will  not  be  deemed  the 
r  man  for  that. 


Hi5rdis. 
Sigurd  best  knows  what  his  own  honour  can  bear. 

Sigurd. 
On  that  score  shall  I  never  need  reminding. 

Hi5rdis. 

Sigurd  has  done  famous  deeds,  but  bolder  than  all 
^^  Guonar's  deed,  when  he  slew  the  white  bear  that 
guarded  my  bower. 


THE  VIKINGS  AT  BELGELAND    l^ml 


[fl'ith  an  embarrassed  glance  ai  Siqttrd.]     Nay,  naj, 
lo  more  of  that! 

Ornui.f. 
In  truth  it  was  the  boldest  deed  that  t'cr  wa*  «iii  in 
Iceland;   and  therefore 

SlOUHR. 
The  more  easily  can  Gunnar  yield,  and  ne'er  be  hdd 

aint-hearted. 

HiiiRDIB. 

If  amends  are  to  be  made,  amends  shall  be  cravwl  m 
Tell.     Bethink  thee,  Gunnar,  of  Ihv  vow! 


Gunnar. 


Acril    THE  VIKINGS  AT  HELGELAND  37 

beguiled  me  into  adopting  *  thee,  unwitting  who  thou 
wert. 

Hi5rdis. 

Honour,  and  no  wrong,  was  thy  lot  in  fostering  Jokul's 
daughter. 

Ornulf. 

Nought  but  strife  hast  thou  brought  me,  that  I  know. 

Hi5rdis. 
Sterner  strife  may  be  at  hand,  if 


Ornulf. 

I  came  not  hither  to  bandy  words  with  women! — 
Gunnar,  hear  my  last  word:  art  willing  to  make  atone- 
ment? 

Hi5rdis. 

[To  Gunnar.]    Think  of  thy  vow! 

Gunnar. 

[To  Ornulf.]     Thou  hearest,  I  have  sworn  a  vow, 
and  that  must  I 

Ornulf. 

[Irritated,]    Enough,  enough!     Never  shall  it  be  said 
that  I  made  atonement  for  slaying  in  fair  fight. 

Hi5rdis. 

[Forcibly.]    Then  we  defy  thee  and  thine. 

*  "At  knssette"  »  to  knee-set  a  cnild,  to  take  it  on  one's  knee, 
an  irrevocable  form  of  adoption. 
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[In   rising   wrath.]     And  who   has  tlie  right 
onement  for  Jokul  ?     Where  are  his  kiosoi 
none  alive!     Where  is  his  lawful  avenger 


That  is  Gunnar, 


HlORDiS. 

I  ray  l>ehalf. 
Ornulp. 


Gunnar.'  Ay.  hatlst  thou  IiPt-n  betrothed  to  him  with 
_v  foster-father's  good-will,  or  had  he  made  atodemenl 
r  carrying  thee  away,  then  were  he  thy  father's  Ia«M 
cnger;   but 


to  cisve     I 

?    Then 

him  with 
■todemenl 
r's  lawful 


[Apprche 


Dag  NY. 
mplimnfj.]     Father,  fatl 
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Ornulf. 

[ConHnuing.]  A  woman  wedded  by  force  is  in  law 
no  more  than  a  leman!  Wilt  thou  regain  thine  honour, 
then  must  thou 

Hi5rdis. 

[Conirolling  herself,]  Nay,  Omulf,  I  know  better 
what  is  fitting.  If  I  am  to  be  held  as  Gunnar's  leman 
— well  and  good,  then  must  he  win  me  honour  by  his 
deeds — by  deeds  so  mighty  that  my  shame  shall  be 
shame  no  more!  And  thou,  Omulf,  beware!  Here 
our  ways  part,  and  from  this  day  shall  I  make  war  at 
all  times  upon  thee  and  thine;  thou  shalt  know  no  safety 

for  life  or  limb,  thou,  nor  any  whom  thou [Looking 

fiercely  at  KAre.]  Kare!  Omulf  has  stood  thy  friend, 
forsooth,  and  there  is  peace  between  us;  but  I  counsel 
thee  not  to  seek  thy  home  yet  awhile;    the  man  thou 

slewest  has  many  avengers,  and  it  well  might  befall 

See,  I  have  shown  thee  the  danger;  thou  must  e'en 
take  what  follows.  Come,  Gunnar,  we  must  gird  our- 
selves for  the  fight.  A  famous  deed  didst  thou  do  in 
Iceland,  but  greater  deeds  must  be  done  here,  if  thou 
wouldst  not  have  thy — thy  leman  shrink  with  shame 
from  thee  and  from  herself! 

Gunnar. 

Curb  thyself,  Hiordis;  it  is  unseemly  to  bear  thee 
thus! 

Dagny. 

[Imploringly.]  Stay,  foster-sister — stay;  I  will  ap- 
pease my  father. 
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HiOboib. 
[H'itkoul  listening  lo  iter.]  Homewards,  hoiDfwuxiii! 
bo  could  have  foretold  me  that  I  should  wear  out  my 
e  as  a  worthless  leman?  But  if  I  am  to  Itear  this  iile 
shame,  ay,  even  for  one  day  niore.  then  must  my  hu»- 
.nd  do  such  a  deed— such  a  deed  as  shall  make  la 
line  more  famous  than  all  other  names  of  men. 

[duen  out  to  tlte  right. 

GlfNNAR. 

[Softli).]     Sigurd,  promise  aie  this,  that  we  shall  haw 
■eech  together  ere  thou  leave  (he  land. 

[Goea  out  ifilli  Ui»  men  lo  the  right. 

[The  ftorm  has  meanvhile  rtaatd;  the-  midday  vtti 
is  now  VIM^,  like  a  red  ditc,  low  upon  tht  n'mij^ 
tlie  sea.  ^^m 
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Ornxtlp. 

That  I  know  not;  but  far  and  wide  shall  the  tale  be 
told  how  Omulf  of  the  Fiords  came  to  Gunnar's  hall. 

Sigurd. 

[With  quiet  determination.]  Maybe;  but  this  I  tell 
thee,  Omulf,  thou  shalt  never  bear  arms  against  him  so 
long  as  I  am  alive. 

Ornulp. 
So,  so!    And  what  if  nought  else  be  my  will  ? 

Sigurd. 
It  shall  not  be — let  thy  will  be  never  so  strong. 

Ornulp. 

[Angrily.]  Go  then;  join  thou  with  my  foes;  I  dare 
outface  the  twain  of  you! 

Sigurd. 

Hear  me  out,  Omulf;  the  day  shall  never  dawn  that 
ihall  see  thee  and  me  at  strife.  There  is  honourable 
peace  between  us,  Dagny  is  dearer  to  me  than  weapons 
Dr  gold,  and  never  shall  I  forget  that  thou  art  her  nearest 
kinsman. 

Ornulf. 
There  I  know  thee  again,  brave  Sigurd! 

Sigurd. 

But  Gunnar  is  my  foster-brother;  we  have  sworn  each 
other  faith  and  friendship.     Both  in  war  and  peace  have 


Sioui 
Thou  sbalt  not  fare  emi 
cove  my  Iwo  long-ships  are  I 
have  won  in  mj'  viking-vei 
costly  ffifts  from  outland  kin 
chestful,  and  other  priceless  cl 
the  ships;  choose  which  thou 
with  all  it  contains — be  that  t 
and  let  Gunnar  be  at  peace. 

Ohndi 
Brave  Sigurd,  wilt  thou  do  I 

SlOUB 

For  a  faithful  friend,  no  ma 

Obnui 
Give  half  thy  goods  and  gei 
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as  the  poorest  man  in  thy  train.  What  I  give,  I  can 
win  once  more;  but  if  thou  and  Gunnar  come  to  strife, 
I  shall  never  see  a  glad  day  again.  Now,  Omulf,  thy 
answer? 

Ornulf. 

[Reflecting,]    Two  good  long-ships,  weapons,  and  other 

chattels — too  much  gear  can  no  man  have;    but 

[Vehemently.]  No,  no!  —  Hiordis  has  threatened  me; 
I  will  not!  I  were  dishonoured  should  I  take  thy 
goods! 

Sigurd. 
Yet  listen 

Ornulf. 

No,  I  say!  I  must  fight  for  my  own  right,  be  my  for- 
tune what  it  may. 

Kare. 

[Approaching,]  Right  friendly  is  Sigurd's  rede,  but 
if  thou  wilt  indeed  fight  thine  own  battle  with  all  thy 
might,  I  can  counsel  thee  better.  Dream  not  of  atone- 
ment so  long  as  Hiordis  has  aught  to  say;  but  revenge 
can  be  thine  if  thou  wilt  hearken  to  me. 

Ornulf. 
Revenge  ?     What  dost  thou  counsel  ? 

Sigurd. 
Evil,  I  can  well  see! 

Dagny. 
[To  Ornulf.]    Oh,  do  not  hear  him! 


[Quietfy.]  To  my  m 
what  were  more  to  my  m 
To  hew  off  thy  nose  and 
dost  thou  know  old  Omu 
help  in  such  a  deed  ot  shi 


[Who  ha$  »Krunk  hacku 
Gunnar  he  will  surely  fall 

Oi 

Have  I  not  weapons,  ai 

Si> 

[7o  Kare.]     And  now  •' 

b  a  shame  to  honourable  i 

K 

[Going  off.]  Well  well,  ] 
I  may.  But  this  I  tell  yo 
with  HiOrdis,  ye  will  come 
know  where  to  strike  her  » 
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Dagny. 

He  is  hatching  some  revenge.     Sigurd,  it  must  be 
Undered ! 

Ornulp. 

[Angrily.]    Nay*  let  him  do  as  he  will;   she  is  worth 
Kio  better! 

Daony. 

That  meanest  thou  not;    bethink  thee,  she  is  thy 
foster-child. 

■ 

Ornulp. 

Woe  worth  the  day  when  I  took  her  under  my  roof! 
okul's  words  begin  to  come  true. 

Sigurd. 
Jokul's  ? 

Ornulp. 

Ay,  her  father's.  When  I  gave  him  his  death-wound 
e  fell  back  upon  the  sward,  and  fixed  his  eyes  on  me 
nd  sang: 

Jokul's  kin  for  Jokul's  slayer 
many  a  woe  shall  still  be  weaving; 
Jdkurs  hoard  whoe'er  shall  harry 
thence  shall  harvest  little  gladness. 

Vlien  he  had  sung  that,  he  was  silent  awhile,  and  laughed ; 
itnd  thereupon  he  died. 

Sigurd. 
Why  should'st  thou  heed  his  words  ? 
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Ornplf. 

Who  knows  ?  The  ston-  goes,  and  ntsny  IwIIcvc  if. 
at  Jokul  gave  his  children  a  wolf's  heart  to  eal.  that 
cy  might  be  fierce  and  fell;  and  HiordJK  has  surely 
id  her  share,  that  one  can  well  see.  [Brt-aks  off  on 
'jking  out  touarda  Ike  right.]  Gunnar! — Do  we  two 
eet  again ! 

Gunnar. 
[Enlera.]     Ay,   Ornulf,  think  of  me  what  thou  wilt, 
it  I  cannot  part  from  thee  as  thy  foe. 

Obsulp. 
What  is  thy  purpose  ? 

Gunnar. 
To  hdid  out  the  hand  of  peace  to  thee  ere  thou  0  , 
ear  nie  all  of  you:   go  with  mc  to  my  homestead,  and 


iiou  ^H^n 
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Dagny. 

Gunnar  is  thy  foster-brother;    little  I  know  thee  if 
thou  say  him  nay. 

Gunnar. 

[To  SiouRD.]    Thou  hast  been  my  friend  where'er 
^e  fared;  thou  wilt  not  thwart  me  now! 

Dagny. 

And  to  depart  from  the  land,  leaving  Hiordis  with  hate 
^  her  heart — no,  no,  that  must  we  not! 

Gunnar. 

I  have  done  Omulf  a  great  wrong;  until  it  is  made 
9ood,  I  cannot  be  at  peace  with  myself. 

Sigurd. 

[Vehemently.]  All  else  will  I  do  for  thee,  Gunnar, 
but  not  stay  here!  [Mastering  himself.]  I  am  King 
.^Sthelstan's  sworn  henchman,  and  I  must  be  with  him 
in  England  ere  the  winter  is  out. 

Dagny. 
But  that  thou  canst  be,  none  the  less! 

Gunnar. 

No  man  can  know  what  lot  awaits  him;  mayhap  this 
is  our  last  meeting,  Sigurd,  and  thou  wilt  repent  that 
thou  didst  not  stand  by  me  to  the  end. 

Dagny. 

And  long  will  it  be  ere  thou  see  me  glad  again,  if  thou 
set  sail  to-day. 
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SlG(?SD. 

[Detfrminfd.]     Writ,  br  it  so!     It  shall  be  as  ye  w» 

sithougli But  no  more  of  that;  here  is  my  hand  : 

will  stay  to  feast  with  tliee  and  Hiijrdis. 


[Shakes  hU  ,  Sifturd,  and  I  tha^^"'' 

thee.— And  th  h«u  likewise  ? 


[GruJJy.]    I  (.     Bitterly  has  Ilidi 

galled  me; — I  -day. 


It  is  well,  old  warrior;  Sigurd  and  Dagny  will  kno^^' 
how  to  smooth  thy  brow.  Now  must  I  prepare  th  * 
feasi;  peace  be  with  you  the  while,  and  well  met  in  m;;;^ 
hall.  [Goes  out  by  Hie  rig}iX^  ' 

Sigurd. 

[7*0  kiniael/.]  Hiordis  has  changed  her  thought,  sai(^^ 
he.'     Little  he  knows  her;     I   rather  deem   that  she  i^^ 

plotting- [Inlerriipling  himsrif  and  lurntng   to    his 

men.]     Come,  follow  me  all  to  the  ships;   good  gifts  will 
I  choose  for  Gunnar  and  his  household. 

Dagny. 

Gifis  of  the  best  we  have.     And  thou,  father — thou 
shall  have  no  peace  for  me  until  thou  yield  thee, 

[She  goes  iritk  .Sigurd  and  his  men  down  towards  the 

shore  at  the  back. 
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Yield  me?    Ay,  if  there  were  no  women-folk  in  Gun- 

nar's  house,  then Oh,  if  I  but  knew  where  to  strike 

her! — Thorolf,  thou  here! 

Thorolf. 

[Who  has  entered  hoL8tily,'\    As  thou  seest.     Is  it  true 
that  thou  hast  met  with  Gunnar? 

Ornulp. 
Yes. 

Thorolf. 

And  art  at  strife  with  him  ? 

Ornulf. 
H*m — with  Hidrdis,  at  least. 

Thorolf. 
Then  be  of  good  cheer;  soon  shalt  thou  be  avenged ! 

Ornulf. 
Avenged  ?    Who  shall  avenge  me  ? 

Thorolf. 

Listen:  as  I  stood  on  board  the  ship,  there  came  a 
man  running,  with  a  staff  in  his  hand,  and  called  to  me: 
**If  thou  be  of  Ornulf 's  shipfolk,  then  greet  him  from 
Kire  the  Peasant,  and  say  that  now  will  I  avenge  the 
twain  of  us.''  Thereupon  he  took  a  boat  and  rowed 
away,  saying  as  he  passed:  ''Twenty  outlaws  are  at 
haven  in  the  fiord;  with  them  I  fare  southward,  and  ere 
eventide  shall  Hiordis  be  childless. 
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Oastn.*". 
He  said  that!     Ha.  now  I  Qndcrstant!:   GaDiiu-  bai 
nt  his  son  awav;   Kim  is  at  feud  with  liim 

Thorolf. 
And  now  he  is  rowing  southward  lo  slay  the  boy! 


[With  mildcH  retoltiiiun.]     Up,  all!     That  booty  irill 
2  fifjiil  for: 


What  n-ilt  Ihou  do? 

Orntlf. 
Leavi-  that  to  me;   it  shall  be  I,  and  not  Kare, 

ke  revenge! 
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Ornulf. 

Go  thou  to  the  feast.  Now  shall  Hiordis  learn  to 
know  old  Omulf !  But  hark  thee,  Thorolf,  to  no  one 
must  thou  speak  of  what  I  purpose;  dost  hear?  to  no 
one! 

Thorglp, 
I  promise. 

Ornulf. 

[  Takes  his  hand  and  looks  at  him  affectionately,]  Fare- 
well then»  my  fau*  boy;  bear  thee  in  courtly  wise  at  the 
feast-house,  that  I  may  have  honour  of  thee.  Beware 
of  idle  babbling;  but  what  thou  sayest,  let  it  be  keen  as 
a  sword.  Be  friendly  to  those  that  deal  with  thee  in 
friendly  wise;  but  if  thou  be  taunted,  hold  not  thy  peace. 
Drink  not  more  than  thou  canst  bear;  but  put  not  the 
horn  aside  when  it  is  offered  thee  in  measure,  lest  thou 
be  deemed  womanish. 

Thorolf. 
Nay,  be  at  ease! 

Ornulf. 

Then  away  to  the  feast  at  Gunnar's  hall.  I  too  will 
^X)me  to  the  feast,  and  that  in  the  guise  they  least  think 
^.  \BUihely  to  the  rest^  Come,  my  wolf-cubs;  be  your 
:f  angs  keen; — now  shall  ye  have  blood  to  drink. 

[He  goes  off  with  his  elder  sons  to  the  right,  at  the 
back. 

Sigurd  and  Daony  come  up  from  the  ships,  richly 
dressed  for  the  banquet.  They  are  followed  by  two 
men,  carrying  a  chesty  who  lay  it  down  and  return  as 
they  cams. 
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Thobolf. 

[Looking  otd  after  hig  frUlter.]  Now  fare  Ihty  all 
>rth  to  fight,  Knd  I  mwsl  stay  behind;  it  in  hard  bbe 
DC  youngest  of  the  houae. — Dagny!  all  liaii  and  grcrt- 
igs  to  thee,  sister  mine! 

Dacny. 
Thorolf!     All  good  powers! — thou  art  a  man,  grown! 

Thorolf, 
That  may  I  well  be,  forsooth,  m  five  years 

Daony. 

Ay,  true,  true. 

SlOlTRD. 

[Gtfing  kirn  kiji  hand.]     In  thee  will  Omwlf  find  > 
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Sigurd. 

I  await  my  men;  they  are  mooring  my  ships  and  bring- 
ng  ashore  wares. 

Thorolp, 

Inhere  must  I  lend  a  hand! 

[Ches  dovm  towards  the  shore. 

SlOURD. 

{After  a  momenfs  reflection.]  Dagny,  my  wife,  now 
liAt  we  are  alone,  I  have  that  to  tell  thee  which  must  no 
on^r  be  hidden. 

Daony. 
[Surprised^    What  meanest  thou  ? 

SlOURO. 

Iliere  may  be  danger  in  this  faring  to  Gunnar's  hall. 

Dagnt. 
Danger?    Thinkest  thou  that  Gunnar ? 

Sigurd. 

Nay,  Gunnar  is  brave  and  true — ^yet  better  had  it 
■^Q  that  I  had  sailed  from  the  isle  without  crossing  his 
tbeAold. 

Dagny. 

Thou  makest  me  fear!    Sigurd,  what  is  amiss? 

Sigurd. 

First  answer  me  this:    the  golden  ring  that  I  gave 
ihee,  where  hast  thou  it  ? 
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Dagxy. 

[Skoifing  it.]  Here,  on  my  nrm;  Uumi  lnidejtl  im- 
wear  it. 

SlGCRD. 

Cast  it  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  so  deep  that  Done 
may  ever  set  eyes  on  it  again;  eUe  may  it  be  tbe  bane  of 
many  men!  Jtt 

Daqnt.  ^^M 

The  ring!  ^^ 

SlOUBD. 


[In  a  low  voice.]    That  night  when  we  borr  away  Ij 
twain  of  vou^-dost  remember? 


Do  I  remember! 
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have  her  to  wife,  save  him  who  should  go  to  her  bower, 
slay  the  white  bear  that  stood  bound  at  the  door,  and 
carry  her  away  in  his  arms. 

Dagny. 
Yes,  yes;  all  this  I  know! 

Sigurd. 

All  men  deemed  that  it  might  not  be,  for  the  bear 
was  the  fiercest  of  beasts;  none  but  Hiordis  might  come 
near  it,  and  it  had  the  strength  of  twenty  men. 

Dagny. 

But  Gunnar  slew  it,  and  by  that  deed  won  fame 
throughout  all  lands. 

Sigurd. 

[In  a  low  I'oice.]  He  won  the  fame — but — I  did  the 
deed! 

Dagny. 

[With  a  cry.]    Thou! 

Sigurd. 

When  the  men  left  the  feast-hall,  Gunnar  prayed  me 
to  come  with  him  alone  to  our  sleeping-place.  Then 
said  he:  ''Hiordis  is  dearer  to  me  than  all  women; 
without  her  I  cannot  live."  I  answered  him:  "Then 
go  to  her  bower;  thou  knowest  the  vow  she  hath  sworn." 
But  he  said :  "  Life  is  dear  to  him  that  loves;  if  I  should 
assail  the  bear,  the  end  were  doubtful,  and  I  am  loath  to 
lose  my  life,  for  then  should  I  lose  Hiordis  too."     Long 
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did  we  talk,  and  the  end  wa^  th&t  Gunnar  marft  nwij 
his  ship,  while  I  drew  my  sword,  took  Gunnar's  Iisniea 
upon  me,  and  went  to  the  bower. 


[WUh  pride  and  joi/.]  And  thoa — thou  didst  sU;  Utr 
bear! 

SiGCRD. 

I  slew  him.  In  the  l>ower  it  was  dark  stx  nodrr  t 
raven's  wing;  Hiordis  deemed  it  was  Gunnar  that  at 
b_v  her — she  was  heated  with  the  mead — slie  <irew  ■ 
ring  from  )ier  arm  and  gave  it  to  me — it  is  that  tlm 
wcarest  now. 

Daony. 

[HesUating.]  And  thou  wast  alone  that  ni^W  wilh 
Hiordis  in  lier  bower? 
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woman,  couldst  thou  have  won,  yet  didst  choose  me! 
Now  wouldst  thou  be  tenfold  dearer  to  me,  wert  thou  not 
already  dearer  than  all  the  world. 

Sigurd. 

Dagny,  my  sweet  wife,  now  thou  knowest  all— that  need 
be  known.  I  could  not  but  warn  thee;  for  that  ring — 
Hiordis  must  never  see  it !  Wouldst  thou  do  my  will,  then 
cast  it  from  thee — into  the  depths  of  the  sea. 

Daony. 

Nay,  Sigurd,  it  is  too  dear  to  me;  is  it  not  thy  gift? 
But  be  at  ease,  I  will  hide  it  from  every  eye,  and  never 
shall  I  breathe  a  word  of  what  thou  hast  told  me. 

Thorolf  comes  up  from  the  ships,  with  Sigurd's  m>en. 

Thorolf. 
All  is  ready  for  the  feast. 

Dagny. 
Come  then,  Sigurd — my  brave,  my  noble  warrior! 

Sigurd. 

Beware,  Dagny — ^beware!  With  thee  it  rests  now 
whether  this  meeting  shall  end  in  peace  or  in  blood. 
[Cheerfxdly  to  the  others.'\  Away  then,  to  the  feast  in 
Gunnar's  hall! 

\Ooes  ovi  with  Daont  to  the  right;  the  others  follow. 


ACT  SECOND. 


he  /east-room  in  Gunnar's  home.  The  entmnn-donr 
is  in  llu  back;  smaller  doors  in  tlie  side-u-alU.  l» 
front,  on  tfw  left,  the  greater  high-Mat ;  opptmilt 
U,  on  the  right,  the  lexier.  In  the-  middle  ofthffioor, 
a  iiood  fire  is  burning  on  a  built-up  hearth.  In  the 
background,  an  hoik  »ide»  of  the  door,  are  ddist»f^ 
lite  ivovien  of  the  lioiueltold.  From  each  if  the  highr 
seats,  a  long  table,  icltk  benches,  siretchea  baekicardt, 
parallel  icilh  the  wtll.  It  U)  ilark  outside;  the  pt 
lights  tlie  room. 


TTif 


I  'n.cvv  rnl^  fr„ 


,   ih^ 
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Hi5rdi8. 
Better  no  child,  than  one  bom  in  shame. 

Dagny. 
In  shame? 

HiQrdis. 

Dost  thou  forget  thy  father's  saying  ?  Egil  is  the  son 
of  a  leman;   that  was  his  word. 

Dagny. 

A  word  spoken  in  wrath — why  wilt  thou  heed  it  ? 

Hi5rdis. 

Nay,  nay,  Ornulf  was  right;  Egil  is  weak;  one  can 
see  he  is  no  freeborn  child. 

Dagny. 
Hiordis,  how  canst  thou ? 

Hi5rdis. 

[Unlieeding.]  Doubt  not  that  shame  can  be  sucked 
into  the  blood,  like  the  venom  of  a  snake-bite.  Of  an- 
other mettle  are  the  freeborn  sons  of  mighty  men.  I 
have  heard  of  a  queen  that  took  her  son  and  sewed  his 
kirtle  fast  to  his  flesh,  yet  he  never  blinked  an  eye.  [Witk 
an  evil  look.]    Dagny,  that  will  I  try  with  Egil! 

Dagny. 
[Horrified.]    Hiordis,  Hiordis! 
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HritBDIS. 

[Laughing.]  Ha-ha-lia!  Dost  thou  think  I  mmii 
my  words?  [Ckanifing  her  tone.]  But,  believe  me  iir 
not  as  tliou  wilt,  there  arc  times  when  such  deeds  smn 
to  lure  me.  Doubtless  it  is  in  my  blood — for  I  am  of 
the  race  of  the  Jotuns,'  lliey  say. — Come,  sit  thou  hcrt, 
Dagny-  Far  faast  thou  wandered  in  these  five  loni 
years;  tell  me,  thou  hast  ofltimes  beeu  a  puest  tn  tb 
halls  of  kings? 

Dagsv, 

JIany  a  lime— and  chiefly  with  JEthelstan  of  Engl&nd. 


HlbSDIB. 

I  hast  been  held  in  honour,  and 


And  evervwhere  tli 
bast  sat  in  the  highest  seats  at  the  board  F 
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streamed  red  on  the  deck — came  there  not  over  thee  an 
untameable  longing  to  plunge  into  the  strife?  Didst 
thou  not  don  harness  and  take  up  arms  ? 

Daony. 
Never!    How  canst  thou  think  it?    I»  a  woman! 

Hi5rdis. 

A  woman,  a  woman, — who  knows  what  a  woman 
may  do! — But  one  thing  thou  canst  tell  me,  Dagny,  for 
that  thou  surely  knowest:  when  a  man  clasps  to  his 
breast  the  woman  he  loves — is  it  true  that  her  blood 
bums,  that  her  bosom  throbs — ^that  she  swoons  in  a 
strange  ecstasy? 

Dagnt. 

[Bltuhing.]    Hiordis,  how  canst  thou ! 

Hi5rdis. 
Come,  tell  me ! 

Dagny. 

Surely  thou  thyself  hast  known  it. 

Hi5rdi8. 

Ay  once,  and  only  once;  it  was  that  night  when  Gun- 
nar  sat  with  me  in  my  bower;  he  crushed  me  in  his  arms 
till  my  bymic*  burst,  and  then,  then ! 

Dagnt. 
[Exclaiming.]    What!    Sigurd ! 


*  Breastplate. 


[Collecting  hertel/.]    ^ 
well 


That    was   the   only 
deemed   I  was  bewitchf 

claap  a  woman [Stoj 

ails  thee  P     Methiaks  the 

] 
Nay,  nay! 

E 

[Without  heeding  her. 
should  have  been  m  y  lot 
— mayhap  for  all  of  us. 
life!  Dost  thou  not  woi 
alive  P  Art  not  afraid  to 
thus  in  the  dark?  Deen 
died  in  all  these  years,  an< 
at  thy  side  ? 


\Pninf«l}«  iU  M  . 
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Daqny. 
Five  nights? 

Hi5rdis. 

Here  in  the  north  each  night  is  a  whole  winter  long. 
[Quickly  and  with  an  altered  expression.]  Yet  the  place 
is  fair  enough,  doubt  it  not!  Thou  shalt  see  sights  here 
such  as  thou  hast  not  seen  in  the  halls  of  the  English 
king.  We  shall  be  together  as  sisters  whilst  thou  bidest 
with  me;  we  shall  go  down  to  the  sea  when  the  storm 
blows  up  afresh;  thou  shalt  see  the  billows  racing  to  the 
land  like  wild,  white-maned  horses.  And  then  the 
whales  far  out  in  the  offing!  They  dash  one  against  an- 
other like  steel-clad  warriors!  Ha,  what  jojr  to  be  a 
witch-wife  and  ride  oh  a  whale's  back — ^to  speed  before 
the  bark,  and  wake  the  storm,  and  lure  men  to  the  deeps 
with  lovely  songs  of  sorcery! 

Dagny. 
Fie,  Hiordis,  how  canst  thou  speak  such  things! 

HlORDIS. 

Canst  thou  sing  sorceries,  Dagny  ? 

Dagny. 
[With  fiorror.]     I! 

Hi5rdis. 

I  trow  thou  canst;   how  else  didst  thou  lure  Sigurd  to 
thee? 

Dagny. 

Thy  speech  is  shameful;   let  me  go! 
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HiOkdis. 

[Holditig  her  back.]  Because  I  jesi!  Nn}',  hear  bk 
to  the  end !  Think,  Dagay,  what  it  is  to  sit  by  the  win- 
dow in  the  eventide  and  hear  the  kelpie  '  n'Ailin^  in  the 
boat-house;  to  ait  waiting  and  listening  for  the  dead 
men's  ride  to  Valhal;  for  their  way  hes  past  tis  htrt'  in 
the  north.  They  are  the  brave  men  that  fell  in  fight,  the 
strong  women  that  did  not  drag  out  their  lives  tametj. 
like  thee  and  me;  they  sweep  through  the  air  in  dotid- 
rack  and  storm,  on  their  black  horses,  with  jangling 
bells!  [Embrtuxa  Daqnt,  and  presses  her  ui'W/y  in  htr 
arms.]  Ha,  Dagny!  think  of  riding  the  last  ride  on  « 
rare  a  steed! 


Dagny. 

\StmggUng  to  escape.^    Htordis,  Hiordis! 
I  will  not  hear  thee! 


Let  mc  go' 
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GUNNAR. 

Then  all  I  lack  is  that  Egil  should  be  here. 

Thorolf. 
Tis  plain  thou  lovest  the  boy,  thou  namest  him  so  oft. 

GuNNAR. 

Truly  I  love  him;  he  is  my  only  child;  and  he  is  like 
to  grow  up  fair  and  kindly. 

Hi5rdis. 
But  no  warrior. 

GUNNAB. 

Nay — that  thou  must  not  say. 

Sigurd. 
How  couldst  thou  send  him  from  thee 


GuNNAR. 

Would  that  I  had  not!  [In  an  undertone,]  But  thou 
knowest,  Sigurd,  he  who  loves  overmuch,  takes  not  al- 
ways the  manliest  part.  [Aloud.]  I  had  few  men  in  my 
house,  and  none  could  be  sure  of  his  life  when  it  was 
known  that  Omulf  lay  in  the  cove  with  a  ship  of  war. 

BLiQrdis. 

One  thing  I  know  that  ought  first  to  be  made  safe» 
life  afterwards. 

Thorolf. 
And  that  is ? 
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lIlURDIB. 

Honour  and  fame  among  men. 

GUNNAH. 

HioMb! 

SiGUHn. 

It  shall  not  be  said  of  Gunnar  that  he  has  tainleilhig 
onour  by  doing  this. 

Gbnnab. 

[Stertily.]     No  one  shall  make  strife  between  me  and 
irnulf's  kinsfolk! 

Hi5R[>I8. 

[Smiling.]    Tell  me,  Sigurd — can  thy  ship  sail  wilh 
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Daony. 

Then  I  held  Hiordis  dear;  but  now ;  I  have  heard 

er  speak  words  I  shudder  to  think  of. 

igurd's  men,  tcith  other  guests,  men  and  women,  house^ 
carls  and  handmaidens y  enter  from  the  back. 

GUNNAR. 

[After  a  short  pause,  in  which  greetings  and  the  like 
T  eopchanged,]  Now  to  the  board!  My  chief  guest» 
rnulf  of  the  Fiords,  comes  later;  so  Thorolf  promises. 

Hi5rdi8. 

[To  the  house-folk,]  Pass  the  ale  and  mead  around, 
lat  hearts  may  wax  merry  and  tongues  may  be  loosed. 

[GuNNAR  leads  Sigurd  to  the  high-seat  on  the  right, 
Dagny  seals  herself  on  Sigurd's  right,  HiQrdis 
opposite  him,  at  the  other  side  of  the  sams  table, 
Thorolf  is  in  like  manner  ushered  to  a  place  at 
the  other  table,  and  thus  sits  opposite  Gunnar, 
who  occupies  the  greater  high-seat.  The  others 
take  their  seats  further  back, 

Hi5rdis. 

[After  a  pause  in  which  they  drink  with  each  other  and 
averse  quietly  across  the  tables,]  It  seldom  chances 
at  so  many  brave  men  are  seated  together,  as  I  see 
•night  in  our  hall.  It  were  fitting,  then,  that  we 
ould  essay  the  old  pastime:  Let  each  man  name 
e  chief  of  his  deeds,  that  all  may  judge  which  is  the 
Ightiest. 
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GimNAR. 

That  is  an  ill  custom  at  a  drioking-feaM ;  'tvrill  dh 
breed  strife. 

HiSRDia. 
Little  did  I  deem  th&t  Guunar  vas  afraid. 

SiacRD. 
That  no  one  deems:  but  it  were  long  ere  we  ivmUi 
an  end,  were  we  all  to  tell  of  our  deeds,  so  many  as  vr  b«. 
Do  thou  rather  tell  us.  Gunnar,  of  thy  journey  to  Bianii«> 
land;  'tis  no  small  exploit  to  fare  so  far  to  the  north, 
and  gladly  would  we  hear  of  it. 

Hl^BOIS. 

The  journey  to  Bianncland  is  chapman*^  work,  uH 
little  worthy  to  be  named  among  warriors.  Nay,  do 
thou  begin,  Sigurd,  if  thou  wouldst  not  have  me  defm 
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HiOrdis. 

4 

Still  the  deed  was  good.  Now  must  thou,  my  hus- 
band, name  that  which  thou  deemest  the  chief  among 
thy  exploits. 

GUNNAR. 

[Unwillingly,]  I  slew  two  berserkers  who  had  seized 
a  merchant-ship;  and  thereupon  I  sent  the  captive  chap- 
men home,  giving  them  their  ship  freely,  without  ran- 
som. The  King  of  England  deemed  well  of  that  deed; 
he  said  that  I  had  done  honourably,  and  gave  me  thanks 
and  good  gifts. 

HiQrdis. 

Nay,  truly,  Gunnar,  a  better  deed  than  that  couldst 
thou  name. 

Gunnar. 

[Vehemently.]  I  will  take  praise  for  no  other  deed! 
Since  last  I  fared  from  Iceland  I  have  lived  at  peace  and 
traded  in  merchandise.     No  word  more  on  this  matter! 

Hi5rdis. 

If  thou  thyself  wilt  hide  thy  renown,  thy  wife  shall 
speak. 

Gunnar. 

Peace,  Hiordis — ^I  command  thee! 

Hi5rdis. 

Sigurd  fought  with  eight  men,  being  fully  armed; 
Gunnar  came  to  my  bower  in  the  black  night,  slew  the 


[Vit^ntly  agitaUd.]    W< 

D, 
ISo/tty.]    Sigurd,  wilt  th 

Sn 
[Likewise.]     Be  still! 

Hi< 

[To  the  company.]    And 
is  the  mightier,  Sigurd  or  ' 


[Loitdly.]    Speak  out;  I 
ment. 


[Among   the  giutU.]     If 
Gunnar's  deed   greater  th 
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Dagny. 

[Softly.]     It  is  too  much — friend  though  he  be! 

Sigurd. 

Peace,  wife!  [AUmd,  to  the  others,]  Ay,  truly,  (iun- 
lar  is  the  most  honourable  of  all  men ;  so  would  I  esteem 
[lim  to  my  dying  day,  even  had  he  never  done  that  deed; 
For  that  I  hold  more  lightly  than  ye. 

Hi5rdis. 
There  speaks  thy  envy,  Sigurd  Viking! 

Sigurd. 

[Smiling.]  Mightily  dost  thou  mistake.  [Kindly,  to 
GuNNAR,  drinking  to  him  across  the  table.]  Hail,  noble 
Gunnar;  our  friendship  shall  stand  fast,  whosoever  may 
seek  to  break  it. 

Hi5rdis. 
No  one,  that  I  wot  of,  has  such  a  thought. 

Sigurd. 

Say  not  so;  I  could  almost  think  thou  hadst  bidden 
us  to  the  feast  in  the  hope  to  stir  up  strife. 

Hi5rdis. 

That  is  like  thee,  Sigurd ;  now  art  thou  wroth  that  thou 
may'st  not  be  held  the  mightiest  man  at  the  board ! 

Sigurd. 

I  have  ever  esteemed  Gunnar  more  highly  than 
lyself. 
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Hi5bdis. 

Well,  well — second  to  Guanar  is  still  a  good  i>l«ct,  and 

[ii'Uh  It  side  glance  at  Thorolf]  had  Ornulf  bcoi 

here,  he  could  have  had  the  third  seat. 


Then  would  Jokul,  thy  father,  find  a  low  place  indeed; 
for  he  fell  before  Ornulf. 

[The  following  dispute  i»  carried  on,  by  l/oth  partiii, 
u-ith  rising  and  yet  repreaaed  irriiatifm. 


That  shalt  thou  never  say!  Omulf  is  a  skald,  and  mfn 
whisper  that  he  has  pinised  himself  for  greater  de«dr. 
than  he  has  done.  ^L 
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Thorolf. 

Even  a  beardless  lad  is  too  good  to  wrangle  with 
women. 

Hi5rdis. 

But  too  weak  to  fight  with  men;  therefore  thy  father  let 
thee  lie  by  the  hearth  at  home  in  Iceland,  whilst  thy 
brothers  went  a-viking. 

Thorolf. 

It  had  been  well  had  he  kept  as  good  an  eye  on  thee; 
for  then  hadst  thou  not  left  the  land  an  unwedded 
woman. 

GXTNNAR  AND  SlGURD. 

Thorolfl 

Dagny. 

[Simtdtaneously,]    Brother! 

Hi(5rdis. 
[Softly 9  and  quivering  with  rage.]    Ha!    wait — wait! 

Thorolf. 

[Gives  GuNNAR  his  hand.]  Be  not  wroth,  Gunnar; — 
evil  words  came  to  my  tongue;  but  thy  wife  goaded 
me! 

Dagny. 

[Softly  and  imploringly.]  Foster-sister,  by  any  love 
thou  hast  ever  borne  me,  stir  not  up  strife! 
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HiOrdis. 
[/,«(( 3 /*(""(/.]     Jests    must   pass    at    the   feast-boanl,  \i 
ic  merriment  is  to  thrive, 

Gdnnah. 
[U'li'}  Iiax  been  talking  softly  to  TnoROLF.]     Thou  art 
brave  laiil     {Hands  him  a  tvord  whicfi  hangi  hrnit 

•e  hiffli-nfal.]     Here,  Thorolf,  here  is  a  good  gift  lot 

lee.     WIM  it  well,  ttuti  let  us  be  friends. 

Bfware  how  thou  givest  away  lliy  weaixms.  Gunnar; 
on  may  say  thou  dost  part  with  things  thou  canst  tint 

ThUKU!.!'. 

[Will'  lui^  meanwhile  examined  the  mi'ord.]    Tlinnlu    < 
■r  till'  ^jft.  GuDDar:    it  shall  never  be  drawn  in  ao 
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Hi5rdis. 

[Mfutering  herself,]  That  Ornulf  slew  my  father — 
that  deed  is  ever  on  thy  tongue;  but  if  report  speak  true, 
*twas  scarce  so  honourable  a  deed  as  thou  deemest. 

Thorolf. 
Of  what  report  dost  thou  speak  ? 

Hi5rdis. 

[Smiling,]  I  dare  not  name  it,  for  it  would  make 
thee  wroth. 

Thorolf. 

Then  hold  thy  peace — I  ask  no  better. 

[Turns  from  her. 

Hi5rdis. 

Nay,  why  should  I  not  tell  it?  Is  it  true,  Thorolf, 
that  for  three  nights  thy  father  sat  in  woman's  weed, 
doing  sorceries  with  the  witch  of  Smalserhom,  ere  he 
dared  face  Jokul  in  fight  ? 

[All  rise;  violetU  excitement  among  tlie  guests 

GuNNAR,  Sigurd,  and  Dagny, 
Hiordis! 

Thoro  Lt . 

[BiUerly  exasperated,]  So  base  a  lie  has  no  man 
spoken  of  Omulf  of  the  Fiords!  Thou  thyself  hast 
made  it,  for  no  one  less  venomous  than  thou  could  dream 
of  such  a  thing.  The  blackest  crime  a  man  can  do  hast 
thou  laid  at  my  father's  door.  [Throvring  the  sxvord 
away.]  There,  Guanar,  take  thy  gift  again;  I  can  take 
nought  from  that  house  wherein  my  father  is  reviled. 
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GCKNAK. 


Let  me  go!  But  bcwftre  both  Ihou  and  niSrdis;  for 
V  father  has  now  in  his  power  one  whom  yc  hold  de«- 
t  of  all! 

Hi5rd». 
[Starling.]    Thy  father  haa 1 


GtnwAB. 
[With  a  cnj.]     What  sayest  thou? 

SiomtD. 
\y chime ntly^    Where  is  Ornulf  P 


J 
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GUNNAR. 

Speak  out,  if  thou  care  for  thy  life! 

Thorolf. 

Thou  canst  not  fright  nie!  Wait  till  my  father 
comes;  he  shall  plant  a  mark  of  shame  over  against 
Gunnar's  house!  And  meanwhile,  Hiordis,  do  thou 
cheer  thee  with  these  words  I  heard  to-day:  "Ere 
eventide  shall  Gunnar  and  his  wife  be  childless." 

[Goes  Old  by  the  back. 

Gunnar. 
[In  cigony,]    Slain — slain!     My  little  Egil  slain! 

Hi(5rdis. 

[Wildly. ]  And  thou — dost  thou  let  him  go?  Let 
Egil,  thy  child,  lie  unavenged!  Then  wert  thou  the 
dastard  of  dastards ! 

Gunnar. 

[As  if  beside  himself,]  A  sword — an  axe!  *Tis  the 
last  tidings  he  shall  ever  bring! 

[Seizes  an  axe  from  one  of  t lie  bystanders  and  rushes 
Old, 

Sigurd. 
[AbatU  to  follow.]     Gunnar,  hold  thy  hand! 

Hi(5rdis. 

[Holding  him  back.]  Stay,  stay!  The  men  will  part 
them;   I  know  Gunnar! 

[A  cry  from  the  crowd,  which  has  flocked  together  at 
the  main  door. 
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SlOURD    AND    DaQITT. 

Whal  is  il  ? 

A  Voice  amonci  the  Cbowd. 
Thorolf  has  fallrn. 

Sl<3liBD. 

Tliorolfl     Hb,  Irt  ni<*  go! 

Daonv. 

Mj-  hmthpr!     Oh.  my  brother! 

[SiuuitD  is  an  the  jxiint  of  nuJiing  mil.  At  Ike  »€*■  n" 
moment,  the  crim-d  parti,  Hvsnaa  tntert,  €M^ 
thniiis  down  Ihr  axe  at  the  door. 

GUNN'AH. 

Xow  it  is  done.     Egii  is  avenged! 

SiGUHD. 

Well  fi>r  thee  if  Ihy  hand  has  not  been  too  hasty. 

OUNNAR. 

Mayhap,  mayhap;   but  Egil,  Egil,  my  fair  boy! 

IIlORDIS. 

Now  iiiiisl  \vc  arm  us.  and  seek  help  among  our  frierm"*' 
!i>T  ']'iii>roif  lias  many  avengers. 


[Gliinmny.]     He   will    I.e    his   own  worst   avenger;  he 
vill  be  wilh  me  ni'dit  and  dav. 
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Hi(5rdis. 

Thorolf  got  his  reward.     Kinsmen   must  suffer  for 
kinsmen's  deeds. 

GUNNAR. 

True,  true;  but  this  I  know,  my  mind  was  lighter 
ere  this  befell. 

Hi5rdis. 

The  first  night ^  is  ever  the  worst; — when  that  is  over, 
thou  wilt  heed  it  no  more.  Ornulf  has  sought  his  re- 
venge by  shameful  guile;  he  would  not  come  against  us 
in  open  strife;  he  feigned  to  be  peacefully  minded;  and 
then  he  falls  upon  our  defenceless  child!  Ha,  I  saw 
more  clearly  than  ye;  well  I  deemed  that  Omulf  was 
evil-minded  and  false;  good  cause  had  I  to  egg  thee  on 
against  him  and  all  his  faithless  tribe. 

GuNNAR. 

[Fietvely.]  That  hadst  thou!  My  vengeance  is  poor 
beside  Omulf's  crime.  He  has  lost  Thorolf,  but  he 
has  six  sons  left — and  I  have  none — none! 

A   KOUSE-CARL. 

[Enters  hastily  from  the  back,]  Omulf  of  the  Fiords 
is  at  hand! 

GuNNAR. 

Omulf! 

Hi(5rdis  and  several  Men. 

To  arms!   to  arms! 

»  Uterally  the  '*  blood-night." 


^^^^^^1 

0          THE  VIKINGS  AT  HELGELAND  Uwal 

Daont- 

[Simullaneojiaiy.] 

My  father! 

SiCtJRD. 

[As  if  seized  bij  a 
ar,  Gunnar! 

foreboding.]    Oraulf 
Gdnnab. 

!   Ah.Gun- 

[Draua  his  sword 
^gil's  death! 

.]     Up,  all  my  mon ! 

Veogeaoce  (or 

Ohjiclf 

enters,  with  Egil  in 
Gdnnab. 

his  arms. 

[Wiih  a  shriek.] 

EgU! 

^B 
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Ornulf. 

[Setting  Egil  down.]    There,  Gunnar,  hast  thou  thy 
pretty  boy  again. 

Egil. 

Father!     Old  Omulf  would  not  do  me  ill,  as  thou 
saidst  when  I  went  away. 

Ornulf. 

[To  Hi(5rdis.]     Now  have  I  atoned  for  thy  father; 
now  surely  there  may  be  peace  between  us. 

Hi5rdis. 
[With  repressed  emotion.]     Mayhap' 

GUNNAR. 

[As  if  waking  up.]    Is  it  a  hideous  dream  that  mad* 
dens  me!     Thou — thou  bringest  Egil  home! 

Ornulf. 
As  thou  seest;  but  in  truth  he  has  been  near  his  death. 

GuNNAR. 

That  I  know. 

Ornulf, 
And  hast  no  more  joy  in  his  return? 

GuNNAR. 

Had  he  come  sooner,  I  had  been  more  glad.     But  tell 
me  all  that  has  befallen! 
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That  is  soon  done.  Kkn  the  Peasant  wa.i  [»|ii| ting  evil 
eaiDst  vou;  with  other  caitiffs  he  furt-d  soulhn-unj  aflri 
■gil. 

GUNNAR. 

KSre!  [To  himsflf.]  Ha,  now  I  understand  Tbowir* 
'ords! 

Orxttlf. 

His  jiurpose  came  to  my  ears;  I  needs  must  thwart  m 
lack  a  deed.  I  would  not  give  atonement  for  Jiikul. 
n'l.  )ia<l  tilings  so  befallen.  I  had  wiliingty  «I.ii 
Jnnnar,  in  single  combat — yet  I  could  not  hut  save  111/ 
liild.     AVith  my  sons,  I  basted  after  KAre. 

^^        Siairiti). 
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GUNNAR. 

breathlessly,]    But  homewards ? 

Ornulf. 
one. 

GuNNAR. 

Ippalled.]    None!    [Softly.]    And  Thorolf,  Thorolf! 

[Deep  emotion  among  the  bystanders.  Hi5rdis  shows 
signs  of  a  violent  mental  struggle;  Dagny  weeps 
silenUy  by  the  high-seat  on  the  rigid.  Sigurd 
stands  beside  her,  painfully  agitated. 

Ornulf. 

ifter  a  short  pause.]  It  is  hard  for  a  many-branching 
'  to  be  stripped  in  a  single  storm.  But  men  die  and 
1  live; — hand  me  a  horn;  I  will  drink  to  my  sons'  mem- 
[One  of  Sigurd's  men  gives  him  a  horn.]  Hail  to  you 
re  now  ye  ride,  my  bold  sons !  Close  upon  your  heels 
I  the  bronze-gates  not  clang,  for  ye  come  to  the  hall 
I  a  great  following.  [Drinks,  and  hands  back  the 
I.]  And  now  home  to  Iceland!  Omulf  has  fought 
ast  fight;  the  old  tree  has  but  one  green  branch  left, 
it  must  be  shielded  warily.     Where  is  Thorolf.^ 

Egil. 

"o   his  father.]     Ay,   let    me   see   Thorolf!     Omulf 
he  will  carve  me  a  ship  with  many,  many  warriors 
ird. 

Ornulf. 

praise  all  good  wights  that  Thorolf  came  not  with  us; 
if  he  too — nay,  strong  though  I  be,  t  h  a  t  had  been 
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too  heavy  for  me  to  bear.  But  why  comes  he  not?  He 
'was  ever  the  first  to  meet  his  father;  for  to  both  of  us  it 
seemed  we  could  not  live  apart  n  single  day. 


[With  grouing  UTuainnafii.]    Ye  stand  all  silent,  I  mart 
it  now.     What  ails  you?    Where  is  Thorolf? 

Dahnv, 
Sigurd,  Sigurd — this  will  be  the  sorest  blow  to  him! 

GONNAB. 

[Stmggh'ng    with    kimtel/.j    Old    man! — Xo— 
yet.  it  cannot  be  hid 

^BHTTIP 
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"athy  and  thou  hast  ere  now  brought  death  among  my 
«d.  And  moreover — ^Thorolf  bore  himself  at  the 
like  a  wanton  boy;  he  brooked  not  our  jesting,  and 
i  many  evil  things.  Not  till  then  did  Gunnar  wax 
i;  not  till  then  did  he  raise  his  hand  upon  thy  son; 
nrell  I  wot  that  he  had  good  and  lawful  ground  for 
deed. 

Ornulf. 

ilmltf.]  Well  may  we  see  that  thou  art  a  woman, 
lou  usest  many  words.  To  what  end  ?  If  Thorold 
in,  then  is  his  saga  over. 

Egil. 
Thorold  is  slain,  I  shall  have  no  warriors. 

Ornulf. 

y,  Egil — we  have  lost  our  warriors  now,  both  thou 
[.     [To  Hi5rdis.]    Thy  father  sang: 

Jokul's  kin  for  JokuFs  slayer 
many  a  woe  shall  still  be  weaving. 

hast  thou  wrought  that  his  words  should  come  true. 
fes  a  moment^  then  turns  to  one  of  the  men.]  Where 
e  his  death-wound  ? 

The  Man. 
;ht  across  his  brow. 

Ornulf. 

eased,]  Ha;  that  is  an  honourable  wound;  he  did 
iim  his  back.  But  fell  he  sideways,  or  in  toward 
lar's  feet  ? 
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I'EB  Man. 
Half  sitlewaya  and  half  toward  Guooar. 

Ohnulf. 
That  bodes  but  half  vcnKfanoc;    wHl  well.— we  thill 


GUNNAH. 

[Approaching.]  Ornitlf.  I  knnw  well  tli«t  all  my  goodi 
were  naught  agstiiKt  thy  Iohn:  but  navv  of  mv  irhit 
thou  wilt 


[Sternly  itUerrupling  him.]    (iivi-  me  Thonjlf*  imik. 
and  let  me  go!     Where  lie»  he? 

[GiiNNAU  poiiih  siUiilly  III  Ihf  luirk. 
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SlOUBO. 
[IndigruiTU.]    Ob,  shame! 

Daont. 
[Likewue.'\    And  thou  canst  mock  him — mock  him. 
after  al)  that  has  befallen  P 

H16RDI8. 
A  deed  once  done,  'tis  wise  to  praise  it.  This  morning 
I  swore  hate  and  vengeance  against  Ornulf ; — the  slaying 
of  Jiikul  I  might  have  forgotten — ^all,  save  that  he  cast 
shame  upon  my  lot.  He  called  me  a  leman;  if  it  be  so, 
it  shames  me  not;  for  Gunnar  is  mightier  now  than  thy 
father:  he  is  greater  and  more  famous  than  Sigurd,  thine 
own  husband! 

Dagny. 

[In  u-ild  indigntUion.]  There  thou  errest,  HiOrdis — 
>Dd  even  now  shall  all  men  know  that  thoudwellest 
Under  a  coward's  roof! 

SlOURD. 

[VekenMtttly.]     Dagny,  beware! 

GuNNAR. 

A  coward! 

HiOrdis. 
[With  scornful  Utughifr.]    Thou  pratest  senselessly. 

Dagny. 

It  shall  no  longer  be  hidden;  I  held  my  peace  till  thou 

Jidst  mock  at  my  father  and  my  dead  brothers;    I  held 

Hy  peace  while  Omulf  was  here,  lest  he  should  leani  that 
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Thorolf  fell  by  a  dastard's  hand.  Bui  now — pnae  Gud- 
oar  Devcrmore  for  that  deed  in  Iceland :  for  Gunnar  b  i 
coward!  The  sword  that  lay  drawn  between  tliw  uil 
the  bear-slayer  hangs  at  my  husband's  side — the  ring 
thou  did.st  take  from  thy  arm  Ihoii  gavest  lo  Sigvid. 
[Takes  it  off  and  hold*  U  a/o/>.]     Behold  iti 

HlfiRDtS. 

[Wildly,]     Sigurd. 

The  Cbowd. 

Sigurd!     Sigurd  did  the  deed!  ^^| 

[Quivering  idth  agitation.]     Hel  he! — Gunnar,  is  tliis 
true  ? 


ACT  THIRD. 

The  hall  in  Gunnar's  house.    It  is  day. 

Hi5rdis  sits  on  the  bench  in  front  of  the  smaller  highrsecUy 

busy  twisting  a  bow-string;  on  the  table  lie  a  bow  and 

some  arrows. 

Hi5rdi8. 

[Pulling  ai  the  bow-string.]  It  is  tough  and  strong; 
[With  a  glance  ai  the  arrows]  the  shaft  is  both  keen  and 
well- weighted — [Lets  her  hands  fall  in  her  lap]  but  where 

is  the  hand  that .     [Vehemently.]    Flouted,  flouted 

bj  him  —  by  Sigurd !     I  must  hate  him  more  than  others, 
that  can  I  well  mark;  but  many  days  shall  not  pass  ere  I 

have [MediicUing.]     Ay,  but  the  arm,  the  arm  that 

shall  do  the  deed ? 

GuNNAR  enters^  silent  and  thoughtful,  from  the  back. 

Hi5rdis. 

[After  a  short  pause.]  How  goes  it  with  thee,  my  hus- 
band ? 

GuNNAR. 

Ill,  Hiordis;  I  cannot  away  with  that  deed  of  yesterday; 
it  lies  heavy  on  my  heart. 

Hi5rdis. 

Do  as  I  do;  get  thee  some  work  to  busy  thee. 

89 
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GUNVAR. 

Doubtless  I  must. 

[A    paiiaf;    f  JunSaR  pacen  up  and  d'lim  the  hoB, 
nolicca  what  IIjOudis  la  doing,  and  approadatKn, 

GUNNAII. 

What  dost  thou  there? 


\}\'Hhoiil  looking  wp.]     I  am  twisting  a  bow-fltrinp 
canst  thou  not  sec  ? 


GCNNAR. 

A  bow-string — of  thine  own  hair  ? 
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GUNNAR. 

Thou  wast  not  in  the  sleeping-room. 

HlORDIS. 

Know'st  thou  that  ? 

GuNNAR. 

I  could  not  sleep;  I  tossed  in  restless  dreams  of  that — 

that  which  befell  Thorolf.     I  dreamt  that  he  came 

No  matter;  I  wakened.  Then  methought  there  sounded 
a  strange,  fair  song  through  all  the  house;  I  arose;  I 
pushed  the  door  ajar;  here  I  saw  thee  sitting  by  the  log- 
fire — it  burned  blue  and  red — ^fixing  arrow-heads,  and 
singing  sorceries  over  them. 

HlORDIS. 

I  did  what  was  needful;   for  strong  is  the  breast  that 
must  be  pierced  this  day. 

GuNNAR. 

I  understand  thee  well:  thou  wouldst  have  Sigurd  slain. 

Hi5rdi8. 
Mayhap. 

GuNNAR. 

Thou  shalt  never  have  thy  will.     I  will  keep  peace  with 
Sigurd,  howe'er  thou  goad  me. 

Hi5rdis. 
[Smiling.]    Dost  think  so  ? 

GUNNAB. 

I  know  it! 
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HiGrdib. 
[Handu  him  tlie  bow'strinff.]     Tell  mc,  Gunnar — carut 
loose  this  knotP 

Gunnar. 
[  Tries  il.]     Nay,  it  is  too  cuDningly  and  firmly  wo\-en. 


[Rising.]    The  Nom»'  weave  yet  more  ounnin^lv;  iheir 
web  is  still  harder  to  unravel. 


Dark  are  the  ways  of  the  Mighty  Ones; — what  knov 
we  of  them,  thou  or  I  ? 


IIlORDIfi. 

Yet  one  thing  I  know  surely:   (hat  to  both  of  us  must 
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Hi5rdis. 

[With  forced  laughter.]     1\\  must  thou  know  me  if  such 
a  senseless  dream  can  stay  thy  hand. 

GUNNAR. 

Tell  me,  Hiordis,  what  thinkest  thou  of  this  hall  ? 

Hi5rdis. 

To  speak  truly,  Gunnar,  sometimes  it  seems  to  me  too 
Mrait  and  narrow. 

Gunnar. 
Ay,  ay,  so  I  have  thought;  we  are  one  too  many. 

Hi5rdi8. 
Two,  mayhap. 

Gunnar. 

[Who  has  not  heard  her  last  words.]    But  that  shall  be 
»«t  right. 

Hi5rdi8. 

[Looks  at  him  interrogatively.]    Set  right  ?    Then  thou 
^rt  minded  to ? 

Gunnar. 

To  fit  out  my  warships  and  put  to  sea;  I  will  win  back 
tbe  honour  I  have  lost  because  thou  wast  dearer  to  me 
tlum  all  beside. 

Hi5rdis. 

[Thoughtfully.]    Thou  wilt  put  to  sea  ?    Ay,  so  it  may 
be  best  for  us  both. 
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GCKNAR.  1 

Even  from  the  day  we  sailed  from  i[;eland,  I  saw  Ibtt  it 
would  go  ill  with  us.  Thy  soul  is  strong  and  proud:  there 
arc  times  when  I  well-nij^h  fear  thee:  yet,  it  i.i  nlreq^ 
— chiefly  for  thai  do  I  hold  thee  so  dear.  Dread  gaa 
forth  from  thee  like  a  spell;  methinks  thou  <Y)uldsl  luit 
me  to  the  blackest  deeds,  and  all  would  seem  good  to  mf 
that  thou  didst  crave.  {Shaking  hi*  head  rrjlfrlirdf,] 
Unfuthomable  is  the  Xoro's  rede;  Sigurd  should  luTt 
been  thy  husband. 


HitSitmB. 


[Vekemenfli/.]     Sigurd! 


Yes.  Sigurd.     Vengeance  and  hatred  blind  thee.  At 
woutdst  thou  prize  him  better.     Had  I  been  Kke  Sigari, 
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Hi5rdi8. 

By  fraud  and  falsehood  thou  mad'st  me  thy  wife — that 
shall  be  foigotten!  Five  joyless  years  have  I  spent  in 
this  house — all  shall  be  forgotten  from  the  day  when 
Sigurd  lives  no  more! 

GUNNAR. 

No  harm  shall  e'er  befall  him  from  my  hand.  [Shrinks 
back  involuntarily,]     Hiordis,  Hiordis,  tempt  me  not! 

Hi5rdis. 

Then  must  I  find  another  avenger;  not  long  shall 
Sigurd  mock  at  me  and  thee!  [Clenching  her  hands  in 
convulsive  rage.]  With  her  —  that  simpleton — with  her 
mayhap  he  is  even  now  sitting  alone,  dallying,  and  mak- 
ing sport  of  us;  speaking  of  the  bitter  wrong  that  was 
done  me  when  in  thy  stead  he  bore  me  away;  telling  how 
he  laughed  over  his  guile  as  he  stood  in  the  mirk  of  my 
bower,  and  I  knew  him  not! 

GuNNAR. 

Nav,  nay,  he  does  not  so! 

HlORDIS. 

[Firmly,]  Sigurd  and  Dagny  must  die!  1  cannot  draw 
breath  till  they  two  are  gone!  [Comes  close  up  to  him^ 
with  sparkling  eyes,  and  speaks  passionately,  but  in  a 
whisper.]  Wouldst  thou  help  me  to  that,  Gunnar, 
then  should  I  live  in  love  with  thee;  then  should  I  clasp 
thee  in  such  warm  and  wild  embraces  as  thou  dream'st 
not  of. 

Gunnar. 

[Wavering.]     Hiordis!     Wouldst  thou ? 


aujiic;    wiieii   tuvru  aiv  ^awm,       j 

costly  silken  robes.     When  t 
low  thee;   when  thou  ridest  f 
thv  side.     At  the  feast  I  will 
and  drink  to  thee  and  sing  i 
heart! 

GuN] 

[Almost  overcome.]    Is  it  t 

HlOR 

More  than  that,  trust  me, 
but  revenge!     Revenge  on 

will [Stops  as  she  see^ 

comest  thou  here! 

Dag 

[From  the  back.]    Haste  it 
to  arms! 

Gun 

To  arms!     Against  whom 

Dag 
K&re  the  Peasant  is  eomi 
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Dagny. 
Sigurd  is  ever  thy  faithful  friend. 

GUNNAR. 

And  we,  Hiordis — we,  who  thought  to !     It  is  as 

I  say — there  is  witchcraft  in  all  thy  speech;  no  deed  but 
seemeth  fair  to  me,  when  thou  dost  name  it. 

Dagny. 
[AHonished.]    What  meanest  thou  ? 

GuNNAR. 

Nothing,  nothing!  I  thank  thee  for  thy  tidings,  Dag- 
ny; I  go  to  gather  my  men  together.  [Turns  towards  the 
door^  but  stops  and  comes  forward  again,]  Tell  me — how 
goes  it  with  Omulf  ? 

Dagny. 

[Botoing  her  head.]  Ask  not  of  him.  Yesterday  he 
bore  Thorolf 's  body  to  the  ships;  now  he  is  raising  a  grave- 
mound  on  the  shore; — there  shall  his  sons  be  laid 

[GuNNAR  goes  out  by  the  back  in  silence. 

Dagny. 

Until  evening  there  is  no  danger.  [Coming  nearer.] 
Hiordis,  I  have  another  errand  in  thy  house;  it  is  to  thee 
I  come. 

Hi5rdis. 

To  me  ?    After  all  that  befell  yesterday  ? 


Daq 

It  was    m  y   doing,  all  tha 
strife,  and  Thorolf's  death, 
upon  (lunnar  and  thee.    M 
upon  me! — I  have  lived  so  ha 
shall  nerer  know  joy  again. 

HiObc 

[A»  if  Mtsed  by  a  tudden 
these  five  long  years — all  that  t 


Canst  thou  doubt  it  ? 

HiObdi 
Yesterday  I  doubted  it  not; 

Daoni 
What  meanest  thou  ? 
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Dagny. 
No  trulv.     Hiordis,  tell  me ! 


Hi5rdis. 

It  will  profit  thee  little;  but  since  thou  wilt  have  it 
so [With  a  malignant  expression,]  Canst  thou  re- 
member once,  over  in  Iceland — we  had  followed  with 
Omulf  thy  father  to  the  Council,  and  we  sat  with  our 
playmates  in  the  Council  Hall,  as  is  the  manner  of 
women.     Then  came  two  strangers  into  the  hall. 

Dagny. 
Sigurd  and  Gunnar. 

Hi5rdis. 

They  greeted  us  in  courtly  fashion,  and  sat  on  the  bench 
beside  us;  and  there  passed  between  us  much  merry  talk. 
There  were  some  who  must  needs  know  why  these  two 
vikings  came  thither,  and  if  they  were  not  minded  to  take 
them  wives  there  in  the  island.  Then  said  Sigurd: 
"  *TwiII  be  hard  for  me  to  find  the  woman  that  shall  be 
to  my  mind."  Ornulf  laughed,  and  said  there  was  no 
lack  of  high-bom  and  well-dowered  women  in  Iceland; 
but  Sigurd  answered:  **The  warrior  needs  a  high-souled 
wife.  She  whom  I  choose  must  not  rest  content  with  a 
humble  lot;  no  honour  must  seem  too  high  for  her  to 
strive  for;  gladly  must  she  follow  me  a- viking;  war- weed 
must  she  wear;  she  must  egg  me  on  to  strife,  and  never 
blink  her  eyes  where  sword-blades  lighten ;  for  if  she  be 
faint-hearted,  scant  honour  will  befall  me."  Is  it  not 
true,  so  Sigurd  spake? 

Dagny. 

[Hesitatingly.]    True,  he  did — but 
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HiOrdis. 

Such  was  she  to  be,  the  woman  who  coiitd  maVe  \i!t 
fair  to  him;  and  then — [B'l/A  a  tcorn/ul  tmt'lr]  tlvm  he 
chose   thee! 

Dagny. 
n.]     Ila,  thou  wouldst  say  that ? 


\Slaiiing,  i 


Doubtless  thou  hast  proved  thyself  proud  and  liigb- 
souled:  hast  claimed  honour  of  all,  that  Sigurd  might  be 
honoured  in  thee — is  it  not  so? 


Nav,  Hiordis,  but— 


Acrui]    THE  VIKINGS  AT  HELGELAND      101 

Hi5rdis. 

[Smiling  scornfully.]  Yet  thy  lot  has  been  a  happy  one 
all  these  years!  Think'st  thou  that  Sigurd  can  say  the 
same? 

Daony. 

Enough,  enough.  Woe  is  me!  thou  hast  made  me  see 
myself  too  clearly. 

Hi5rdis. 

A  jesting  word,  and  straightway  thou  art  in  tears! 
Think  no  more  of  it.  Look  what  I  have  done  to-day. 
[Takes  some  arrows  from  the  table.]  Are  they  not  keen 
and  biting — ^feel!  I  know  well  how  to  sharpen  arrows, 
do  I  not  ? 

Daony. 

And  to  use  them  too;  thou  strikest  surely,  Hiordis! 
All  this  thou  hast  said  to  me — I  had  never  thought  of  it 

before.     [More  vehemently.]     But  that  Sigurd !   That 

for  all  these  years  I  should  have  made  his  life  heavy  and 
unhonoured; — no,  no,  it  cannot  be  true! 

Hi5rdis. 

Nay  now,  comfort  thee,  Dagny;  indeed  it  is  not  true. 
Were  Sigurd  of  the  same  mind  as  in  former  days,  it  might 
be  true  enough;  for  then  was  his  whole  soul  bent  on  be- 
ing the  foremost  man  in  the  land; — now  he  is  content  with 
a  lowlier  lot. 

Dagny. 

No,  Hiordis;  Sigurd  is  high-souled  now  as  ever;  I  see 
it  well,  I  am  not  the  right  mate  for  him.  He  has  hidden 
it  from  me;   but  it  shall  be  so  no  longer. 
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HiOrdis. 
What  wilt  thou  do? 


I  will  no  longer  hang  like  a  clog  upon  his  feci;  I  "ill 
e  a  hindrance  to  him  no  )o»)^r. 

IIlJJBtlUl. 

Then  thou  will ? 

Daony. 
Peace;    some  one  oomes! 

.1  House-carl  fntemfnim  th 

The  Caui,. 
Sigur<l  Viking  is  coming  to  the  htiU. 
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Hi5rdis. 

[Tjooks  after  her  in  silence  for  a  moment,]     And  it  was 

she  I  would  have [Completes  her  thought  by  a  glance 

at  the  bow-string.]  That  had  been  a  poor  revenge; — nay, 
I  have  cut  deeper  now!  *Tis  hard  to  die,  but  sometimes 
harder  still  to  live! 

SiouRD  enters  from  the  back. 

Hi5rdis. 

Belike  it  is  Gunnar  thou  seekest;  be  seated,  he  will  be 
liere  even  now.  [Is  going. 

Sigurd. 
Nay,  stay;   it  is  thee  I  seek,  rather  than  him. 

Hi5rdi8. 
Me? 

Sigurd. 
And  'tis  well  I  find  thee  alone. 

Hi5rdis. 

If  thou  comest  to  mock  me,  it  would  sure  be  no  hin- 
drance to  thee  though  the  hall  were  full  of  men  and 
^omen. 

Sigurd. 
Ay,  ay,  well  I  know  what  thoughts  thou  hast  of  me. 

Hi5rdis. 

[Bitterly.]     I    do    thee    wrong    mayhap!     Nay,    nay, 
Sigurd,  thou  hast  been  as  a  poison  to  all  my  days.     Be- 
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Lok  tbee  who  !t  was  that  wrought  that  shameful  guile: 
lo  it  was  that  sat  by  my  side  in  the  bower,  feigning  km. 
th  the  laugh  of  cunning  in  his  heart;  who  it  was  thai 
ng  me  forth  to  Gunnar,  since  for  him  I  weh  good 
ough,  forsooth — and  then  sailed  away  with  the  wouaa 
held  dear! 

SlOURD. 

Man's  will  can  do  this  thing  and  that:  but  fate  niio 
the  deeds  that  shape  our  lives — so  has  it  gone  witb  ui 
ain. 

Hl^lBDIS. 

True  enough;  evil  Noms  hold  sway  over  the  wori'l; 
It  their  might  is  little  if  they  find  not  helpers  in  our  own 
■art,  Happy  is  he  who  has  stren^^  to  buttle  with  the 
orn — and  il  is  that  I  have  now  in  hand. 


ACT  ml    THE  VIKINGS  AT  HELGELAND       105 

SlOURD. 

Most  like  ii  is  the  same  thing. 

Hi5rdis. 

Ay,  most  like  it  is;  for  if  I  he  a  match  for  the  Norn, 

then  sooner  or  later  shalt  thou  and  Gunnar [Breaks 

off^  leans  backtoards  against  the  table,  looks  at  him  with  a 
smile,  and  says  with  an  altered  ring  in  her  voice-]  Wouldst 
know  the  thought  that  sometimes  comes  to  me?  Oft 
have  I  niade  it  my  pastime  to  limn  pleasant  pictures  in 
my  mind;  at  such  times  I  sit  and  close  my  eyes  and  think: 
Now  comes  Sigurd  the  Strong  to  the  isle; — ^he  will  bum 
us  in  our  house,  me  and  my  husband.  All  Gunnar's  men 
have  fallen;  only  he  and  I  are  left;  they  set  light  to  the 
roof  from  without: — "A  bow-shot,"  cries  Gunnar,  "one 
bow-shot  may  save  us"; — then  the  bow-string  breaks — 
"Hiordis,  cut  a  tress  of  thy  hair  and  make  of  it  a  bow- 
string— our  life  is  at  stake."  But  then  I  laugh — "Let  it 
bum,  let  it  bum — ^to  me,  life  is  not  worth  a  wisp  of  hair!" 

Sigurd. 

There  is  a  strange  might  in  all  thy  speech. 

[Approaches  her. 

Hi5rdis. 

[Looks  coldly  at  him.]     Wouldst  sit  beside  me  ? 

Sigurd. 

Thou  deemest  my  heart  is  bitter  toward  thee.  'Tis 
the  last  time,  Hiordis,  that  we  shall  have  speech  together; 
there  is  something  that  gnaws  me  like  a  sore  sickness,  and 
in  this  wise  I  cannot  part  from  thee;  thou  must  know  me 
better. 


JL  Cll      tU^%>     %m 


Hi5rdis. 
Is  it  sad  ? 

Sigurd. 
Sad,  as  life  itself. 

Hl^RDIS. 

[Bitterly.]    What  knowest  thou 

Sigurd. 
Judge  when  my  saga  is  over. 

Hi5rdis. 

Then  tell  it  me;  I  will  work  1 

[He  sits  or 

Sigurd. 

Once  upon  a  time  there  were 
set  forth  from  Norway  to  win  ^ 
had  sworn  each  other  friendship, 
how  far  soever  they  might  fare. 

Hi5rdi£ 
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forth  from  Norway  in  King  Harald's  days.  He  had  two 
fair  women  in  his  house;  but  one,  his  foster-daughter, 
was  the  noblest,  for  she  was  wise  and  strong  of  soul;  and 
the  vikings  spoke  of  her  between  themselves,  and  never 
had  they  seen  a  fairer  woman,  so  deemed  they  both. 

Hi5rdi8. 
[In  suspense,]     Both  ?     Wilt  thou  mock  me  ? 

Sigurd. 

Gunnar  thought  of  her  night  and  day,  and  that  did 
Sigurd  no  less;  but  both  held  their  peace,  and  no  man 
could  say  from  her  bearing  whether  Gunnar  found  favour 
in  her  eyes;  but  that  Sigurd  found  none,  that  was  easy  to- 
discem. 

Hi5rdis. 

[Breathlessly,]     Go  on,  go  on ! 


Sigurd. 

Yet  ever  the  more  must  Sigurd  dream  of  her;  but  of 
that  wist  no  man.  Now  it  befell  one  evening  that  there 
was  a  drinking-feast;  and  there  did  that  proud  woman 
vow  that  no  man  should  possess  her  save  he  who  wrought 
a  mighty  deed,  which  she  named.  Then  high  beat  Si- 
gurd's heart  for  joy;  for  he  felt  within  him  the  strength  to 
do  that  deed.  But  Gunnar  took  him  apart  and  told  him 
of  his  love; — Sigurd  said  nought  of  his,  but  went  to* 
the 

Hi5rdis. 

[Vehemently.]    Sigurd,   Sigurd!     [Controlling  herself. f 
And  this  saga — is  it  true  ? 
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SlODBO. 

True  it  is.  One  of  us  had  to  yield;  Guonar  wu  m; 
iend;  I  rould  do  nought  else.  So  Gunoar  had  tWto 
ife,  aod  I  wedded  another  woman. 

HlOKDlS. 

And  didst  come  to  love  herl 


Sigurd. 

I  learned  to  prize  her;  but  one  woman  only  ha*  SiguH 
ved,  and  that  is  she  who  frowned  upon  him  from  the 
rst  day  they  met.  [Rises.]  Here  ends  my  iDigii;  tnil 
Dw  let  us  part. — Farewell,  Guonar's  wife;  never  si 
c  meet  again. 


T 


HiOrdis. 
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Hi5rdis. 

[Involuntarily  clasps  her  hands  together,  and  gazes  at 
him  in  voiceless  astonishment.]  Loved — loved  me — thou ! 
[Vehemently^  coming  close  up  to  him,]  I  will  not  believe 
thee !  [Looks  hard  at  him,  and  bursts  forth  in  wild  grief,] 
Yes,  it  is  true,  and — hateful  for  us  both! 

[Hides  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  turns  away  from 
him. 

Sigurd. 

[Appalled.]    Hiordis ! 

Hi5rdis. 

[Softly,  struggling  unth  tears  and  laughter.]    Nay,  heed 

me  not!     I  meant  but  this,  that [Lays  her  hand  on 

his  arm.]  Sigurd,  thou  hast  not  told  thy  saga  to  the  end; 
that  proud  woman  thou  didst  tell  of — she  returned  thy 
love! 

Sigurd. 
[Starts  backwards.]    Thou  ? 

Hi5rdis. 

[With  composure.]  Aye,  Sigurd,  I  have  loved  thee,  at 
last  I  understand  it.  Thou  sayest  I  was  ungentle  and 
short  of  speech  towards  thee;  what  wouldst  thou  have  a 
woman  do  ?  Could  I  offer  thee  my  love  ?  Then  had  I 
been  little  worthy  of  thee.  I  deemed  thee  ever  the  no- 
blest man  of  men;  and  then  to  know  thee  another's  hus- 
band— 'twas  that  caused  me  the  bitter  pain,  that  myself 
I  could  not  understand ! 

Sigurd. 

[Much  m4)ved.]  A  baleful  web  has  the  Norn  woven 
around  us  twain. 
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The  blame  is  thioe  own:  bravely  and  firmly  il  boconiei 
mail  to  act.  When  I  »el  lliut  hurc!  jtroof  for  him  whu 
ould  win  me,  my  thought  was  all  of  thec;~yct  couUrt 


SlCJlTHD. 

I  knew  fiunnar'a  sou  I -sickness;  I  alone  could  heal  it: 
was  there  aught  for  me  In  choose?  Ami  yet,  had  I 
own  ivLal  [  now  know,  I  acaree  dare  answer  for  my- 
If;    for  ^'reat  is  the  might  of  low. 


HldRDIM. 

[With  (I'limation.]  Bui  now,  Sigurd! — A  baleful  hap 
s  held  lis  apart  all  thene  years;  now  the  knot  Is  facwtdi 
[r  days  to  eotnc  shall  make  good  the  past  to  u 
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Hi5rdis. 

What  is  Dagny  to  thee?  What  can  she  be  to  thee? 
No  more  than  I  count  Gunnar  in  my  secret  heart.  What 
matter  though  two  worthless  lives  be  wrecked  ? 

Sigurd. 
Hiordis,  Hiordis! 

Hi5rdis.    • 

Let  Gunnar  stay  where  he  is;  let  Dagny  fare  with  her 
father  to  Iceland:  I  will  follow  thee  in  harness  of  steel, 
whithersoever  thou  wendest.  [Sigurd  makes  a  move- 
ment.] Not  as  thy  wife  will  I  follow  thee;  for  I  have 
belonged  to  another,  and  the  woman  lives  that  has 
lain  by  thy  side.  No,  Sigurd,  not  as  thy  wife,  but 
like  those  mighty  women,  like  Hilde's  sisters,^  will  I 
follow  thee,  and  fire  thee  to  strife  and  to  manly  deeds, 
so  that  thy  name  shall  be  heard  over  every  land.  In 
the  sword-game  will  I  stand  by  thy  side;  I  will  fare 
forth  among  thy  warriors  in  the  storm  and  on  the 
viking-raid;  and  when  thy  death-song  is  sung,  it  shall 
tell  of  Sigurd  and  Hiordis  in  one! 

Sigurd. 

Once  was  that  my  fairest  dream;  now,  it  is  too  late. 
Gunnar  and  Dagny  stand  between  us,  and  that  by  right. 
I  crushed  my  new-born  love  for  Gunnar's  sake; — how 
great  soever  my  suffering,  I  cannot  undo  my  deed.  And 
Dagny — full  of  faith  and  trust  she  left  her  home  and 
kindred;  never  must  she  dream  that  I  longed  for 
Hiordis  as  often  as  she  took  me  to  her  breast. 

>  The  Valkyries. 
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HiOrdib. 
And  for  such  a  cause  wilt  thou  lay  a  burden  on  all  thy 
e!  To  what  end  hast  thou  strength  and  might,  ami 
erewith  all  noble  gifts  of  the  mind  ?  And  deemest  Ihou 
can  now  beseem  me  to  dwell  beneath  Gunnar's  rooff 
ay.  Signrd,  trust  me,  there  are  many  tasks  awaiting  iiuch 
man  as  thou.  Erik  is  king  in  Norway— tlo  thou  rise 
ainst  him!  Many  goodly  warriors  will  join  thee  anJ 
'ear  thee  fealty:  with  unconquerable  might  will  we 
ess  onward,  and  fight  and  toil  unresting,  until  thou  »rt 
atcd  on  the  throne  of  Hirfager! 

SlGUBD. 

Hifirdis.  Hiordis,  so  have  I  dreamt  in  my  wild  roulh; 
:  it  be  forgotten — tempt  me  not! 


HiObdis. 
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Sigurd. 
[Vehemently,]    I  must;   and  now  I  will. 

Hi5rdis. 

So  be  it;  but  thou  canst  not.  Thou  wilt  seek  to 
hinder  me,  but  in  vain;  ere  evening  falls,  Gunnar  and 
Dagny  shall  know  all. 

Sigurd. 

Ha,  that  wilt  thou  never  do! 

Hl^RDIS. 

That  wiU  I  do! 

Sigurd. 

Then  must  I  know  thee  ill;  high-souled  have  I  ever 
deemed  thee. 

Hi5rdis. 

Evil  days  breed  evil  thoughts;  too  great  has  been  thy 
trust  in  me.  I  will,  I  must,  go  forth  by  thy  side — forth 
to  face  life  and  strife;  Gunnar 's  roof -tree  is  too  low 
for  me. 

Sigurd. 

[With  emphasis.]  But  honour  between  man  and  man 
hast  thou  highly  prized.  There  lack  not  grounds  for 
strife  between  me  and  Gunnar;  say,  now,  that  he  fell 
by  my  hand — wouldst  thou  still  make  all  known  and 
follow  me? 

Hi5rdis. 

[Starting,]     Wherefore  askest  thou? 
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SlOtJRD. 

Answer  me  first:  what  wouldsl  thoii  do.  were  I  tofrivp 
V  liiistiand  his  bane. 

HtORDts. 
ILonks  hard  al  ftjwi,]     Then  must  I  keep  silcDiT  auJ 
vcr  rest  until  I  had  seen  thee  dead. 

Siaunn, 
[With  n  ,sw,7e.]    II  is  well,  Hionlia— I  knew  it. 

HjObou. 

[IliiKiih/.]     But  it  pan  never  comp  to  pass! 


It  rnii-.!  riime  to  pass;    Ihou  thyself  hast  cast  the  die 
vn  now  for  fiunnar'ti  life  and  mine. 
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HlORDIS. 

[Eagerly,]    Well? 

GUNNAR. 

I  was  answered  awry  where'er  I  came:  my  dealings 
with  Kare  had  been  little  to  my  honour,  it  was  said; — aye, 
and  other  things  were  said  to  boot,  that  I  will  not  utter — 
I  am  a  dishonoured  man;  I  am  thought  to  have  done  a 
dastard  deed;  men  hold  it  shame  to  make  common  cause 
with  me. 

Sigurd. 

It  shall  not  long  be  held  shame;   ere  evening  comes, 
thou  shalt  have  men  enough  to  face  K&re. 

GuNNAR. 

Sigurd! 

Hi5rdis. 
[In  a  low  voice^  triumphantly,]     Ha,  I  knew  it  well ! 

Sigurd. 

[With  forced  resolution.]     But  thereafter  is  the  peace 
between  us  at  an  end;  for  hearken  to  mv  words,  Gunnar 
Headman — ^thou  hast  slain  Thorolf,  my  wife's  kinsman, 
a.nd  therefore  do  I  challenge  thee  to  single  combat^  to- 
morrow at  break  of  day. 

[Hi(Srdis,  in  violent  inward  emotion^  makes  a  stride 
towards  Sigurd,  but  collects  herself  and  remains 
standing  motionless  during  the  following. 

Gunnar. 

[/»  extreme  astonishm£nt.]    To   single   combat ! 

Me! — ^Thou  art  jesting,  Sigurd! 

'  Hdtmgang — see  note,  p.  36. 
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SlOCHD. 

Thou  art  lawfully  challenped  to  single  combat;  'twill 
E  s  game  for  life  or  death;   on6  of  \t»  must  falll 


[Bilterly.]  Ha,  I  undersland  it  well.  When  I  ran'f, 
lou  didst  talk  with  Hiordis  alone;  she  baa  goaded  llice 
Tresh! 

Sigurd. 

Mayhap.  [Hal/  towards  HiOrdis.]  A  high-souled 
oman  must  ever  guard  her  husband's  honour.  [To  lla 
^n  in  the  haclcground.]  And  do  ye.  House-carls,  now  p) 
»  Gunnar's  neighbours,  and  say  to  them  that  to-morniw 
e  is  to  ply  sword-strokes  with  me;  none  dare  call  that 
■an  a  dastard  who  bears  arms  against  Sigunl  Viking! 
[  The  House-earlt  gooiUbytfu  back. 
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SlOURD. 

I  thank  thee;  but  let  it  hang. — Who  knows  if  next 
rening  I  may  have  any  use  for  it. 

GUNNAR. 

[Shakes  his  hand.]    Farewell,  Sigurd! 

SlOURD. 

Again  farewell,  and  fortune  befriend  thee  this  night! 
[They  pari.     Gv^nab  gt>e8  out  to  the  right.    Siourd 
casts  a  glance  at  HiOrdis,  and  goes  out  by  the  Imcle. 

HiOrdis. 

[After  a  pause^  softly  and  thoughtfully.]  To-morrow 
tey  fight!  Which  will  fall?  [After  a  moment* s  siUnce, 
le  bursts  forth  as  if  seized  by  a  strong  resolution.]  Let 
U  who  will — Sigurd  and  I  shall  still  be  together. 


ACT  FOURTH 

By  the  coast.  It  in  etxning;  lltt  moon  ftrtaicJi  forth  nau' 
and  again,  from  among  dark  and  ragged  storm-rhiuU. 
At  tlie  hack,  a  block  grai.v- mound,  neuly  Aru;W  up. 

Orndlf  sitx  on  a  done,  infronl  on  the  right,  bin  head  '•arv, 
his  etboifs  resting  on  his  knfes,  and  his  fare  buried  in 
his  hands.  Hit  men  are  digging  at  the  mound: 
some  yi'if  light  with  jHne-knal  torches.  After  a  thort 
pause.  Sigurd  aiul  Daonv  enter  from  the  hoal-koiae. 
where  a  wood  fire  is  burning. 

Daonv.  ^M 
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Sigurd. 

So  soon  as  the  storm  abates,  and  my  dealings  with 
Gunnar  are  ended. 

Dagny. 

And  then  wilt  thou  buy  land  and  build  thee  a 
homestead,  and  go  a-viking  no  more  ? 

Sigurd. 
Yes,  yes, — that  have  I  promised  thee. 

Dagny. 

And  I  may  believe  without  doubt  that  Hiordis  spoke 
falsely  when  she  said  that  I  was  unworthy  to  be  thy  wife  ? 

Sigurd. 
Yes,  yes,  Dagny,  trust  thou  to  my  word. 

Dagny. 

Then  am  I  glad  again,  and  will  try  to  forget  all  the 
evil  that  here  has  been  wrought.  In  the  long  winter 
evenings  we  will  talk  together  of  Gunnar  and  Hiordis, 
and 

Sigurd. 

Nay,  Dagny,  wouldst  thou  have  things  go  well  with 
us,  never  do  thou  speak  Hiordis'  name  when  once  we  are 
at  home  in  Iceland. 

Dagny. 

[Mildly  upbraiding  him,]  Unjust  is  thy  hatred  tow- 
rrds  her.     Sigurd,  Sigurd,  it  is  little  like  thee. 
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One  of  thk  Men. 

[Approacfiing.]    There  now,  the  mound  is  finished. 

Ornulf. 
[Aa  if  awaking.]    The  mound  t*     Is  it — ay.  ay 

Skjdrd. 
Now  speak  to  him,  Dagny. 


[Apprnacking.]     Falher,  it  iis  eold  out  here;  tln-'lurn 
s  rising  with  the  night. 


Nay,  never  he«l  it ;    the  mound  is  dose-beaiwd  sod   ' 
■rannylcss;  they  lie  warm  in  there. 
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Ornulp. 

May  be  so;  there  is  somewhat  that  crushes  my  breast; 
'  cannot  draw  breath. 

[He  again  hides  his  face  in  his  hands.    A  pause. 
Daony  seats  herself  beside  him. 

Dagny. 

To-morrow  wilt  thou  make  ready  thy  ship  and  set 
'orth  for  Iceland  ? 


0 


RNULF. 


[Without  looking  up.]  What  should  I  do  there  ?  Nay, 
I  will  to  my  sons. 

Dagny. 
[With  pain.]     Father! 

Ornulp. 

[Raises  his  head.]  Go  in  and  let  me  sit  here;  when  the 
storm  has  played  with  me  for  a  night  or  two,  the  game 
will  be  over,  I  ween. 

Sigurd. 

Thou  canst  not  think  to  deal  thus  with  thyself. 

Ornulf. 

Dost  marvel  that  I  fain  would  rest  ?  My  day's  work 
is  done;  I  have  laid  my  sons  in  their  grave-mound. 
[Vehemently.]     Go  from  me! — Go,  go! 

[He  hides  his  face. 

Sigurd. 
[Softly,  to  Dagny,  who  rises.]     Let  him  sit  yet  awhile. 


lHHakitiy  hi*  head.} 
could  sing;   I  am  too  ol 


But  oe«d8  must  thou; 
one  and  all;  a  aoag  musi 
none  of  our  kin  but  tlwi 


[Looka    inquiringly    a 
thinkest   thou,  Siguni 


Meseems  it  is  but  meet 


Thy  neighbours  in  Icel 
the  grave-ale  is  drunk  ov< 
ii  no  song  to  sing  with  it 
to  follow  thy  sons. 
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men  approach  vnth  the  torches,  forming  a  group 
round  him;  he  is  silent  for  a  time,  reflecting;  then 
le  says: 

Bragi's^  gift  is  bitter 
when  the  heart  is  broken; 
sorrow-laden  singer, 
singing,  suffers  sorely. 

Natheless,  since  the  Skald-god 

gave  me  skill  in  song-craft, 

in  a  lay  loud-ringing 

be  my  loss  lamented !  [Rises, 

Ruthless  Norn'  and  wrathful 
wrecked  my  life  and  ravaged, 
wiled  away  my  welfare, 
wasted  Omulf's  treasure. 

Sons  had  Omulf  seven, 
by  the  great  gods  granted; — 
lonely  now  and  life-sick 
goes  the  greybeard,  sonless. 

Seven  sons  so  stately, 

bred  among  the  sword-blades, 

made  a  mighty  bulwark 

round  the  snow-locked  sea-king. 

Levelled  lies  the  bulwark, 
dead  my  sons  strong-hearted; 
gone  the  greybeard's  gladness, 
desolate  his  dwelling. 

'Bragi,  the  god  of  poetry  and  eloquence. 
'  See  note,  p.  92. 
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Thorolf. — thou  m<r  last'born! 
'Mongst  the  bold  the  boldest! 
Soon  were  spent  my  sorrow 
so  but  thou  wert  left  me! 

Fair  thou  wast  as  springtidf,     ■ 
fond  towsrds  thy  father,  1 

waxing  stmight  and  stalwart 
to  so  wight  a  warrior. 

Dark  and  dr«ar  his  death-wouml 
leaves  my  life's  lone  evening; 
grief  hath  gripped  my  bosom 
as  'twixt  hurtling  targes. 


Nought  the  Norn  denied  me 
of  her  rueful  ri<;he!«, 
showering  wo<!s  unstinted 
over  Omuirs  world-way. 
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Though  she  stripped  me  sonless, 
one  great  gift  she  gave  me — 
songcraft's  mighty  secret, 
skill  to  sing  my  sorrows. 

On  my  lips  she  laid  it, 
goodly  gift  of  songcraft; 
loud,  then,  let  my  lay  sound, 
e'en  where  they  are  lying! 

Hail,  my  stout  sons  seven! 
Hail,  as  homeward  ride  ye! 
Songcraft's  glorious  god-gift 
stauncheth  woe  and  wailing. 

iraws  a  deep  breath,  throws  back  the  hair  from 
broiv,  and  says  calmly: 

now  is  Ornulf  sound  and  strong  again.     [To 
Follow  me  to  the  supper-board,  lads;   heavy 
our  dav's  work! 

[Goes  with  the  men  into  the  boat-house, 

Dagny. 

be  the  Mighty  Ones  on  high  that  gave  me  so 
le.    [  To  Sigurd.]    Wilt  thou  not  go  in  ? 

Sigurd. 
list  not  to.     Tell  me,  are  all  things  ready  for 

« 

Dagny. 

«  ready;  a  silk-sewn  shroud  lies  on  the  bench; 
w  full  surely  that  thou  wilt  hold  thee  against 
o  I  have  not  wept  over  it. 
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SlOUBD. 

Grant  all  good  powers,  that  (hou  mayest  never  »«p 
for  my  sake.  [He  stops  and  Ittah  ovL 

Dagnt. 

What  art  thou  listening  to  ? 

SlOtTBO. 

Hear'st  thou  nought — y  o  n  d  e  r  ? 

[PmnUi  tou-ards  the  Itfl 

Dagnt. 

Ay,  there  goes  a  fearsome  storm  over  llie  sea! 

SlOURO. 

[Going  up  a  little  towards   the   background.]    Then 
will  fall  harii  hnilstnni>it   in  Dtnt  ntnnn.      tfihaultA     V\1l0 
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KAre. 

Ay,  trust  me  for  that!  Thou  didst  hinder  me  before; 
but  now  I  ween  thou  wilt  scarce  do  the  like. 

Sigurd. 
Maybe  not. 

KAre. 

I  have  heard  of  thy  challenge  to  Gunnar;  but  if  things 
go  to  my  mind,  weak  will  be  his  weapons  when  the  time 
comes  for  your  meeting. 

Sigurd. 

'Tis  venturesome  work  thou  goest  about;  take  heed 
for  thyself.  Peasant! 

KAre. 

[With  defiant  laughter.]  Leave  that  to  me;  wouldst 
thou  tackle  thy  ship  to-night,  we  will  see  that  thou  hast 
light  enow! — Come,  all  my  men;  here  goes  the  way. 

[They  go  off  to  tlie  right,  at  the  back 

Dagny. 
Sigurd,  Sigurd,  this  misdeed  must  thou  hinder. 

Sigurd. 

[Goes  quickly  to  the  door  of  the  hut,  and  calls  in.]  Up 
from  the  board,  Omulf;  take  vengeance  on  K&re  the 
Peasant! 

Ornulf. 

[Comes  out,  with  the  rest,]  K&re  the  Peasant — where 
is  he.' 
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Be  is  making  for  Gunnar's  hall  to  bum  it  over  their 
heads. 

Ornulf. 
Ha-ha — let  him  rlo  as  he  will;  so  shall  I  be  uvenj^Oj 
(iunD3r  and  Hiordis,  and  aftcrrwards  I  can  deal  mth 
Kare. 

StacRD. 
Nay.  thai  rede  avails  not ;  wouldst  thou  strike  at  Kkir, 
thou  musi  seek  lUm  out  to-night:  for  when  his  misdml 
is  done,  he  will  take  to  the  mountains.  I  have  ch«l- 
lenged  Giinnar  to  meet  me.  man  to  man;  him  thou  hut 
safe  cnoufjh.  unless  I  myself— Inil  no  matter. —To- nighl 
he  must  be  shielded  from  bis  foes:  it  would  ill  befit  thte 
to  let  BO  vile  a  caititT  as  KSre  rob  thee  of  thr  re^'eaMi.jO 
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thou  keep  rein  on  thy  father;  he  must  go  honourably  to 
work:  in  Gunnar's  hall  there  are  many  women;  no  harm 
must  befall  Hiordis  or  the  rest. 

Dagny. 

Yes,  I  will  follow  them.  Thou  takest  thought  even 
for  Hiordis;   I  thank  thee  for  it. 

SlOURD. 

Gor  go,  Dagny! 

Dagny. 

I  go;  but  be  thou  at  ease  as  to  Hiordis;  she  has  gilded 
armour  in  her  bower,  and  will  know  how  to  shield  herself. 

Sigurd. 

That  deem  I  too;  but  go  thou  nevertheless;  guide  thy 
father's  course;  watch  over  all — and  over  Gunnar's  wife! 

Dagny. 

Trust  to  me.     Farewell,  till  we  meet  again! 

[She  follows  the  others. 

Sigurd. 

'Tis  the  first  time,  foster-brother,  that  I  stand  weapon- 
less whilst  thou  art  in  danger.  [Listens,]  I  hear  shouts 
and  sword-strokes; — they  are  already  at  the  hall.  [Goes 
towards  the  right,  but  stops  and  recoils  in  astonishment.] 
Hiordis!    Comes  she  hither! 

HiOrdis  enters,  clad  in  a  short  scarlet  kirtle,  with  gilded 
armour;  helmet,  hauberk,  arm-plaies,  and  greaves. 
Her  hair  is  flying  loose;  at  her  Imck  hangs  a 
quiver,  and  at  her  belt  a  small  shield.  She  has  in 
her  hand  the  bow  strung  with  her  hair. 
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HitiBDIS. 

[Hastily  looking  behind  Jut,  as  though  in  dread  ofumt' 
thing  pursuing  A^,  goes  close  up  to  SiGnnn.  M-iza  liim  fcji 
tfieaTW,and  whispers:]    Sigurd, SigurdiOiDatthouKcH? 


What  ?     Where  ? 


HiObois. 


The  wolf  t  h  e  r  e— close  V>ehin(]  tnr;  it  does  not  move; 
it  glarrs  at  me  with  its  two  red  eyes,  it  is  toy  wrailb.' 
Sigurd!  Three  times  has  it  appeared  to  me;  that  boda 
that  I  shall  surely  die  to-night  I 


SiGUHD. 


Hiordis,  Hiordis! 
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Hi5rdis. 

What  has  befallen  ?  That  know  I  not;  but  'twas  true 
what  thou  said'st  to-day,  that  Gunnar  and  Dagny  stand 
between  us;  we  must  away  from  them  and  from  life; 
then  can  we  be  together! 

Sigurd. 
We?    Ha»  thou  meanest . 

Hi5rdis. 

[With  dignity.]  I  have  been  homeless  In  this  world 
from  that  day  thou  didst  take  another  to  wife.  That  was 
ill  done  of  thee!  All  good  gifts  may  a  man  give  to  his 
faithful  friend — all,  save  the  woman  he  loves;  for  if  he 
do  that,  he  rends  the  Norn's  secret  web,  and  two  lives 
are  wrecked.  An  unerring  voice  within  me  tells  me  I 
came  into  the  world  that  my  strong  soul  might  cheer  and 
uphold  thee  through  heavy  days,  and  that  thou  wert  born 
to  the  end  I  might  find  in  o  n  e  man  all  that  seemed  to 
me  great  and  noble;  for  this  I  know,  Sigurd — had  we  two 
held  together,  then  hadst  thou  become  more  famous  than 
all  others,  and  I  happier. 

Sigurd. 

It  avails  not  now  to  mourn.  Think'st  thou  'tis  a  merry 
life  that  awaits  me  ?  To  be  by  Dagny's  side  day  by  day, 
and  feign  a  love  my  heart  shrinks  from  ?  Yet  so  it  must 
be;  it  cannot  be  altered. 

Hi5rdis. 

[In  a  grovnng  frenzy.]  It  shall  be  altered !  We 
must  out  of  this  life,  both  of  us!    Seest  thou  this  bow- 
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string?  With  it  can  I  surely  hit  my  mark;  for  I  htfc 
crooned  fair  sorceries  over  it!  [Pltura  an  arrow  itilht 
bov,  which  h  strung.]  Hartc!  hark!  that  rufthing  inthe 
air?  It  is  the  dead  meo's  ride  to  Valhal:  I  liavr  be- 
witched them  hither; — we  two  will  join  thvza  in  their 
ride! 

[Shrinking  back.]    HiHrdis.  Iliiirdis— I  fear  theel 

HiUbdis. 

[Not  heeding  hint,]    Our  fate  no  power  can  alter  no*' 

Oh,  'tis  hotter  so  than  if  thou  hadst  wedded  tar  Ueif.  in 

this  life — if  I  had  sat  in  thy  homestead  weavinf;  lincDJUU^ 

wool  for  thee  and  bearing  thee  children — pali!  ^h 

SiGnsi).  I 

Hold,  hold!     Thy  sorceries  have  b«eD  loo  BtrODf;  for 
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Hi(5rdi8. 

What  care  I!  A  better  husband  shall  I  follow  home 
this  night!  Ay»  Sigurd,  so  must  it  be;  here  on  this  earth 
grows  no  happiness  for  me.  The  White  God  is  coming 
northward;  him  will  I  not  meet;  the  old  gods  are  strong 
no  longer; — ^they  sleep,  they  sit  half  shadow-like  on  high; 
— with  them  will  we  strive!  Out  of  this  life,  Sigurd!  I 
will  enthrone  thee  king  in  heaven,  and  I  myself  will  sit 
by  thy  side.  [The  storms  bursts  wUdly.]  Hark,  hark, 
here  comes  our  company!  Canst  see  the  black  steeds 
galloping  ? — one  is  for  me  and  one  for  thee.  [Draws  the 
arrow  to  her  ear  and  shoots.]  Away,  then,  on  thy  last 
ride  home! 

Sigurd. 
Well  aimed,  Hiordis!  [He  falls. 

HidRDIS. 

[JtibUarUf  rushes  up  to  him.]  Sigurd,  my  brother, — 
now  art  thou  mine  at  last! 

Sigurd. 

Now  less  than  ever.  Here  our  ways  part;  for  I  am  a 
Christian  man. 

HiOrdis. 
[Appalled.]    Thou !    Ha,  no,  no! 

Sigurd. 

The  White  God  is  mine;  King  ^thelstan  taught  me 
to  know  him;  it  is  to  him  I  go. 


[QuUtli/.]  Dead!  Then  tni 
to  wreck.  [The  ttorm  inertiuet 
They  come!  I  have  bewitche 
I  will  not  go  with  you!  I  will 
It  avails  not — they  see  me;  tbei 
they  spur  their  horses!  [Rutl 
cliff  at  the  hack.]  They  are  u] 
no  hiding-place!     Ay,  mayhap 

[Oenulf,  Dagny,  Gunnab.  « 
lowed  by  Sigubd's  and  O. 
the  righi. 

Obnuli 

[Turning  toioardt  the  grave- 
sleep  in  peace;  for  ye  lie  not  uni 


[Entering.]    Father,   father — ' 
blood  and  strife — and  the  stone 


ACT  IV]    THE  VIKINGS  AT  HELGELAND      135 

Ornulf. 
Gunnar! 

GUNNAR. 

Ay,  Ornulf,  my  homestead  is  burnt  and  my  men  are 
skun;  I  am  in  thy  power;  do  with  me  what  thou  wilt! 

Ornulf. 

That  Sigurd  must  look  to.  But  in,  under  roof!  It  is 
not  safe  out  here. 

Dagny. 

Ay,  ay,  in!  [Ooes  towards  the  boat-house,  catches  sight 
of  Sigurd's  body,  and  shrieks.]  Sigurd,  my  husband ! — 
They  have  slain  him!  [Throvnng  herself  upon  him. 

Ornulf. 
[Rushes  up.]    Sigurd! 

Gunnar. 
[Sets  Egil  down.]    Sigurd  dead! 

Dagny. 

[Looks  despairingly  at  the  men,  who  surround  the  body.] 
No,  no,  it  is  not  so; — he  must  be  alive!  [Catcfus  sight 
of  the  bow.]    Ha,  what  is  that  ?  [Rises. 

Ornulf. 
Daughter,  it  is  as  first  thou  saidst — Sigurd  is  slain. 
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GUNNAB. 

[As  if  seized  In/  a  ntddrn  titouglii.]     And  Hitlrijis!— 
Has  Hiordis  been  here? 


[Softly  and  icitk  self-ri>ntTi>l,]     I  know  iiol ;   but  tUl  1 
know,  that  her  bow  has  been  here. 


Ay,  I  thtmgbt  no  less! 


flush,  hush!     [To  her»rl/.]     So  bitterly  did  she  hiite 
him! 


[Aside]    She  has  slaia  him — the  night  before  the  coni- 
bat;   then  after  all  she  loved  me. 
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Ornulp. 
Nay,  it  is  the  dead  men's  home-faring. 

EoiL. 
[With  a  shriek.]    Mother  is  with  them! 

Dagny. 
All  good  spirits! 

GUNNAR. 

Child,  what  say'st  thou  ? 

Egil, 

There — in  front — on  the  black  horse!     Father,  father! 

[Eoil  clings  in  terror  to  his  father;  a  short  pause;  the 
storm  passes  over,  the  clouds  part,  the  moon  shines 
peacefully  on  the  scene. 

GuNNAR. 

[In  quiet  sorrow.]     Now  is  Hiordis  surely  dead. 

Ornulf. 

So  it  must  be,  Gunnar; — ^and  my  vengeance  was  rather 
against  her  than  thee.  Dear  has  this  meeting  been  to 
both  of  us ; — ^there  is  my  hand ;  be  there  peace  between  us ! 

GuNNAR. 

Thanks,  Ornulf!  And  now  aboard;  I  sail  with  thee 
to  Iceland. 
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Obhult. 

Ay.  to  Iceland !     Long  will  it  be  ere  our  forth-faring  is 
jrgotten. 

Weapon- wielding  warriors'  mecling, 
woful,  by  the  norland  seaboard. 
»lill  shall  live  in  song  and  saga 
while  our  stem  endures  in  Iceland. 
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INTRODUCTION  * 

Six  years  elapsed  between  the  composition  of  Th$ 
Vikings  and  that  of  The  Pretenders}  In  the  interval 
Ibsen  wrote  Lovers  Comedy^  and  brought  all  the  world 
of  Norwegian  philistinism,  and  (as  we  should  now  say) 
suburbanism,  about  his  ears.  Whereas  hitherto  his 
countrymen  had  ignored,  they  now  execrated  him.  In 
his  autobiographic  letter  of  1870,  to  Peter  Hansen,  he 
wrote:  "The  only  person  who  at  that  time  approved 
of  the  book  was  my  wife.  .  .  .  My  countrymen  excom- 
municated me.  All  were  against  me.  The  fact  that  all 
were  against  me — that  there  was  no  longer  any  one  out- 
side my  own  family  circle  of  whom  I  could  say  *He  be- 
lieves in  me ' — must,  as  you  can  easily  see,  have  aroused 
a  mood  which  found  its  outlet  in  The  Pretenders.^*  It  is 
to  be  noted  that  this  was  written  during  a  period  of  es- 
trangement from  Bjomson.  I  do  not  know  what  was 
Bjomson's  attitude  towards  Love*s  Comedy  in  particular; 
but  there  can  be  no  doubt  that,  in  general,  he  believed  in 
and  encouraged  his  brother  poet,  and  employed  his  own 

'  The  original  title  Kongsemneme  might  be  more  literally  trana- 
lated  "The  Scions  of  Royalty."  It  is  rendered  by  Brandee  in 
German  " Kdnigsmaterie/'  or  ''the  stuff  from  which  kings  are 
made.'' 

*  Copyright,  1006,  by  ChariaB  Soribner*!  Sons. 
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growing  influence  in  e^orts  to  bis  advantogv.  In  repm- 
scnting  himself  as  standing  quite  alone,  Ibsen  pTobiibt]^ 
forgets,  for  the  moment,  his  relation  to  his  great  con- 
tempo  ran'. 

Yet  the  relation  to  Bjijmson  lay  at  the  root  of  the 
eharacter-contrast  on  which  The  Preletutera  is  foundwl. 
Ibsen  always  insisted  that  each  of  his  plays  gave  poetic 
form  to  some  motive  gathered  from  bis  o»ni  experieiioe 
or  oVjservation ;  and  this  is  very  cloariy  true  of  the  present 
play.  Ever  since  SynnmH!  Solhakken  had  sppearvd  in 
1857,  Bj'ornson,  the  expansive,  eloquent,  lyrical  Bjiim- 
son,  had  been  the  darling  child  of  fortune.  He  had  gone 
from  success  to  success  unwearied.  He  was  recognised 
tliroughoul  Scandinavia  (in  Denmark  no  less  than  in 
Norway)  as  the  leader  of  the  rising  generation  in  almost 
evcr\'  branch  of  imaginative  literature.  He  was  full,  nol 
only  of  inspiration  and  energy,  but  of  serene  self-eon6- 
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Comedy t  and  of  The  Pretenders  itself),  conceiving  a  plan 
and  then  abandoning  it  for  years — no  doubt  because  he 
found  himself,  in  one  respect  or  another,  unripe  for  its 
execution.  Every  such  experience  must  have  involved  for 
him  days  and  weeks  of  fruitless  effort  and  discourage- 
ment. To  these  moods  of  scepticism  as  to  his  own  powers 
he  gave  expression  in  a  series  of  poems  (for  the  most  part 
sonnets)  published  in  1859  under  the  title  of  In  the  Picture 
Gallery.  In  it  he  represents  the  *' black  elf"  of  doubt, 
whispering  to  him:  ''Your  soul  is  like  the  dry  bed  of  a 
mountain  stream,  in  which  the  singing  waters  of  poetry 
have  ceased  to  flow.  If  a  faint  sound  comes  rustling 
down  the  empty  channel,  do  not  imagine  that  it  portends 
the  return  of  the  waters — it  is  only  the  dry  leaves  eddying 
before  the  autumn  wind,  and  pattering  among  the  barren 
stones.'*  In  those  years  of  struggle  and  stress,  of  depress- 
ing criticism,  and  enervating  self-criticism,  he  must  often 
have  compared  his  own  lot  and  his  own  character  with 
Bjomson*s,  and  perhaps,  too,  wondered  whether  there 
were  no  means  by  which  he  could  appropriate  to  him- 
self some  of  his  younger  and  more  facile  brother-poet's 
kingly  self-confidence.  For  this  relation  between  two 
talents  he  partly  found  and  partly  invented  a  historic 
parallel  in  the  relation  between  two  rival  pretenders  to 
the  Norwegian  throne,  Hakon  Hakonsson  and  Skule 
Bardsson. 

Dr.  Brandes,  who  has  admirably  expounded  the  per- 
sonal element  in  the  genesis  of  this  play,  compares  Hakon- 
Bjomson  and  Skule-Ibsen  with  the  Aladdin  and  Nureddin 
of  Oehlenschlliger's  beautiful  dramatic  poem.  Aladdin 
is  the  bom  genius,  serene,  light-hearted,  a  trifle  shallow. 
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who  grasps  the  magii'  lamp  with  an  unswerving  conB- 
clence  in  his  right  to  il.  ("It  is  that  which  th<^  Romans 
called  ingeniiim."  says  Bishop  Nk-holas.  "truly  I  am  m<l 
strong  in  Latin;  but  "twa-t  called  ingenium.")  Nureddin, 
on  the  other  hnnd,  is  the  far  profoundcr,  more  pi-nrtnit- 
ing,  but  sceptical  and  self-torturing  spirit.  When  at  lad 
he  seizes  Aladdin's  lamp,  as  Skulv  annexes  Unkon's  Ving's 
thought,  his  knees  tremble,  and  it  drops  from  his  grasp, 
just  as  the  Genie  is  ready  to  otwy  him. 

It  is  needless  to  cite  the  passages  from  the  scenes  bt- 
(ween  Skulc  ami  Bishop  NithnlaK  in  the  second  act,  Skult 
and  Hakon  in  the  third.  Skule  and  Jatgeir  in  the  fourth, 
in  which  this  clement  of  personal  symbolism  is  prcM-ut. 
The  reader  will  easily  recognise  them,  while  recognisiDfr 
at  the  .same  lime  that  their  drumatic  approprialene-s*. 
their  relevance  to  the  historic  situation  aa  the  port 
viewed  il.  is  never  for  a  moment  impaired.     The  undei^ 
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«m*8  nqphew,  Sturla  Thordsson,  and  had  sketched  a  play 
on  the  subject.  At  that  time,  however,  he  put  the  draft 
aside.  It  was  only  as  the  years  went  on,  as  he  found  him- 
self ** excommunicated*'  after  Love* 8  Comedy,  and  as  the 
contrast  between  Bjomson's  fortune  and  his  own  became 
ever  more  marked,  that  the  figures  of  Skule  and  Hakon 
took  more  and  more  hold  upon  his  imagination.  In 
June,  1863,  he  attended  a  '* Festival  of  Song"  at  Bergen, 
and  there  met  Bjomson,  who  had  been  living  abroad 
since  1860.  Probably  under  the  stimulus  of  this  meeting, 
he  set  to  work  upon  The  Pretenders  immediately  on  his 
return  to  Christiania,  and  wrote  it  with  almost  incredible 
rapidity.  The  manuscript  went  to  the  printers  in  Sep- 
tember; the  book  was  published  in  October,  1863  (though 
dated  1864),  and  the  play  was  produced  at  the  Christiania 
Theatre,  under  the  author's  own  supervision,  on  January 
17,  1864.  The  production  was  notably  successful;  yet 
no  one  seems  fully  to  have  realised  what  it  meant  for 
Norwegian  literature.  Outside  of  Norway,  at  any  rate,  it 
awoke  no  echo.  George  Brandes  declares  that  scarcely 
a  score  of  copies  of  the  play  found  their  way  to  Denmark. 
Not  until  Ibsen  had  left  Norway  (April,  1864)  and  had 
taken  the  Danish  reading  public  by  storm  with  Brand 
and  Peer  Oyni^  did  people  turn  back  to  The  Pretenders 
and  discover  what  an  extraordinary  achievement  it  was. 
In  January,  1871,  it  was  produced  at  the  Royal  Theatre, 
Copenhagen,  where  Emil  Poulsen  found  in  Bishop  Nich- 
olas one  of  the  great  triumphs  of  his  career.  It  was 
produced  by  the  Meiningen  Company  and  at  the  Mu- 
nich Hoftheater  in  1875,  in  Stockholm  in  1879,  at  the 
Konigliches  Schauspielhaus,  Berlin,  and  at  the  Vienna 


Ibsen's  treatmeat  of  histoid 
posed  as  a  model  to  other  hisU 
he  has  inveoted  a  great  deal. 
rather  thao  contradict  the  reco 
he  treats  with  considerable  free 
with  ingenious  vagueness.     Tl 
receives  in  reading  the  play  u 
space  of  four  or  five  veara;  as 
twenty-two  years,  between  the  : 
and  Skule's  death,  H40.     All  I 
historical;  and  although  much 
historj'  does  not  warrant,  then 
solutely  forbids  us  to  conceive, 
the  struggle  between  the  two  1 
beiner,  or  Birchlegs,  and  Skul 
rectly   enough    reproduced.     L 
period,  the  Norwegian  historian 
teen  years  after  the  appearance 
terms  which  might  almost  have  I 
play.     "  On  the  one  side,"  he  aa 

1  In  America  it  was  art«]  in  Anril. 
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oertaintyy  on  the  other  lameness  and  lack  of  confidence. 
The  old  Birchl^s^  go  to  work  openly  and  straightfor- 
wardly»  like  men  who  are  immovably  convinced  of  the 
justice  of  their  cause,  and  unwaveringly  assured  of  its 
ultimate  victory.  Skule's  adherents,  on  the  other  hand, 
are  ever  seeking  by  intrigues  and  chicanery  to  place  . 
stumbling-blocks  in  the  way  of  their  opponents'  enthusi* 
asm."  Hakon  represented  Sverre's  ideal  of  a  democratic 
kingship,  independent  of  the  oligarchy  of  bishops  and 
barons.  ''He  was,''  says  Sars,  ''reared  in  the  firm  cohtl^  p 
viction  of  his  right  to  the  Throne;  he  grew  up  among 
the  veterans  of  his  grandfather's  time,  men  ipibued  Vitl^ 
Sverre's  principles,  from  whom  he  accepted  them  as  a 
ready-made  system,  the  realisation  of  which  could  only  Ibe 
a  question  of  time.  He  stood  from  the  first  in  a  clear  and  ^\ 
straightforward  position  to  which  his  whole  personality 
corresponded.  .  .  .  He  owed  his  chief  strength  to  the  re- 
pose and  equilibrium  of  mind  which  distinguished  him, 
and  had  its  root  in  his  unwavering  sense  of  having  right 
and  the  people's  will  upon  his  side."  His  great  "king's- 
thought,"  however,  seems  to  be  an  invention  of  the  poet's. 
Skule,  on  the  other  hand,  represented  the  old  nobility  in 
its  struggle  against  the  new  monarchy.  "He  was  the 
centre  of  a  hierarchic  aristocratic  party;  but  after  its 
repeated  defeats  this  party  must  have  been  lacking  alike 
in  number  and  in  confidence.  ...  It  was  clear  from  the 
first  that  his  attempt  to  reawaken  the  old  wars  of  the 
succession  in  Norway  was  undertaken  in  the  spirit  of  the 
desperate  gambler,  who  does  not  count  the  chances,  but 

*The    followera   of    Hakon's   grandfather,    King    Sverre.    See 
Note,  p.  161. 
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throws  at  random,  in  llic  blind  hope  that  luck  mav  bc^ 
friend  him.  .  .  .  Skule's  enterprise  had  thus  no  »iup)vir1 
in  opinion  or  in  any  prevailing  interest,  and  one  defeat 
was  sufficient  to  crush  him." 

In  the  character  of  Bishop  Nicholas,  too,  Ibsen  ha* 
widened  and  deepened  his  historical  material,  raUier  Umn 
poetised  with  a  free  hand.  "  Bishop  Nicholas."  says  Sar^. 
"represented  rather  th<-  iiri.'rtiKrrucy  .  .  .  than  the  Holli 
to  which  he  belonged.  lie  had  l»e({un  his  career  as  a 
worldly  chieftain,  and,  us  siit'h,  taken  part  in  Ma^u» 
Erlings.son's  struggles  with  Sverre;  and  although  he  miwt 
have  had  some  tincture  of  letters,  since  he  could  uontritr 
to  be  elected  a  bishop  .  ,  .  there  is  no  lack  of  indicsliou 
that  his  spiritual  lore  was  not  of  the  deepest.  During  hi* 
long  partidpalion  in  the  civil  broils,  both  under  Svenc 
and  later,  we  see  in  him  a  man  to  whose  character  aov  sort 
of  religious  or  ecclesiastical  enthusiasm  must  have  l>een 
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which  he  gathered  that  the  Bishop  had  not  been  true 
to  him.  With  this  he  upbraided  him,  and  the  Bishop, 
coofessing  it,  prayed  the  King  to  forgive  him.  The 
King  replied  that  he  did  so  willingly,  for  God's  sake; 
and  as  he  could  discern  that  the  Bishop  lay  near  to 
death,  he  abode  with  him  until  God  called  him  from  the 
worid." 

In  the  introduction  to  The  Vikings  at  Helgeland,  I  have 
suggested  that  in  that  play  Ibsen  had  reached  imaginative 
and  technical  maturity,  but  was  as  yet  intellectually  im- 
mature. The  six  years  that  elapsed  between  The  Vikings 
and  The  Pretenders  placed  him  at  the  height  of  his  intellec- 
tual power.  We  have  only  to  compare  Skule,  Hakon,  and 
Bishop  Nicholas  with  Gunnar,  Sigurd,  and  Omulf  to  feel 
that  we  have  passed  from  nobly-designed  and  more  or 
less  animated  waxworks  to  complex  and  profoundly- 
studied  human  beings.  There  is  no  Hiordis  in  The  Pre- 
tenders^  and  the  female  character-drawing  is  still  con- 
trolled by  purely  romantic  ideals;^  but  how  exquisitely 
human  is  Margrete  in  comparison  with  the  almost  entirely 
conventional  Dagny!  The  criticism  of  life,  too,  which  in 
The  Vikings  is  purely  sentimental,  here  becomes  intense 
and  searching.  The  only  point  of  superiority  in  The 
Vikings — if  it  be  a  point  of  superiority — is  purely  techni- 

*  On  page  323  will  be  found  a  reference  to  Brandes's  Ihaen  and 
Bjemson;  but  I  may  as  well  give  here  the  subetanoe  of  the  passage. 
In  the  original  form  of  the  play,  three  speeches  of  Ingeborg's,  in  her 
scene  with  Skule,  ran  as  follows:  ** It  is  man's  right  to  forget,"  "It 
is  woman's  happiness  to  remember,"  and  "To  have  to  sacrifice  aQ 
and  be  forgotten,  that  is  woman's  saga."  It  was  only  on  Brandes's 
remonstrance  that  Ibsen  substituted  the  present  form  of  these 
speeches,  in  which  they  became,  not  the  generalised  expression  of  an 
ideal,  but  merely  utterances  of  Ingeborg's  individual  character. 


ever,  is  quite  nuuteriy,  b 
and  adjustment  Incomp 
went  to  the  making  of 
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Ibsen  to  depict  with  suci 
wire-puller.  Bishop  Niel 
dexterity  he  was  afterwt 
disrepute.  But  from  Tl 
he  practised,  whenever  h 
stafi^,  the  methods  of  t 
evenihing  but  concentn 
the  subject  excluded.  The 
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With  this  play,  though 
1864  seems  to  have  been 
Ibsen  took  his  place  amc 
worid.  In  wealth  of  ch 
nobility  of  emotion,  and 
stands  hif;h  among  the  m 
It  would  be  hard  to  nan 
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perpetuum  mobile.  But  even  if  the  Bishop  were  entirely 
omitted,  the  play  would  not  be  Hamlet  without  the 
Prince  of  Denmark.  The  characters  of  Hakon  and  Skule, 
and  the  struggle  between  them,  would  still  make  one  of 
the  greatest  historic  dramas  in  literature. 

It  has  not  been  generally  noticed,  I  think,  that  Ibsen 
found  in  Bjomson's  King  Sverre,  published  in  1861,  a 
study  of  Bishop  Nicholas  in  his  younger  days.  The  play, 
as  a  whole,  is  a  poor  one,  and  does  not  appear  in  the  col- 
lected edition  of  Bjomson's  works;  but  there  is  distinct 
merit  in  the  drawing  of  the  Bishop's  character.  Further- 
more, it  ought  to  be  remembered  that  The  Pretenders  was 
not  the  first  work,  or  even  the  first  great  work,  of  its  class 
in  Norwegian  literature.  In  1862,  Bjornson  had  pub- 
lished his  splendid  trilogy  of  Sigurd  Slembe,  which,  though 
more  fluid  and  uneven  than  The  Pretenders^  contains 
several  passages  of  almost  Shakespearean  power.  It  was 
certainly  greater  than  anything  Ibsen  had  done  up  to  that 
date.  Ibsen  reviewed  it  on  its  appearance,  in  terms  of 
unmixed  praise,  yet,  as  one  cannot  but  feel,  rather  over- 
cautiously. 

If  an}^hing  could  excuse  the  coolness  of  Norwegian 
criticism  towards  The  Pretenders,  it  was  the  great  and 
flagrant  artistic  blemish  of  the  Ghost  Scene  in  the  last  act. 
This  outburst  of  prophet ico- topical  satire  is  a  sheer  ex- 
crescence on  the  play,  indefensible,  but,  at  the  same  time, 
fortunately  negligible.  It  is,  however,  of  interest  as  a 
symptom  of  Ibsen's  mood  in  the  last  months  before  he 
left  Norway,  and  also  as  one  of  the  links  in  that  chain 
which  binds  all  his  works  together.  Just  as  Skule's 
attempt  to  plagiarise  Hakon's  king's-thought  points  back- 
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NiCHOLAM  ARNEB60N,  Bitkof 

DAGn.N'N  THE  Peaaant,  Hoh. 
IvAK  BoDDE,  his  chaplain. 
Vegard  Vacradal,  one  of  his 
Gkegoku'h  Jonsson,  a  nobUm 
Pai'l  Flida,  a  nobUman. 
Ingebokg,  Andres  Skiaidafhas 
Peter,  her  son,  a  young  pried 
SiRA  ViLiAM,  Bi^iop  NiekoUu 
Makter  Siqard  of  Brabant, 
Jatgeir  Skald,  an  Icelander. 
BArd  Bratte,  a  chieftain  frot 
Populace  and  Citizens  of  Bergt 
Priests,  Monks,  and  Nuns. 
Guests,  Guards,  and  Ladies. 
Men-at-arms,  elc.  etc. 


The  actum  passes  in  the  first  half  Ojj 

Pronundaiion  of  Names:  HXkoo 
"board'*);  Skule-Skoole;  Maigrele 
Gootorm;  Sigurd  Ribbung>"Sigooid 
as  in  *'hard");  Ivar  Bodde-Eevar  I 
Jonsaon  ^  Yoonson;  Flida  ->  Fleeda 
Jatgeir-Yatgheir;  B&rd  Bretie-E 
"Ingeborg"  appears  as  ''IngebjOrg'*  i 
I  have  substituted  is  equaUy  current  in 
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HISTORIC  PLAY  IN  FIVE  ACTS 


ACT   FIRST 


he  churchyard  of  Christ  Churchy  Bergen.  At  the  back 
rises  the  church,  the  main  portal  of  which  faces 
the  spectators.  In  front,  on  the  left,  stands  HAkon 
HAkonsson,  vnth  Dagfinn  the  Peasant,  Vegard 
OF  ViBRADAL,  IvAR  BoDDE,  and  sex^rol  other  nobles 
and  chieftains.  Opposite  to  him  stand  Earl  Skule, 
Greoorius  Jonsson,  Paul  Flida,  and  others  oftlie 
EarVs  men,  Furtlier  Ixick  on  the  same  side  are  seen 
Sigurd  Ribbung  and  his  followers,  and  a  little  way 
from  him  Guthorm  Ingesson,  wUh  several  chiefs. 
Men-at-arms  line  the  approaches  to  the  church;  the 
common  people  fill  tlie  churchyard;  many  are  perched 
in  the  trees  and  seated  on  the  walls;  all  seem  to  await, 
in  suspense,  the  occurrence  of  some  event.  All  the 
church  bells  of  the  town  are  ringing  far  and  near. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Softly  and  impatiently,  to  Greoorius  Jonsson.]    Why 
rry  they  so  long  in  there  ? 

155 
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GsEOORtDS    J0V8SON. 

Hush!     The  psfilm  is  l>ejKinning. 

[From  inside  tlu-  closed  church  doors,  to  the  OGcompani- 
mcnt  of  trumpets,  u  heard  a  Choir  or  Monki 
AND  NrsB  singing  Domine  cceli,  etc.  etc.  H'Ail* 
t/ie  singing  it  going  on,  tlie  church  diitir  in  iijitnd 
from  inside:  tn  the  porch  Bishop  Nicbolaa  w 
seen,  surrounded  fey  PrieHa  and  Monks. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
[Sfrp.t  Jhr>rard  to  the  doorway  and  proclaim*  u-ilh  uj^ 
""(('(/  erozier.]     lnf;a  of  Vartcifj  is  €von  now  beanng  th* 
an  on  behalf  of  H&kon  the  Pretender. 

[  The  church  door  wt  clt>sed  again;  the  sinijiwj  innidi 

Gbeooriub  Junssox. 

ir„    ^    h.-,.-    ,-,.,V.   I,,   th,   r.Bi  1      Tall    t.nnB    HaW   Vina 
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Gregorius  Jonsson. 
[To  the  Earl.]    A  solemn  hour  for  you  and  for  many! 

Earl  Skule. 

[Looking  anxiously  towards  the  church,]    A  solemn  hour 
for  Norway. 

Paul  Fuda. 

[Near  the  Earl.]    Now  is   the  glowing  iron  in  her 
hands. 

Dagfinn. 

[Beside  HAkon.]    They  are  coming  down  the  nave. 

IVAR   BODDE. 

Christ  protect  thy  tender  hands,  Inga»  mother  of  the 
King! 

HAkon. 
Surely  all  my  life  shall  reward  her  for  this  hour. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Who  has  been  listening  intently,  breaks  out  suddenly.] 
Did  she  cry  out  ?     Has  she  let  the  iron  fall  ? 

Paul  Fuda. 
[Ches  up,]    I  know  not  what  it  was. 

Gregorius  Jonsson. 
Hark  to  the  women  weeping  in  the  outer  hall! 
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The  Choib  in  tue  Church. 
[Breakg  forth  in  jubilatum.J     Glorin  m  excels!*  Deo! 
[The  doors  are  thrown  oprn.     Inga  vovies forth, fol- 
hired  by  Nunn,  Prieatn,  and  Monks. 


[On  Ike  churrk  steps.]     God  has  given  judgmml! 
hold  tliesc  hands;   with  them  T  bore  the  iron! 

\"()ICE8   AMONGST  THE    MULTITODE. 

They  are  tender  and  white  as  before! 

Other  Voices. 

Fairer  slill! 

The  whole  Multitude, 
He  is  Hukon's  son!     He  ia  Sveire's'  grandson^ 
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which   has  made  my  heart  shrivel  and  writhe  within 

me 

Dagfinn. 

[Turning  towards  the  multitvde.]  Ay,  look  upon  this 
woman  and  bethink  you,  all  that  are  gathered  here !  Who 
ever  doubted  her  word,  until  certain  folk  required  that 
it  should  be  doubted. 

Paul  Flida. 

Doubt  has  whispered  in  every  corner  from  the  hour 
when  Hakon  the  Pretender  was  borne,  a  little  child,  into 
King  Inge's^  hall. 

Gregg Ri  us  Jonsson. 

And  last  winter  it  swelled  to  a  roar,  and  sounded  forth 
over  the  land,  both  north  and  south;  I  trow  every  man  can 
bear  witness  to  that. 

HAkon. 

I  myself  can  best  bear  witness  to  it.  Therefore  have 
I  yielded  to  the  counsel  of  many  faithful  friends,  and 
humbled  myself  as  no  other  chosen  king  has  done  for 
many  a  day.  I  have  proved  my  birth  l)y  the  ordeal, 
proved  my  right,  as  the  son  of  Hakon  Sverresson,  to  suc- 
ceed to  the  throne  of  Norway.  I  will  not  now  question 
who  fo^ered  the  doubt,  and  made  it,  as  the  Earl's  kins- 
man says,  swell  into  a  roar;  but  this  I  know,  that  I  have 
.•suffered  bitterly  under  it.  I  have  been  chosen  king  from 
boyhood,  but  little  kingly  honour  has  been  shown  me, 
even  where  it  seemed  I  might  look  for  it  most  securely. 
I  will  but  remind  you  of  last  Palm  Sunday  in  Nidaros,' 
when  I  went  up  to  the  altar  to  make  my  offering,  and  the 

'  Pronounoe  Inghi.  '  The  old  name  for  Tmndhiem. 


JO 


THE  PRETENDERS 


lAtTI 


rchbishop  turned  away  and  made  as  though  he  mM 
le  not.  lo  escape  greeting  mc  as  kings  arp  wont  to  he 
rt^ted.  Yet  such  slights  I  could  easilv  havf  Imme.  W 
at  open  war  been  like  to  break  loose  in  the  land;  tint 
must  needs  iiinder. 

Dagfinn. 
It  may  be  well  for  kings  to  hearken  to  counsels  of 
rutJence:  but  liud  my  counsel  been  hexrd  in  this  mat- 
T,  it  had  not  l>een  with  hot  iron,  hut  with  cold  stefl  tlitt 
!akun  Haknnsson  had  called  for  judgment  between  him- 
•jf  and  his  foes. 

HJkon. 
Curb  yourself.  Dag6nn:   think  what  beseems  the  man 
ho  is  to  be  foremost  in  the  State. 

Earl  Skdle. 
flujlil  smile.]     'Tis  easy  to  call  every  one  the 


[Uith  , 
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Sigurd  Ribbung. 

That  do  I,  and  with  full  as  good  ground.  My  grand- 
father was  King  Magnus  Eriingsson 

HAkon. 

Ay,  if  your  father,  Eriing  Steinvs^,  was  indeed  King 
Magnus's  son;  but  most  folks  deny  it,  and  in  that  matter 
Done  has  vet  faced  the  ordeal. 

Sigurd  Ribbung. 

The  Ribbungs  chose  me  as  king  of  their  own  free  will, 
whereas  'twas  by  threats  that  Dagfinn  the  Peasant  and 
other  Birchlegs'  gained  for  you  the  name  of  King. 

HAkon. 

Ay,  so  ill  had  you  dealt  with  Norway  that  the  stock 
of  Sverre  had  to  claim  its  right  with  threats. 


GUTHORM   InGESSON. 

I  am  of  the  stock  of  Sverre  as  much  as  you- 


Dagfinn. 

But  not  in  the  true  male  line. 

*  The  **  Birkebeiner "  or  Birchlegs  were  at  this  period  a  political 
faction.  They  were  so  called  becauae,  at  the  time  of  their  first  ap- 
pearanoe»  when  they  seem  to  have  been  little  more  than  bandits, 
they  eked  out  their  scanty  attire  by  making  themselves  leggings  of 
birch-bark.  Norway  at  this  time  swarmed  with  factions,  such  as 
the  "Bagler''  or  Crosiers  (Latin,  baculiu)^  so  called  because  Bishop 
Nicholas  was  their  chief,  the  Ribbungs,  the  Slittungs,  etc.,  devoted, 
for  the  most  part,  to  one  or  other  of  the  many  Pretenders  to  the 
crown. 
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BisHup  Nicholas. 
You  come  r>n  ihe  spindle  si<Jc,  GuUiorm. 

(JtmiOBM  Inoebson. 
Yet  this  I  know,  thai  ray  father.  Inge  Bardssou, ' 
lan'fully  ciiosen  king  of  Norway. 


Because  none  knew  that  SverrB's  ^randaori  was  alive. 
From  the  day  that  became  known,  hf  held  the  kitipiniu 
ID  trust  for  me — not  Otherwise. 

Earl  Skhlr. 

That  cannot  truly  he  said;  In^e  waa  king  all  hiii  dayn. 

with  all  lawful  power  ami  without  reserve.     'Tis  tnir 

enough  Ihut  Outhorm  has  but  little  clainj,  for  he  was  bora 

out  of  we<ilock:   but  I  am  King  Inge's  hiwfully  begotlen 
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churchmen  and  chieftains  and  men-at-arms,  now  it  is 
time  we  held  the  folkmote,  as  has  been  agreed.  I  have 
sat  with  bound  hands  until  this  day;  methinks  no  man 
will  blame  me  for  longing  to  have  them  loosed. 

Earl  Skule. 
There  are  others  in  like  case,  Hakon  Hakonsson. 

HAkon. 
[Hi3  aUention  arrested.]     AMiat  mean  you.  Sir  Earl  ? 

Earl  Skule. 

I  mean  that  all  we  Pretenders  have  the  same  cause  for 
longing.  We  have  all  alike  lieen  straitly  bound,  for  none 
of  us  has  known  how  far  his  right  might  reach. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

The  Church  has  l)een  even  as  unstable  as  the  king- 
dom; but  now  must  we  abide  by  the  sainted  King  Olaf's 
law. 

Dagfinn. 

[Half  aloud.]     Fresh  subtleties! 

[HAkon's  men  gather  more  closely  together. 

HAkon. 

[With  forced  calmness,  advances  a  couple  of  paces 
towards  the  Earl.]  I  would  fain  think  I  have  not  rightly 
taken  your  meaning.  The  ordeal  has  made  good  my 
birthright  to  the  kingdom,  and  therefore,  as  I  deem,  the 
folkmote  has  nought  to  do  but  to  confirm  my  election, 
made  at  the  Orething^  six  years  ago. 

1 A  "thing,"  or  aasembly,  held  from  time  to  time  on  the  "dre" 
or  foreBhore  at  the  mouth  of  the  river  Nid,  at  Trondhiem. 
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Several  of  the  Eabl'h  and  Siouhd'h  Mkx. 

No.  no!     That  we  deny! 

Eabi.  Skulk. 

'Twas  with  no  such  thoufjht  thai  we  ngrcrd  to  hoH 
.e  folkmote  here.  The  ordeal  has  not  given  you  llw 
iigdom;  it  has  but  proved  your  tilh-  to  come  fwrvoid 
■day,  along  with  the  other  Ppelendere  here  present,  aod 
intend  for  tiie  right  you  hohl  to  be  yours 

HAkon. 

[Constraining  himself  to  br  ra/m.]  TTiat  tue-anx,  in 
Hcf,  that  for  six  years  I  have  uolan'fuUy  I>ome  the  OHnw 
'  King,  and  you.  Sir  Earl,  have  for  six  years  unlawfultj 
lied  the  land  as  regent  for  me. 


EaRI.   SKrLE. 
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the  full  as  near  inheritors  as  you;  and  now  shall  the  law 
judge  between  us»  and  say  whose  shall  be  the  inheritance 
for  all  time. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
In  truth.  Earl  Skule  reads  the  case  aright. 

Earl  Skule. 

There  has  been  talk  more  than  once  in  these  years  of 
both  ordeal  and  folkmote;  but  something  has  ever  come 
between.  And,  Sir  Hakon,  if  you  deemed  your  right  for 
ever  fixed  by  the  first  election,  how  came  you  to  accept 
the  ordeal  ? 

Dagfinn. 

[Exasperated.]  To  your  swords.  King's  men,  let 
them    decide ! 

Many  of  the  Kino's  Men. 
[Rushing  forvyard,]     Down  with  the  King's  enemies! 

Earl  Skule. 

[Calls  to  his  men.]  Slay  none!  Wound  none!  Only 
keep  them  off. 

HAkon. 

[Restraining  his  men.]  Up  with  your  blades,  all  who 
have  drawn  them ! — Up  with  your  blades,  I  say !  [Calm- 
ly.] You  make  things  tenfold  worse  for  me  by  such  do- 
ings. 

Earl  Skule. 

Even  so  are  men  flying  at  each  other's  throats  all  the 
country  over.    You  see  now,  H&kon  H&konsson;   does 
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not  this  show  clearly  wliat  you  have  to  do.  if  you  cm 
aught  for  the  countrj''s  peare  and  the  lives  of  men  ? 

HAkon. 

[After  some  refiectioH.]  Yes— I  see  it.  [Take»  Inoa 
by  tlie  hand  and  turtui  f«  nnf^  of  tliose  tiandin^  hy  /urn.] 
Toricell,  YOU  were  a  trusty  man  in  my  father's  guard:  take 
this  woman  to  your  own  abode  and  sec  you  tend  hrr  wrll: 
she  was  very  dear  to  H^kon  Sverresson. — God  bless  you. 
my  mother, — now  I  must  gird  me  for  the  folkmolt.  [Inga 
presses  lii.s  hand,  and  goes  with  Torkell.  IIAkos  ii 
silent  awhitt;  then  ale ps  forward  and  sayt  tcilh  emphiiti'.] 
The  law  shall  decide,  and  it  alone.  Ye  Birehlrgs  whn, 
at  the  Orelhing,  took  me  for  your  King,  I  free  yon  fnim 
the  oath  ye  swarc  to  me.  You.  Dagfinn.  are  no  lonffrr 
my  marshal;  I  will  not  appear  with  marshal  or  tvltii 
guard,'  with  vassals  or  with  henchmen.  1  am  a  (H>or 
mnii:   all  my  inheritance  is  a  brooch  and  this  gold  rlu^; 
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Gregorius  Jonsson. 

[To  the  Earl,  <is  the  crowd  is  departing,]  Methought 
you  seemed  afraid  during  the  ordeal,  and  now  you  look 
so  glad  and  of  good  cheer. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Well  at  ease.]  Marked  you  that  he  had  Sverre's  eyes 
as  he  spoke  ?  Whether  he  or  I  be  chosen  king,  the  choice 
will  be  good. 

Gregorius  Jonsson. 

[UneasUy.]  But  do  not  you  give  way.  Think  of  all 
who  stand  or  fall  with  your  cause. 

Earle  Skule. 

I  stand  now  upon  justice;  I  no  longer  fear  to  call  upon 
Saint  Olaf.     [Goes  out  to  tlie  left   with  his  followers. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

[Hastening  after  Dagfinn  the  Peasant.]  All  goes 
well,  good  Dagfinn,  all  goes  well; — but  keep  the  Earl  far 
from  the  King  when  he  is  chosen; — see  you  keep  them 
far  apart!  [All  go  out  to  tlie  left,  behind  the  church. 


A  hall  in  the  Palace.  In  fronts  on  Die  lefty  is  a  low  win- 
dow;  on  tlie  rigid,  the  entrance-door;  at  the  hacky  a 
larger  door  which  leads  into  the  King^s  Hall.  By 
the  window,  a  table;  chairs  and  lyenches  stand  about. 

Lady  RagnhilS  and  MARCRtrrK  enter  by  the  smaller 
door;  Siqrid  follows  immediately. 

Lady  Ragnhild. 
In  here? 
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Margrcte. 
Ay.  here  it  is  tlarkrst, 

I*Ar>v  Raoniiilu, 

[Goen  to  the  window.]  And  here  we  can  look  down 
.pon  the  mote-Ktcud. 

MARORBTf:. 

[Looh-1  out  caulioualtf.]  Ay.  there  they  are.  all  ^Ihemi 
■ehind  the  church.  [Turru,  in  tears.]  Yonder  murt 
low  hetidc  what  will  bring  so  much  iu  its  train. 

Lady  Raonhild. 
Who  will  be  master  in  this  hall  to-morrow? 
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Ladt  Raonhild. 
I  spoke  of  the  Earl. 

Margrete. 
There  breathe  not  nobler  men  than  they  two. 

Lady  Raonhild. 

See  you  Sigurd  Ribbung  ?     With  what  a  look  of  evil 
cunning  he  sits  there — like  a  wolf  in  chains. 

Margrete. 

Ay,  see! — He  folds  his  hands  before  him  on  his  sword- 
hilt  and  rests  his  chin  upon  them. 

Lady  Raonhild. 
He  bites  his  beard  and  laughs 


Margrete. 
^Tis  an  evil  laugh. 

Lady  Raonhild. 

He  knows  that  none  will  further  his  cause; — 'tis  that 
which  makes  him  wroth.  Who  is  yonder  thane  that 
speaks  now.^ 

Margrete. 

That  is  Gunnar  Grionbak. 

Lady  Raonhild. 
Is  he  for  the  Earl  ? 


rur  n«KOD  tUkOlm 

Lai 

[Looka  out;  after  a  al 
Ingesson  ?— I  see  hEm  i 

Behind  his  meo,  low* 
Lad 


Ay,  there. 


lU 


He  looks  as  though  h 

Ladi 

That  is  for  his  mothei 


So  looked  not  lUkon. 
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Marorete. 
[Looking  out.]    Tord  Skolle,  the  thane  of  Ranafylke. 

Lady  Ragnhild. 
Is    h  e    for  the  Earl  ? 

Margrete. 
No — for  Hikon. 

Lady  Ragnhild. 
How  motionless  the  Earl  sits  listening! 

Margrete. 

HAkon  seems  thoughtful — but  strong  none  the  less. 
[With  animation.]  If  there  came  a  traveller  from  afar,  he 
could  pick  out  those  two  amongst  all  the  thousand  others. 

Lady  Ragnhild. 

See,  Margrete!  Dagfinn  the  Peasant  drags  forth  a 
gilded  chair  for  H&kon 

Margrete. 
Paul  Flida  places  one  like  it  behind  the  Earl 


Lady  Ragnhild. 
HAkon's  men  seek  to  hinder  it! 

Margrete. 
The  Earl  holds  fast  to  the  chair ! 


[Who  hasfoOowtd  her 
either!     Neither  one  nor 


\At  the  window.'l    Oh 

Ml 

Sigtid! 

liADT 

You  here! 

Goes  the  path  so  low 

M. 
Ob,  pray  with  us,  that 

Ladt 

\WkUe    and    korroT'tti 
lim ?     Saw  vou  mv 
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Ladt  Raonhild. 
[Softly.]    Ay,  he  looked  like  Sigurd  Ribbung. 

SiGRID. 

Laughed  he  like  Sigurd  ? 

Lady  Ragnhild. 
Ay,  ay! 

SiGRID. 

Then  must  we  all  pray. 

Lady  Raonhild. 

[With  the  force  of  despair,]  The  Earl  must  be 
chosen  King!  'Twill  work  ruin  in  his  soul  if  he  be  not 
the  first  man  in  the  land ! 

SiGRID. 

[More  loudly,]    Then  must  we  all  pray! 

Lady  Ragnhild. 

Hist!  What  is  that?  [At  the  unndow,]  What 
shouts!  All  the  men  have  risen;  all  the  banners  and 
standards  wave  in  the  wind. 

SiGRID. 

[Seizes  her  by  the  arm,]  Pray,  woman!  Pray  for 
your  husband! 

Lady  Ragnhild. 

Ay,  Holy  King  Olaf,  give  him  all  the  power  in  this 
land! 
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SlGRlD. 

[tVildly.]     Non* — none!     Else  is  he  lost!  l 

Lady  Raqnhild.  ^^ 

lie  must  have  the  power.  All  the  ^ood  m  him  will 
prow  and  blossom  should  he  win  it. — Look  forth.  M.ir- 
^rete!  Listen!  [Startt  back  n  ttrp.]  All  haniJs  an- 
lifted  for  an  oath!  [Mahorete:  lislcnit  at  fhe  windoa-. 

Lady  Rxgnhild. 
God  and  Si.  Oliif.  to  whom  do  thcj-  swear?  J 


[MAEir.nETE  listritu,  iinii  m'lk  upli/ltd  hand  moluim 
for  silence.  ^^^^^^ 

Lady  R.<gkhild.  ^^^^^^| 
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movable^  leaning  against  the  window-frame.  The 
Kino's  attendants  open  the  great  doors,  disclosing 
the  interior  of  the  Hall,  which  is  gradually  filled 
by  the  procession  from  the  mote-stead. 

HAkon. 

[In  the  doorway,  turning  to  Ivar  Bodde.]  Bring  me 
a  pen  and  wax  and  silk — I  have  parchment  here.  [Ad- 
vances  exultantly  to  t/ie  table  and  spreads  some  rolls  of 
parchment  upon  it.]    Margrete,  now  am  I  King! 

Marorete. 
Hail  to  my  lord  and  King! 

HAkon. 

I  thank  you.  [Looks  at  Jier  and  takes  lier  hand."]  For- 
give me;   I  forgot  that  it  must  wound  you. 

Margrete. 

[Drawing  her  hand  away.'\  It  did  not  wound  me; — 
of  a  surety  you  are  born  to  be  king. 

HAkon. 

\WUh  animxUion.'\  Ay,  must  not  all  men  own  it,  who 
remember  how  marvellously  God  and  the  saints  have 
shielded  me  from  all  harm  }  I  was  but  a  year  old  when 
the  Birchlegs  bore  mc  over  the  mountains,  in  frost  and 
storm,  and  through  the  \QTy  midst  of  those  who  sought 
my  life.  At  Nidaros  I  came  scatheless  from  the  Baglers^ 
when  they  burnt  the  town  with  so  great  a  slaughter,  while 

*See  note,  p.  161. 


[Looking  ateadUy  at  he 
made  it  easier. 


You  might  have  been 
through  all  the  years  whe 

But  it  fell  out  otherwise. 

Aj,  it  fell  out  otherwi 
I   from    my  comer,  you 

apoke [ImpaHentlg. 

BoDDE  cornea  with  the  wri 
Give  me  the  things! 

[HAkon  aeata  kimaelj 
tie  wkiU  after,  Eai 
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This  is  to  my  mother;  I  thank  her  for  all  her  love,  and 
kiss  her  a  thousand  times — here  in  the  letter  you  under- 
stand. She  is  to  be  sent  eastward  to  Borgasyssel,  there 
to  live  with  all  queenly  honours. 

Earl  Skule. 
You  will  not  keep  her  in  the  palace  ? 

HAkon. 

She  is  too  dear  to  me,  Earl; — a  king  must  have  none 
about  him  whom  he  loves  too  well.  A  king  must  act  with 
free  hands;  he  must  stand  alone;  he  must  neither  be  led 
nor  lured.     There  is  so  much  to  be  mended  in  Norway. 

[Goes  on  writing, 

VeGARD    ViERADAL. 

[Softly  to  Bishop  Nicholas.]  'Tis  by  my  counsel  he 
deals  thus  with  Inga,  his  mother. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
I  knew  your  hand  in  it  at  once. 

VeGARD    ViGRADAL. 

But  now  one  good  turn  deserves  another. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Wait.     I  will  keep  my  promise. 

HAkon. 

[Gives  the  parchment  to  Ivar  Bodde.]  Fold  it  to- 
gether and  bear  it  to  her  yourself,  with  many  loving 
greetings- 
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IVAR    BoUDE. 

[ir/io  has  glanced  al  tlir  parrkmcnt.]    My  lord— you 
-itc  here — "to-day" ! 

HkKOK. 

The  winri  is  fiiir  for  a  wuthward  course. 


[Stowli/.]     Retliink  yoii.  my  lord   King,  that  abc  h* 
in  all  niglit  on  the  allar-stcpM  in  [>rmyer  and  fa«ttDg. 


IVAR    BODDK. 

And  she  niav  well  be  wearv  afler  the  ordeal. 


Tnif,   trill-: — my   good,   kind   motlKT— ^!     [Colltftt 
m.iflf.]     WvW,  if  she  be  too  weari%  let  her  wail  UDitI 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 

[Who  has  drawn  near  in  the  meantime.]    Bind  the 
Earl's  hands.  King  Hakon. 

HAkon. 

[In  a  low  voice.]    Think  you   that   is  needful  ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
At  no  cheaper  rate  can  you  buy  peace  in  the  land. 

HAkon. 
Then  I  can  do  it!    Give  me  the  pen!  [Writes. 

Earl  Skule. 

[To  the  Bishop,  who  crosses  to  the  right.]    You  have 
the  King's  ear,  it  would  seem. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
For  your  behoof. 

Earl  Skule. 
Say  you  so  ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

Before  nightfall  you  will  thank  me. 

[He  moves  away. 

HAkon. 

[Hands  the  Earl  the  parchment,]    Read  that.  Earl 
Skule. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Reads ^  looks  in  surprise  at  tlie  King,  and  says  in  a  low 
voice.]    You  break  with  Kanga  the  Young  ? 


This  that  you  do  is  a  g 
memory'  tells  me  what  it 

I 
Whoever  is  too  dear 
up  the  letter. 

BiSHOI 

[Bending  over  the  chair. 
towards  the  Earl's  friend: 


[Holdt  oui  his  hand  t 
Nicholas;  you  counselled 
of  me,  and  I  will  grant  il 

BiSHOI 

Will  you  ? 

I 
I  promise  it  on  my  kin 

BiSHOI 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 

The  King's  friend  must  be  royally  rewarded.  Bind 
the  Earl's  hands  as  I  have  counselled  you,  and  you  will 
be  secure  for  ever  and  a  day. 

HAkon. 

[Takes  a  sheet  of  parchment.]  Vegard  shall  bear  rule 
in  Halogaland.  [Writing.]  I  hereby  grant  it  under  my 
royal  hand.  [The  Bishop  retires. 

Earl  Skule. 
[Approaches  the  table.]    What  write  you  now  ? 

HAkon. 
[Hands  him  the  sheet.]    Read. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Reads^  and  looks  steadily  at  the  King.]  Vegard  Vsera- 
dal  ?    In  Halogaland  ? 

HAkon. 
The  northern  part  stands  vacant. 

Earl  Skule. 

Bethink  you  that  Andres  Skialdarband^  has  also  a 
charge  in  the  north.  They  two  are  bitter  foes; — Andres 
Skialdarband  is  of  my  following 

HAkon. 

[Smiling  and  rising.]  And  Vegard  Vseradal  of  mine. 
Therefore  they  must  e'en  make  friends  again,  the  sooner 

'  Pronounce  Sficddarband. 


Ear 

Your  thoughts  are  wise 


[Warmly.]     Earl  Skule, 
dom  from  you — li>t  your  < 

Ear 

My  daughter! 

Ma 
Oh,  God! 

H 

Margrete,  will  you  be  i 

h 

[Takes  her  haiid.]     Ana 

Ma 
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HAkon. 
I  thank  you. 

IVAR   BODDE. 

[To  Dagfinn.]     Heaven  be  praised;  here  is  the  dawn. 

Dagfinn. 

I  almost  believe  it.     Never  before  have  I  liked  the 
Carl  so  well. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

[Behind  him,]     Ever  on  your  guard,  good  Dagfinn — 
ever  on  your  guard. 

IVAR   BoDDE. 

[To  Vegard.]     Now  are  you  thane  in  Halogaland; 
here  you  have  it  under  the  King's  hand. 

[Gives  him  the  letter. 

Vkgard  V^eradal. 

I  will  thank  the  King  for  his  favour  another  time. 

[About  to  go. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

[Stops  him,]     Andres  Skialdarband  is  an  ugly  neigh- 
bour; be  not  cowed  by  him. 

Vegard  V/eradal. 
No  one  has  yet  cowed  Vegard  Vseradal.  [Croes. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

[Following,]     Be  as  rock  and  flint  to  Andres  Skialdar- 
band,— and,  while  I  think  on't,  take  my  blessing  with  you. 


ITAB  B« 

To  the  Eari  ?    WM  you  dc 

HIko 
Tbe  Earl  is  wont  to  do  thai 


[So/Wy.]    Ay,  hitherto  — wk 

DO  W  I 

mKon 
Now  u  before; — the  Earl  ho 

Eabl  Sku 
Give  me  the  letters,  Ivar  Bo 

[Ooet  to  the  table  with  thgm 
which  he  wears  under  I 
Utten  during  ihefoUavm 
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HAkon. 
What  says  my  lord  Bishop  ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

I  say  that  God  and  St.  Olaf  watch  over  their  holy 
church.  [Goes  into  the  King*s  Hall. 

HAkon. 

[Approaching  Margrete.]  A  wise  queen  can  do 
great  things  in  the  land:  I  chose  you  fearlessly,  for  I 
know  you  are  wise. 

Margrete. 
Only  that? 

HAkon. 
What  mean  you  ? 

Margrete. 
Nothing,  my  lord,  nothing. 

HAkon. 

And  you  will  bear  me  no  grudge  if  for  my  sake  you 
have  had  to  forgo  fair  hopes  ? 

Margrete. 
I  have  forgone  no  fair  hopes  for  your  sake. 

HAkon. 

And  you  will  stand  ever  near  me,  and  give  me  good 
counsel  ? 

Margrete. 

I  would  fain  stand  near  to  you. 


Mai 

Ay,  she  was  too  dear  to 

H, 

And  I  am  King.  Farev 
so  youQg  yet;  but  next  si 
and  from  that  hour  I  swe^ 
all  seemly  faith  and  honoi 

Mai 
[Smileg  aadly.]    Ay.  'tn 
send  me  away. 

H 

[Brigktly.]    Send  you  a' 

Mai 

[With  tears  in  her  eye».' 

to  those  who  are  too  dear 

[She  goes  towards  the 

thouafUfuUv  after  h 
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Margrete. 

Oh,  much,  much!  Last  of  all,  he  chose  a  thane  and 
a  Queen. 

Lady  Ragnhild. 
You,  Margrete? 

Margrete. 
[Throws  her  arms  round  Iter  motlier^s  neck.]    Yes! 

Lady  Ragnhild. 
You  are  to  be  Queen! 

Margrete. 

Queen  only; — but  I  think  I  am  glad  even  of  that. 

[She  and  her  mother  go  out  to  the  right. 

Earl  Skule. 

[To  IvAR  BoDDE.]  Here  are  our  letters;  bear  them 
to  the  King's  mother  and  to  Kanga. 

[IvAR  BoDDE  hows  and  goes. 

Dagfinn. 

[In  the  doorway  of  the  hall.]  The  Archbishop  of 
Nidaros  craves  leave  to  offer  King  Hakon  Hakonsson 
his  homage. 

HAkox. 

[Draws  a  deep  breath.]  At  last,  then,  I  am  King  of 
Norway. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Places  the  Great  Seal  in  his  girdle.]  But  /  rule  the 
realm. 


rtww  u  a  dim  vnt\  ^ 
I"  l<fl  icott  «a«b  a, 
<■*««  Otjlmr:  in  the  , 
"^  S""  lUmna  dm. 
^  vmpofu,  with  nu 
fio^  the  mUHimUn  a 
Around  tht  haU  Hand  i 
ftoTTU,  and  btakeri. 

"MO,  LaDT  KiOKHiu. 
I»A»BooBi;*mfc4rt» 
<*«  dnnking^ahla  an  , 
"^«  "«»,  wilk  giutit 
>^  rVH  •it,  ammg  M^ 
Gkmohids  JoNsion,  „ 
Sxmj!  and  Bbbot  Njca 
«  Ubk  on  Uu  left.  J-j,  j 
•""•  *«"•"»  MM  ?r /■?»». 
"•••"s  u  heard  daring  the 

DAQFHf 

•nK  fifth  day  „„w  ,e.„  „, 
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Paul  Fuda. 
It  was  never  the  Earl's  wont  to  stint  his  guests. 

Dagfinn. 

No,  so  it  would  seem.  So  royal  a  bridal-feast  was 
never  seen  in  Norway  before. 

Paul  Fuda. 

Earl  Skule  has  never  before  given  a  daughter  in 
marriage. 

Dagfinn. 
True,  true;  the  Earl  is  a  mighty  man. 

A  Man-at-Arm8. 

He  holds  a  third  part  of  the  kingdom.  That  is  more 
than  any  earl  has  held  heretofore. 

Paul  Fuda. 
But  the  King's  part  is  larger. 

Dagfinn. 

Yfe  talk  not  of  that  here;  we  are  friends  now,  and 
fully  at  one.  [Drinks  to  Paul.]  So  let  King  be  King 
and  Earl  be  Earl. 

Paul  Fuda. 

[Laughs.]  *Tia  easy  to  hear  that  you  are  a  King's 
man. 

Dagfinn. 

That  should  the  Earl's  men  also  be. 


^^^^^^^^1 
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Paul  Fuda. 

'Srvn.    Wc  have  sworn  fealty  to  the  Earl,  not  to  «Jie 
King. 

Daofi.vn. 

That  may  yet  httvf  to  U-  dono. 

1 

LA». 

[To  the  E 
what  DaKfin; 

fhe  game.]     Hear  v--«" 

^ 

Without  hx 

^ 

(iREOORH'fl    JONSSOX. 

[Looking  slcwUhj  ut  Daukinn.]     Has  the  King  thoug^*'*^ 
<>r  thnl? 

Dag  FINN, 

Xay,  nay, — let  bo; — no  wraiifrlinp  to-day. 

Bisiini'  NiciioT.AS. 

The  King  ivonlil  forre  vour  men  to  swear  him  feal"       '.'• 
Karl. 

("Ihixiorius  JoNssoy. 

[[.oiidrr.]     Has  the  King  tlioufrhls  of  that.  I  ask  ? 

Dagfinn. 

I  will  not  answer.     I^et  us  drink  to  peace  and  frien*'- 
ship  between  the  King  and  the  Earl.     The  ale  is  good. 
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Paul  Flida. 
It  has  had  time  enough  to  mellow. 

Gregorius  Jonsson. 

Three  times  has  the  Earl  prepared  the  bridal — three 
times  the  King  promised  to  come — three  times  he  came 
not. 

Daofinn. 

Blame  the  Earl  for  that:  he  gave  us  plenty  to 
do  in  Viken. 

Paul  Fuda. 

'Tis  said  Sigurd  Ribbung  gave  you  still  more  to  do  in 
Vermeland. 

Dagfinn. 

[Flaring  up.]  Av,  and  who  was  it  that  let  Sigurd 
Ribbung  slip  through  their  fingers  ? 

Gregorius  Jonssox. 

Sigurd  Ribbung  fled  from  us  at  Nidaros,  that  all 
men  know. 

Dagfinn. 
But  no  man  knows  that  you  did  aught  to  hinder  him. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

[To  the  Earl,  vho  is  pondering  on  a  more.]  Hear 
you,  Eiarl  ?     It  was  you  who  let  Sigurd  Ribbung  escape. 

Earl  Skule. 
[McJces  a  move.]    That  is  an  old  story. 


I^^^^^^^pl 

I  tf 

IM                     THE  PRETENDERS                IactW      1 

CJREOORIUR    JoKaSON.                                                   I 

Have  you  not  heart!,  then,  of  tht-  IcrUndrr  Am****       1 

Torsteinsson.  Sigurd  Ribbuog's  friend 1 

Daofinn. 

Ay;    wlifD  Sigurd  had  escaped 
laDdei^thul  1 

,  you  hanged  the  I-^^^ 

UAS. 

[Make,  a  n 
take  the  pawn 

ingly  to  the  Eabl.]           ' 

m 

[Aiottd.]    T, 

t  of  imall  accounl.         "^ 
[Makes  a  inoe^-^^ 

Dag  FINN, 
Ay;   that  the  Icelander  found  to  his  cost,  when  Sigur"^^**^ 
Ribhung  escaped  to  Vermeland. 

[Suppressed  laugfUer  amongst  the  King's  men;  tli^^' 
conversation  is  continued  in  a  low  tone;  presently  •"  " 
nuxn  comes  in  and  irhtspcrs  to  Greqorius  Joxsao:^"'^' 

Bishop  NimoLAa. 
Then  I  move  here,  and  you  have  lost. 

Eari,  Skule. 
So  it  would  seem. 

'  Bishop  Nicholas's  speech,  "  Nu  aliir  jcg  bonden,  hcrre  jarl,'*' 
means  lilerolly,  "Now  I  strike  (or  slay)  the  peasant";  the  jianm 
lieing  e;ille<l  in  Norwefrifin  "bontle,"  peasaDt,  as  in  German  "Baurr." 
Thus  in  thi?i  speech  and  the  next  the  Bishop  and  the  Earl  are  pinl- 
int;  :it  Diiirfmn  tho  Peasant,  [Our  own  wonl  "pawn"  comes  from 
tlie  i^piinisli  jieun^j  foot-soldier  or  day-labourer. J 


■*  .  - 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 

[Leaning  back  in  his  chair.]  You  did  not  guard  the 
king  well  at  the  last. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Strews  the  pieces  topsy-turvy  and  rises.]  I  have  long 
been  weary  of  guarding  kings. 

Gregorius  Jonsson. 

[Approaches  and  says  in  a  low  tone.]  Sir  Earl»  Jos- 
tein  ^  Tamb  sends  word  that  the  ship  now  lies  ready 
for  sea. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Softly.]  Good.  [Takes  out  a  sealed  parchment.] 
Here  is  the  letter. 

Gregorius  Jonsson. 

[Sliaking  his  head.]  'EsltI,  EsltI, — is  this  well  be* 
thought  ? 

Earl  Skule. 
What? 

Gregorius  Jonsson. 
It  bears  the  King's  seal. 

Earl  Skule. 
I  am  acting  for  the  King's  good. 

Gregorius  Jonsson. 

Then  let  the  King  himself  reject  the  offer. 

'  Pronounce  Yoitein. 
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EjUil  Skvlb. 

That  he  will  not.  if  he  Ium  ha  own  way.  His  whult 
eart  is  bent  on  cowing  the  Rihhungs,  therefore  be  a 
ain  to  scrurt-  himself  on  other  xides. 

(iRKGOtlllltt   JOKMON. 
Your  wav  may  be  wise, — but  it  is  dangeruiu. 

Eahl  Skulf.. 

l^a\'e  that  to  me.     Take  the  letter,  and  bid  Jotricin 

ail  f..rthwilh. 


(iBRGORIUft    JoXS!«OX. 

Il  shiill  lie  as  vou  comiuantl. 

[Goes  out  U>  the  right,  and  prf*fnHif  comt* 


Bishop  Xicholas. 


u»^am^ 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 

There  comes  a  flicker  now  and  again,  my  lord  King; 
but  'twill  scarce  last  long.  I  have  lain  sick  all  the  winter 
through. 

HAkon. 

Ay,  ay, — ^you  have  lived  a  strong  life,  rich  in  deeds 
of  fame. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

[Shakes  his  head,]  Ah,  'tis  little  enough  I  have  done, 
and  I  have  much  still  left  to  do.  If  I  but  knew  whether 
I  should  have  time  for  it  all! 

HAkon. 

The  living  must  take  up  the  tasks  of  those  who  go 
before,  honoured  lord;  we  all  have  the  welfare  of  the 
land  at  heart.  [Turns  to  the  Earl.]  I  marvel  much 
at  one  thing:  that  neither  of  our  thanes  from  Haloga- 
land  has  come  to  the  bridal. 

Earl  Skule. 

True;  I  doubted  not  that  Andres  Skialdarband  would 
be  here. 

HAkon. 
[Smiling,]    And  Vegard  Vseradal  too. 

Earl  Skule. 
Ay,  Vegard  too. 

HAkon. 

[In  jest.]  And  I  trust  you  would  now  have  received 
my  old  friend  better  than  you  did  seven  years  ago  on 
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lo  vrharf,   when  you  slabl>«I   him  in   the  cbeek  w 
Lt  the  blade  cut  its  way  out. 

Earl  Skulk. 
With  a  forced  lavijh.]     Ay.  the  time  thai  Oumiulf. 
other's  hrothcr,  cul  off  the  right  hand  of  Sim 
3V  best  friend  and  counsellor. 


'Merrily.]  And  when  I>ag1inn  the  Pr-Ksanl  and  tlir 
■n-at-arms  set  a  strong  night-watch  on  the  King*9  sliip, 
.ing  that  the  King  was  unsafe  in  the  Earl's  wani? 

HAeon. 
[fieri'iushj.]     Those  days  are  old  and  forgotten. 

Dagftnn. 
[Approaching.]    Now  may  we  sound  th«  cati  lo  the 
apun-s|)orts  on  the  ereen,  if  so  please  vou.  mv  tord. 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 

[To  IvAB  BoDDE.]    Who  IS  the  man  called  Jostein 
Tamb? 

IVAR   BoDDE. 

There  is  a  trader  from  Orkney  who  bears  that  name. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

From   Orkney?    So,   so!    And   now  he  sails  home 
again? 

IVAR   BoDDE. 

So  I  think. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
[Softly.]    With  a  precious  freight,  Ivar  Bodde. 

IVAR   BoDDE. 

Com  and  raiment,  most  like. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
And  a  letter  from  Earl  Skule. 

Ivar  Bodde. 
[Starting.]    To  whom  ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
I  know  not;   it  bore  the  King's  seal 

Ivar  Bodde. 

[Seises  him  by  the  arm.]    Lord  Bishop, — is  it  as  you 
say? 


Then  must  I  straightway- 

Dagfinn!     Dagfinn 1 

[Puaftes  through 

Bishop  X 
[In  a  tone  of  commiserattoi 
Never  a  day  but  one  or  anot 
freedom. 

Greqoriub 
Who  is  it  now? 

Bishop  N 
A  poor  trafler, — Jostein  1 
him. 

Greoorius 

Jostein ? 

Bishop  N 
Dag£nn  the  Peasant  woulc 

Greoorius 
Dagfinn  would  forbid  him 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 

Ay,  do  even  so,  my  dear  lord; — Dagfinn  the  Peasant 
is  so  hasty. 

[Gregorius  Jonsson  hastens  out  to  the  right  along 
with  the  remainder  of  the  company;  only  Earl 
Skule  and  Bishop  Nicholas  are  left  behind  in 
the  hall. 

Earl  Skule. 

[WcUks  up  and  down  in  deep  thought;  he  seems  sud- 
denly to  awaken;  looks  round  him^  and  says:]  How  still 
it  has  become  here  of  a  sudden! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
The  King  has  gone. 

Earl  Skule. 
And  every  one  has  followed  him. 

Bishop  Nicholas 
All,  save  us. 

Earl  Skule. 

It  is  a  great  thing  to  be  King. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
[Tentatively.]    Are  you  fain  to  tr}-  it.  Earl? 

Earl  Skule. 

[With  a  serious  smile,]  I  have  tried  it;  every  night 
that  brings  me  sleep  makes  me  King  of  Norway. 
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Bishop  Kichoi,as. 


Dreams  forbo<le. 


Ay,  and  tempt. 

Btanop  Nicholas. 

Not  you,  surely.  In  bygone  days,  tbiit  I  could  under- 
:and— but  now,  when  you  hold  a  thini  part  nf  the  kin)^ 
ora,  rule  as  the  first  man  m  the  land,  and  arc  the 
fueen's  father^ 

Eari.  Skci-e. 

Now  most  of  all^ — now  most  of  alt. 

Bishop  NictlouiB. 

Hide  nothing!     Confess;   for  verily  I  can  see  a  great 

ain  is  gnawing  you. 
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voice  cried  aloud  within  me:  Away  with  the  child, — ^I 
am  the  man,  the  strong  man! — But  Guthorm  was  the 
king's  son;  there  yawned  an  abyss  between  me  and  the 
throne. 

Bishop  Nichojlab. 
And  you  dared  not  venture 

Earl  Skule. 

Then  Eriing  Steinvseg  was  chosen  by  the  Slittungs. 
The  voice  cried  within  me  again:  Skule  is  a  greater 
chieftain  than  Eriing  Stein vseg!  But  I  must  needs  have 
broken  with  the  Birchlegs, — t  hat  was  the  abyss  that 
time. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

And  Eriing  became  king  of  the  Slittungs,  and  after 
of  the  Ribbungs,  and  still  you  waited ! 

Earl  Skule. 
I  waited  for  Guthorm  to  die. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

And  Guthorm  died,  and  Inge  Bardsson,  your  brother, 
became  king. 

Earl  Skule. 

Then  I  waited  for  my  brother's  death.  He  was 
sickly  from  the  first;  every  morning,  when  we  met  at 
holy  mass,  I  would  cast  stolen  glances  to  see  whether 
his  sickness  increased.  Every  twitch  of  pain  that 
crossed  his  face  was  as  a  puff  of  wind  in  my  sails,  and 
bore  me  nearer  to  the  throne.     Every  sigh  he  breathed 
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his  agony  sounded  to  ,oc  like  an  echoing  Irumpd- 
st,  like  a  herald  froia  afar,  proi'laimm^  that  lhi> 
one  should  soon  be  lainr.  Thus  1  ton  up  hy  tlur 
ts  cverv  thought  of  brotlierly  kindnms;  and  Ingt 
H.  and  Hakon  aimr— mid  thr  Birchlc|;s  made   him 

e- 

Bwuop  Nicholas. 
Vnd  you  mailed 

Earl  Hkulr. 
Mi'tlinii<,dit  lielp  must  (-oroc  from  abo>-c.  I  felt  tht 
g\\  slri'titrfli  within  mf,  and  1  was  ({nivring  old;  ewry 
.-  that  i>i(-si-d  wa§  a  day  taken  from  my  life-wort. 
I'h  fvciHii;;  I  Ihuiight:  To-monxfW  will  i-ome  the 
racli'   that  .shall   strike  him   down  and  act  mc  in  the 


BisHdP  Nicholas. 
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you  strew  poison  in  every  dish,  and  you  spread  a  hun- 
dred nets  for  him;  but  when  he  walks  into  your  toils 
you  dare  not  draw  the  string;  if  he  stretch  out  his  hand 
for  the  poison,  you  think  it  safer  he  should  fall  by  the 
sword;  if  he  is  like  to  be  caught  in  the  morning,  you 
hold  it  wiser  to  wait  till  eventide. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Looking  earnestly  at  him,]  And  what  would  you 
do,  my  lord  Bishop? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

Speak  not  of  me;  my  work  is  to  build  up  thrones 
in  this  land,  not  to  sit  on  them  and  rule. 

Earl  Skule. 

[After  a  short  pause.]  Answer  me  one  thing,  my 
honoured  lord,  and  answer  me  truly.  How  comes  it 
that  Hakon  can  follow  the  straight  path  so  unflinch- 
ingly?    He  is  no  wiser,  no  bolder  than  I. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Who  does  the  greatest  work  in  this  world  ? 

Earl  Skule. 
The  greatest  man. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
But  who  is  the  greatest  man  ? 

Earl  Skule. 
The  bravest. 


thoughts  he  himself  cannot 
paths  which  lead  he  knows 
follows  and  must  follow  till 
for  joy,  and,  looking  around 
£nds  that  he  has  done  a  mi{ 

Earl  S 
Ay,  there  is  that  unswervii 


It  is  that  which  the  Romai 
I  am  not  strong  in  Latin;   bi 

Earl  Si 
[Tktfughifuay  at  firri,  after 
^neiU.\  Is  Hakon  made  of  oti 
fortunate  man  ? — Ay,  does  n 
iiim  ?  Does  not  everything 
when  he  is  concerned  ?  Even 
flay  the  trees  bear  fruit  twice 
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with  its  houses  built  afresh,  and  its  corn-lands  bending 
heavy-eared  before  the  breeze.  'Tis  as  though  blood 
and  ashes  fertilised  the  land  ^i^here  Hakon's  armies 
pass;  *tis  as  though  the  Lord  clothed  with  double  ver- 
dure what  Hakon  has  trampled  down;  'tis  as  though 
the  holy  powers  made  haste  to  blot  out  all  evil  in  his 
track.  And  how  easy  has  been  his  path  to  the  throne! 
He  needed  that  Inge  should  die  early,  and  Inge  died: 
his  youth  needed  to  be  watched  and  warded,  and  his 
men  kept  watch  and  ward  around  him;  he  needed  the 
ordeal,  and  his  mother  arose  and  bore  the  iron  for  him. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
[Wiih  an  involuntary  outburst.]    But  we — we  two 1 

Earl  Skule. 
We? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

You,  I  would  say — what  of  you  ? 

Earl  Skule. 
The  right  is  Hakon's,  Bishop. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

The  right  is  his,  for  he  is  the  fortunate  one;  'tis 
even  the  summit  of  fortune,  to  have  the  right.  But  by 
what  right  has  Hakon  the  right,  and  not  you  ? 

Earl  Skule. 

[^ier  a  short  pau^.]  There  are  things  I  pray  God 
to  save  me  from  thinking  upon. 


^^^^^^^H 

«06 
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Bishop  Niciinijis. 

Saw  voii 

never  an   old   picture   in   Christ's   Chureh 

at   Xidaros? 

It   shows    (he    Deluge    rising    nnd    riiiiii^' 

over  all  Ihc  liills.  so  thai  then-  is  btit  one  siofilr  prak 

left  above  the  waters.      Up  it  dambers  a  whole  house- 

hold,  father 

and  mother  and  son  and   son's  wife  un<l 

childtt-n:— ai 

ni\  the  sun  if  hnrlinf;  the  father  hack  into 

the  floo<I  to 

pain  better  footing;    and   he  will   vn»t  hh 

mother  dom 

1  and  his  wife  and  all  hU  children.  In  win 

to  the  tup  hi 

niself: — for  up  there  he  sees  u  handsbrcsdtfi 

of  j;roiind,  w 

here  he  may  keep  life  In  him  for  an  hour.— 

Tliat,  Eail. 

fhat  is  llu!  saga  of  wisdom,  and  Ihe  *ag» 

of  every  wis. 

'  man. 

Eaul  Skuij;.                               ^^m 

Rut  Ihc  ri 

V 

Bishop  NicnoLAS. 

Tl,.-  -,.„ 

liR.t     (!»■  rii*hl_      Hp  ]>.H  stnmlrth unrt  Hh- 
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gather  round  a  cause,  for  that  the  cause  clashes  with 
your  will.  Whatever  is  helpful  to  you,  is  good — what- 
ever lays  stumbling-blocks  in  your  path  is  evil. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Gazing  thoughtfully  before  him.]  What  has  that 
throne  not  cost  me,  which  yet  I  have  not  reached !  And 
what  has  it  cost  Hakon,  who  now  sits  in  it  so  securely! 
I  was  young,  and  I  forswore  my  sweet  secret  love  to 
ally  myself  with  a  powerful  house.  I  prayed  to  the 
saints  that  I  might  be  blessed  with  a  son — I  got  only 
daughters. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
H&kon  will  have  sons,  Earl — mark  that! 

Earl  Skule. 

[Crossing  to  the  window  on  the  right.]  Ay — all  things 
fall  out  to  Hdkon's  wish. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

And  you — will  you  suffer  yourself  to  be  outlawed 
from  happiness  all  your  life  through  ?  Are  you  blind  ? 
See  you  not  that  it  is  a  stronger  might  than  the  Birch- 
legs  that  stands  at  Hakon's  back,  and  furthers  all  his 
life-work?  He  has  help  from  above,  from — ^from  those 
that  are  against  you — ^from  those  that  have  been  your 
enemies,  even  from  your  birth!  And  will  you  bow  be- 
fore these  your  enemies.^  Rouse  you,  man;  straighten 
your  back!  To  what  end  got  you  your  masterful  soul? 
Bethink  you  that  the  first  great  deed  in  all  the  world 
was  done  by  one  who  rose  against  a  mighty  realm ! 

Earl  Skule. 
Wh.>? 


And  WBs  buried  into  tfat 

BiSHOI 

[Wiidli/.]    And  founded 

himself  a   king,  a  mighty 

the  ten  thousand — earis  u 

[jStrUU  down 

Eabi 

[Looks  long  at  kim.l  B 
thing  more  or  something 

Bishop 

[Smiling.]  I  am  in  th* 
not  good  from  evil. 

Eabi 

[Hoif  to  himaelf.]  Wh 
world,  if  they  meant  not  t 
kon  has  so  firm  and  unE 
all  his  men  have  so  fini 
him 
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Earl  Skule. 

Had  I  a  son!     Had  I  but  a  son,  to  take  all  the  great 
heritage  after  me! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
[Eagerly.]    Earl — if  you   had   a  son  ? 

Earl  Skule 
I  have  none. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Hakon  will  have  sons. 

Earl  Skule. 
[Wringing  his  hands,]     And  is  king-bom! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
[Rising.]    Earl — if  he  were  not  so  ? 

Earl  Skule. 
Has  he  not  proved  it  ?    The  ordeal 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
And  if  he  were  not — in  spite  of  the  ordeal  ? 

Earl  Skule. 
Do  you  say  that  God  lied  in  the  issue  of  the  ordeal  ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

What  was  it   Inga  of  Varteig  called   upon   God  to 
witness  ? 


[Nods,  looks  round,  and 
Hakon  were  not  that  child : 


[Starlit  a  step  backwards.] 
himMl/.]     It  is  beyond  beii< 

Bishop 

Hearken  to  me.  Earl  S 
years  and  six;  it  begins  I 
me  now.  and  I  dare  not  t 
yonder— 

Earl 

Speak,  speak !     Is  he  not 

Bishop 
Hear  me.  It  was  kno 
with  child.  Hakon  Sverr 
doubtless  she  feared  Ingi 
king,  and  you,  and — well,  i 
She  was  brought  to  bed  se 


ACTUl  THE  PRETENDERS  211 

Earl  Skule. 
Ay,  ay — and  then? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

When  the  child  was  a  year  old,  it  could  scarce  be 
kept  hidden  longer.  So  Inga  made  the  matter  known 
to  Erlend  of  Huseby — an  old  Birchleg  of  Sverre's  days, 

as  vou  know. 

• 

Earl  Skule. 
Well? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

He  and  other  chiefs  from  the  Uplands  took  the  child, 
bore  it  over  the  mountains  in  midwinter,  and  brought 
it  to  the  King,  who  was  then  at  Nidaros. 

Earl  Skule. 
And  yet  you  can  say  that ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

Needless  to  say,  'twas  a  dangerous  task  for  a  humble 
priest  to  rear  a  king's  child.  So  soon  as  the  child  was 
bom,  he  laid  the  matter  before  one  of  his  superiors  in 
the  church,  and  prayed  for  his  counsel.  This  his  supe- 
rior bade  Trond  send  the  true  king's  son  with  secrecy 
to  a  place  of  safety,  and  give  Inga  another,  if  she  or 
the  Birchl^s  should  afterwards  ask  for  her  child. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Indignantly,]  And  who  was  the  hound  that  gave 
that  counsel  ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
It  was  I. 


Promised  to  do  as  I  I 

Ea 

[Sevang  him  by  the  i 
child? 

Bl8H( 

If  the  priest  kept  his 

Ej 
If  be  kept  it? 

BlSH< 

Trond  the  Priest  dep 
that  the  child  was  brouj 
to  Thomas  Becket's  g 
England  till  his  death. 

Ej 
He  departed  the  land 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 

Or  he  did    not   change  the  children,  and  dieaded 
my  vengeance. 

Earl  Skule. 
Which  surmise  hold  you  for  the  truth  ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Either  may  well  be  true. 

Earl  Skule. 
But  the  priest's  sons  of  whom  you  spoke  ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
They  went  with  the  crusaders  to  the  Holy  Land. 

Earl  Skule. 
And  there  have  since  been  no  tidings  of  them  ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Ay,  tidings  there  have  been. 

Earl  Skule. 
Where  are  they  ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

They  were  drowned  in  the  Greek  Sea  on  the  journey 
forth. 

Earl  Skule. 
And  Inga ? 


Knows  D' 
mv  couns<'l. 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 
>ught,  citliiT  of  thr  priest's  coofcs 

Earl  Skulk. 


HtT  child  was  but  nine  days  old  whoc 
said.' 

Bishop  NifMou\s. 
Av,  and  the  child  she  ncxl  navr  wn»  over  a  \"eai 


t  il.  irou 


Karl  Skulk. 
Then  no  living  creature  can  ht-re  brinp  light!  [F^^  * 
rnpidhj  In  and  fw.]  Alminhty  (ioil.  can  thi*  bi?  trur? 
Iliikon— the  King — he  who  holds  sway  uver  ail  this 
liind.  m)(  ixim  of  ruyul  Wood.'— And  why  should  it  nil 
lie  liki-  I'n'iiif^h?     Ha.s  not  all  forliinf  mitttculoudv  fal- 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 
Yet  no  king  after  all,  mayhap. 

Earl  Skule. 
Mayhap  no  king  after  all. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

[Lays  his  hand  on  tJu  EarVs  shoulder!]  Hearken  to 
me,  Earl  Skule 

Earl  Skule. 

[Still  looking  out,]  There  sits  the  Queen.  Hakon 
speaks  gently  to  her;  she  turns  red  and  white  with  joy. 
He  took  her  to  wife  because  it  was  wise  to  choose  the 
daughter  of  the  mightiest  man  in  the  land.  There  was 
then  no  thought  of  love  for  her  in  his  heart; — but  it 
will  come;   Hakon  has  fortune  with  him.     She  will  shed 

light  over  his  life [Stopsy  and  cries  out  in  wonder.] 

What  is   t  h  i  s  .^ 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
What  .5 

Earl  Skule. 

Dagfinn  the  Peasant  bursts  violently  through  the 
crowd.     Now  he  is  giving  the  King  some  tidings. 

Bishop  Nichol-\s. 

[Looking  out  from  behind  the  Earl.]  Hakon  seems 
angered — does  he  not 't     He  clenches  his  fist 

Earl  Skule. 
He  looks  hitherward — what  can  it  be  }     [About  to  go. 


^^^^^^^1 
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Bishop  Nicholaa. 

Uan 

[Holding 
there  may 
to  Hikon's 

him  bMk.]     Hearken  to  me.  Esiri  Shifc- 
vet  be  one  means  of  winning  aasursnoe  u 
right 

Eari.  Skdls. 

One  means,  you  say  F 

Butuup  Nicholas. 

Tronfl  tl 
whole  tale, 

e  Priest  ere  he  died,  wrote  a  Icttirr 
and  took  the  sacrament  in  witness  o 

Eakl  Skule. 

1  riling  his 
f  its  trutii. 

And    thai  letter — for  God's  pity's   sake — where  is  il? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

YoTi   mu 
Hush:— he 

t  know  that [Looks  toward* 

e  comes  the  Kinir. 

thedoif] 
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HAkon. 

[In  strong  but  repressed  excitement.]  Earl  Skule,  who 
is  king  in  this  land  ? 

Earl  Skule. 
Who  is  king? 

HAkon. 

That  was  my  question.  I  bear  the  kingly  title,  but 
who  holds  the  kingly  might  ? 

Earl  Skule. 

The  kingly  might  should  dwell  with  him  who  has 
the  kingly  right. 

HAkon. 
So  should  it  be;    but  is  it  so? 

Earl  Skule. 
Do  you  summon  me  to  judgment? 

HAkon. 

That  I  do;  for  that  right  I  have  toward  every  man 
in  the  land. 

Earl  Skule. 
I  fear  not  to  answer  for  my  dealings. 

HAkon. 

Well  for  us  all  if  you  can.  [Mounts  a  step  of  throne- 
dais^  and  leans  upon  one  arm  of  the  throne,]  Here  stand 
I  as  your  king,  and  ask:  Know  you  that  Jon,  Earl  of 
Orkney,  has  risen  against  me  ? 


And  13  it  true  that  you,  S 
him  a  letter? 

Earl  5 
Who  says  so  P 

IVAR  I 

That  do  I. 

Daoi 
Josteio  Tamb  dared  not  d 
the  King's  seal. 

HAh 

You  write  to  the  King's 

although  the  King  knows  m 

Earl  ! 
So  have  I  done  for  many 
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behalf;  he  offered  peace,  but  on  terms  dishonourable  to 
the  King.  The  war  in  Vermeland  has  weighed  much 
upon  your  mind;  had  this  matter  been  left  to  you,  Earl 
Jon  had  come  too  lightly  off.     I  can  deal  better  with  him. 

HAkon. 

'Twas  our  will  to  deal  with  him  ourself. — And  what 
answer  made  you  ? 

Earl  Skule. 
Read  mv  letter. 

HAkon. 
Give  it  me! 

Earl  Skule. 
I  deemed  you  had  it. 

Daofinn. 

Nay,  you  know  better  than  that.  Gregorius  Jonsson 
was  too  swift  of  foot;  when  we  came  on  board,  the 
letter  was  gone. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Turns  to  Gregorius  Jonsson.]  Sir  Baron,  give  the 
King  the  letter. 

Gregorius  Jonsson. 
[Coming  close  to  him,  uneasily,]     Hearken,  Earl ! 

Earl  Skule. 
What  now? 

Gregorius  Jonsson. 

[Softly,]  Bethink  you,  there  were  sharp  words  in  it 
concerning  the  King. 


k^H^HI^I 

220 

THE  PRETENDERS 
Eabl  Skule. 

Una 

My  words  I  sliall  answer  for.     The  letter 

Gbegohius  Jonsson. 

I  have  it  not 

Earl  Skulk. 

You  have  it  not  ? 

Gregorius  JONa^ON. 

Dagfinn  the 

Peasant   wa§  at  our   heels. 

I  snatchni 

the  letter  from 

Jostein  Tamb,  tied  a  stone 
Eahl  Skule. 

to  it 

Well  ? 

Ghbookids  Jonsson. 

J 

II  hes  at  the 

bottom  of  the  fiord.             J 

H 
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HAkon. 
[Conirolling  his  rising  v^rath.]    And  so ? 

Earl  Skule. 
in  one  word — ^I   will   not  give  it  you! 

HAkon. 
Then  you  defy  me? 

Earl  Skule. 
Since  so  it  must  be — ^yes,  I  defy  you. 

IVAR   BODDE. 

[Forcibly.]  Now,  my  lord  King,  I  scarce  think  you 
or  any  man  can  now  need  further  proof! 

Dagfinn. 
Nay,  now  I  think  we  know  the  EarFs  mind. 

HAkon. 

[Coldly,  to  the  Earl.]  You  will  hand  the  Great  Seal 
to  Ivar  Bodde. 

Margrete. 

[Rushes  with  clasped  hands  towards  the  dais,  where 
the  King  is  standing.]  Hakon  be  a  kind  and  gracious 
husband  to  me! 

[HAkon  makes  an  imperative  gesture  towards  her; 
she  hides  her  face  in  her  veil,  and  goes  up  towards 
her  mother  again. 

Earl  Skule. 
[To  Ivar  Bodde.]    Here  is  the  Great  Seal. 


rf^ 
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IVAR  BotltlE. 

This  was  to  be  the  last  evening  of  tlie  feasl.  It  hii 
pnde<l  in  a  heavy  sorrow  for  the  Kin^:  but  soonir  en 
later  it  needs  mii8t  come,  and  melhink-t  every  true  tun 
must  rejoice  that  it   hus  come. 

Eabi,  Skvlb. 
And  I  tiiink  everj*  true  man  must  feel  bitter  i 
tn  see  a  priest  thus  makt:  iniselii«rf  l»rtweei>  ii«  Bire* 
— ay,  Birclilegs,  I  say:  for  I  am  cver>-  whit  i 
BirthleR  as  the  King  or  «ny  of  lii«  ni«t.  i  uin  <i 
same  sloclv.  the  stock  of  Sverre,  the  kingly  stock— but 
you,  Priest,  you  liave  built  Up  «  wail  of  di-ttrusl  arouti'l 
the  King,  and  shut  me  out  from  him;  that  has  Iktii 
your  task  this  m>Dy  ft  VMf. 

PaUL>  FuDA-  ^m 

[ICiifiii/r-}.  l<i  the  Oyntandera.]    Earl's  men!     Shal|^| 


I 

a  atvSt 
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IVAR   BODDE. 

God  forbid  that  I  should  stand  between  the  King 
and  so  many  mighty  chieftains. — Hakon,  my  gracious 
lord,  my  soul  bears  me  witness  that  I  have  served  you 
in  all  faithfulness.  True,  I  have  warned  you  against 
the  Earl;  but  if  I  have  ever  done  him  wrong,  I  pray 
Grod  forgive  me.  Now  have  I  no  more  to  do  in  the 
palace;  here  is  your  Seal;  take  it  into  your  own  hands; 
there  it  should  have  rested  long  ago. 

HAkon. 
[Who    has   come   down  from   the   dai8.'\    You    shall 


remain ! 


IVAR   BODDE. 


I  cannot.  If  I  did,  my  conscience  would  gnaw  and 
rend  me  night  and  day.  Greater  evil  can  no  man  do  in 
these  times  than  to  hold  the  King  and  the  Earl  asunder. 

HAkon. 
Ivar  Bodde,  I  command  you  to  remain! 

Ivar  Bodde. 

If  the  Holy  King  Olaf  should  rise  from  his  silver 
shrine  to  bid  me  stay,  still  I  needs  must  go.  [Pl(ices 
the  Seal  in  the  King's  hand,"]  Farewell,  my  noble 
master!     God  bless  and  prosper  you  in  all  your  work! 

[Ooes  out  through  the  crowds  to  tJie  rigJii, 

HAkon. 

[Gloomily,  to  the  Earl  and  his  men,]  There  have  I 
lost  a  trusty  friend  for  your  sakes;  what  requital  can 
you  offer  to  make  good  that  loss  ? 


Daoi 

[Who  hat  been  itanding  . 
in  contxrtation  with  a  man 
entered  the  halt,  approachei 
Vegftrd  cannot  come,  my  loi 

nxm 

How  know  you  thatP 

DAor 
I  hftve  even  now  had  tidii 

HlK 

What  tidings  P 

DAor 
That  Vf^rd  V«rada]  is  al 
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Dagfinn. 

Andres  Skialdarband,  the  EarPs  friend. 
[A  short  pause;  uneasy  whispers  pass  among  the  men. 

HAkon. 
Where  is  the  messenger? 

Dagfinn. 
[Leading  the  man  forward.]    Here»  my  lord  King. 

HAkon. 
What  caused  the  slaying  ? 

The  Messenger. 

That  no  man  knows.  The  talk  fell  upon  the  Finnish 
tribute,  and  on  a  sudden  Andres  sprang  up  and  gave 
him  his  death- wound. 

HAkon. 

Had  there  been  quarrels  between  them  before? 

The  Messenger. 

Ever  and  anon.  Andres  would  often  say  that  a  wise 
councillor  here  in  the  south  had  written  to  him  that  he 
should  be  as  rock  and  flint  toward  Vegard  Vaeradal. 

Dagfinn. 

Strange!  Ere  Vegard  set  forth  he  told  me  that  a 
wise  councillor  had  said  h  e  should  be  as  rock  and 
flint  toward  Andres  Skialdarband. 


aay.  i  couid  weep  for  * 
weeping;  it  must  be  life 
Skialdarband  is  your  swo 
all  service  in  requital  for 
your  word,  and  look  to  yo 
avenged. 

Earl 

Of  a  truth,  bad  angels  ai 
On  any  other  of  my  men, 
avenge  the  murder 

HA 

[Expectantly.]    Well  ? 

Earl 
But  not  on  Andres  Skia 

HA 

[Flaahin^  out.]     Will  you 
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Earl  Skule. 
That  none  but  God  in  heaven  may  know. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
[Softly,  to  Dagfinn.]     I  know  it. 

Dagfinn. 
And  I  suspect  it. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Say  nought,  good  Dagfinn! 

HAkon. 

Earl,  I  will  believe  as  long  as  I  may,  that  you  mean 
not  in  good  sooth  what  you  have  said  to  me 

Earl  Skule. 

Were   it   my  own   father   Andres   Skialdarband   had 
slain,  he  should  still  go  free.     Ask  me  no  more. 

HAkon. 

Good.     Then   we  ourselves   must  do  justice  in  the 
matter! 

Earl  Skule. 

[With  an  expression  of  alarm,]    There  will  be  blood- 
shed on  both  sides,  my  lord  King! 

HAkon. 
So  be  it;   none  the  less  shall  the  deed  be  avenged. 


I^^H^^^H 
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Uwu 

El&BI.  Skul£. 

It  shall    not  be!— It   cannot   be! 

BiKKop  Nicholas. 

Nay,  there  the  Earl  is  right. 

HAkon. 

Say  you  so,  my  honoured  lord? 

Bishop  Niciioi.118. 

i 

Andres  SkiaMarband  baa  taken  the  Cross. 

1 

HAkon  ano  E\bl  Skdle. 

M 

Taken  (In-  Cross!                                          ^ 

^ 

Ri.nnB  V.ran.iB              9 

^M 
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HAkon. 

And  I  for  Viken. — If  you,  Margrete,  choose  rather  to 
abide  in  Bergen,  then  do  so. 

Margrete. 
Whither  you  go,  I  go,  until  you  forbid. 

HAkon. 
Good;  then  come  with  me. 

SiGRID. 

Now  is  our  kindred  spread  far  abroad.  [Kneels  to 
HAkon.]     Grant  me  a  grace,  my  lord  King. 

HAkon. 
Rise,  Lady  Sigrid;  whatever  you  crave  shall  be  granted. 

SiGRID. 

I  cannot  go  with  the  E^rl  to  Nidaros.  The  nunnery 
at  Rein  will  soon  be  consecrated;  write  to  the  Arch- 
bishop— take  order  that  I  be  made  Abbess. 

Earl  Skule. 
You,  my  sister? 

HAkon. 
You  will  enter  a  nunnery! 

Sigrid. 

[Rising,]  Since  my  wedding-night  of  blood,  when  the 
Baglers  came  and   hewed  down  my  bridegroom,  and 


EIari.  I 
[VehemenUjf.]    She  is  sick 

SlGl 

A  plenteous  harvest  is  rip 
the  darkness.  Every  woma 
one  t*sk  now — to  kneel  in  ci 
both  day  and  night. 

mi 

[Shaken.]  Is  it  prophecy 
thus? 

SlQI 

Farewell,  my  brother — w< 

Eabl  I 
[InvolujUarily.']    When  ? 
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HAkon. 

[After  a  short  pause ^  dratrs  his  s-word,  and  says  xcUh 
quiet  determination:]  All  the  Earl's  men  shall  take  the 
oath  of  fealty. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Vehemently.]  Is  this  your  settled  purpose  ?  [Almost 
imploringly,]    King  H&kon,  do  not  so! 

HAkon. 

No  EarFs  man  shall  leave  Beigen  ere  he  has  sworn 
fealty  to  the  King. 

[Goes  out  with  his  Ouard.    All  except  tlie  Earl  and 
the  BiBHOP  follow  him. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

He  has  dealt  hardlv  with  vou  to-dav! 

[Earl  Skule  is  silent,  and  looks  out  after  the  King, 
CM  though  struck  dumb. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
[More  loudly.]    And  mayhap  not  king-bom  after  all. 

Earl  Skule. 

[Turns  suddenly,  in  strong  excitement,  and  seizes  the 
Bishop  by  the  arm,]  Trond  the  Priest's  confession — 
where  is  it? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

He  sent  it  to  me  from  England  ere  he  died;  I  know  not 
by  whom — and  it  never  reached  me. 


^^^^^^^^1 
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Earl  Seule. 

[Acrn 

But  it  must  be  found! 

BlBHOP    NlCHOtAB. 

I  doubt  not  but  U  msy. 

EiRi.  Skule. 

And  if ; 

jou  find  it,  you  will  give  it  into  my 
Bishop  Nicholas. 

hands? 

That  I 

promise. 

Earl  Skhle. 

1 

Yousw 

ear  it  by  your  soul's  salvation? 

■ 

Bisaop  NicHous. 

H 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 
And  if  he  be  not  the  rightful  king  ? 

Earl  Skule. 

Then  shall  he  give  place  to  me!  The  kingly  title  and 
the  kingly  throne,  host  and  guard,  fleet  and  tribute,  towns 
and  strongholds,  all  shall  be  mine! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
He  will  betake  him  to  Viken 

Earl  Skule. 
I  will  drive  him  out  of  Viken! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
He  will  establish  himself  in  Nidaros. 

Earl  Skule 
I  will  storm  Nidaros! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
He  will  shut  himself  up  in  Olaf's  holy  church—— 

Earl  Skule. 
I  will  force  the  sanctuar>' 

ft 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

Ho  will  fly  to  the  high  altar,  and  cling  to  Olafs 
shrine 


I  will  strike  off  the  crow 

Bishop  I 
But  if  it  sits  too  tight 

Eabl 

Then,  in  God's  name  o 
the  bead  along  with  it  I 

Bishop  t 

[lAMkg  Old  after  Am,  nods 
— 'tis  in  this  mood  I  like  tht 


:i 


ACT  THIRD 

A  room  in  the  Bishop* s  Palace  at  Oslo}  On  the  right 
is  the  entrance  door.  In  Vie  back,  a  small  door, 
standing  open,  leads  into  the  Chapel,  which  is 
lighted  up.  A  curtained  door  in  tlie  left  wall  leads 
into  the  Bishop* s  sleeping-room.  In  front,  on  tlie 
same  side,  stands  a  cushioned  couch.  Opposite, 
on  the  right,  is  a  ivriting-table,  with  letters,  docu^ 
ments,  and  a  lighted  lamp. 

At  first  the  room  is  empty;  behind  tlie  curtain  on  tlie 
left,  the  singing  of  monks  is  Iteard,  Presently 
Paul  Flida,  in  travelling  dress,  enters  from  the 
right,  stops  by  tlie  door,  waits,  looks  around,  and 
then  knocks  three  times  with  his  staff  upon  the 
floor, 

SiRA   ViLIAM. 

[Comes  out  from  the  left,  and  exclaims  in  a  hushect 
tmce,]  Paul  Flida!  (iod  be  praised; — then  the  Earl 
is  not  far  off. 

Paul  Flida. 

The  ships  are  already  at  Hoved-isle;  I  came  on  ahead. 
And  how  goes  it  with  the  Bishop  ? 

SiRA    ViLIAM. 

He  is  even  now  receiving  the  Extreme  Unction. 

*  An  ancient  city  cloee  to  the  present  Christiania. 
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Padl  Fuda. 
Then  lliere  is  great  danger. 

SlRA    VlUAM. 

Master  Sigard   of   Brabant  lias  said   tliat  he  canoot 
itlive  the  night. 

Paul  Fuda. 
Then  nieseems  he  ha^  summoned  us  too  lute. 

StRA   VlLIAM. 

Nay,  nay, — lie  has  his  full  senses  and  som<^  .ilrcn^li  to 
K>t;  every  moment  he  asks  If  the  Earl  comes  not  soon. 


You   still   call   him   Earl;   know   you   not  that  ^ 
inL'  has  ^ranted  him  the  title  of  Dul 
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SiRA   VlUAM. 

I  can  tell  him  that  Duke  Skule  comes  so  soon  as  may 
be? 

Paul  Flida. 

He  comes  straight  from  the  wharf  up  here  to  the 

Palace.  .  Farewell!  [Goes. 

[Several   priestSy    among   them   Peter,    with   som^ 

of  the  Bishop's  servants,  come  out  from  the  left 

with  rugs,  cushions,  and  a  large  brazier. 

Sira  Viliam. 
Why  do  you  this  ? 

A  Priest. 

[Arranging  the  couch.]  The  Bishop  wills  to  lie  out 
here. 

Sira  Viliam. 
But  is  it  prudent  ? 

The  Priest. 

Master  Sigard  thinks  we  may  humour  him.    Here  he  is. 

Bishop  Nicholas  enters^  supported  by  Master  Sioard 
and  a  priest.  He  is  in  his  canonicals,  but  withovl 
crazier  and  mitre. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

Laght  more  candles.  [He  is  led  to  a  seat  upon  the 
couch,  near  the  brassier,  and  is  covered  urith  rugs.]  Viliam ! 
Now  have  I  been  granted  forgiveness  for  all  my  sins! 
They  took  them  all  away  with  them; — meseems  I  am 
so  light  now. 
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SiB-l.    VlUAM. 

Thf  Duke  sends  you  ["reHmK.  my  Ion!;  lif  h»»  nlmiif^ 
passe<i  Hoved-isle! 

Bishop  Xhuolas. 
'Tis  wp!I,  very  well.  Bt-lik«*  tlir  King,  too.  will  M*xn 
Ijo  here.  I  Itave  beon  a  sinful  hound  in  my  day.  Vil- 
iam:  I  have  grievously  trespa^MiMl  agsinKt  the  Kini.'> 
The  priests  in  there  averred  that  all  my  fiins  should  If 
forgiven  nie; — well  well,  it  may  (»e  so;  hut  'lis  easy  (or 
them  to  prrjmise;  'tis  not  against  t  h  r  m  that  I  hnvr 
trespassed.  No  no;  il  Is  safest  to  have  it  from  thr 
King's  own  mouth.  [Exriaim*  t'lmpnfunl/y.]  Light,  I 
sayl    'tis  so  ilark  lo  here,  '^~ 

SraA  VtLUM. 
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to-night.     Have  an  eye  to  them;   there  are  idle  fellows 
among  them. 

[SiRA    ViLiAM    points    silently  towards   the  chapel^ 

whence  singing  is  heard^  which  continues  during 

what  follows. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

So  much  still  undone,  and  to  go  and  leave  it  allf 
So  much  undone,  Viliam! 

SiRA  Viliam. 
My  lord,  think  of  heavenly  things! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

I  have  time  before  me; — till  well  on  in  the  morning, 
Master  Sigard  thinks 

SiRA   VlUAM. 

My  lord,  my  lord! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

Give  me  mitre  and  crozier! — 'Tis  very  well  for  you 

to  say  that  I  should  think \A  priest  brings  them.^ 

So,  set  the  cap  there,  'tis  too  heavy  for  me;  give  me  the 
crozier  in  my  hand;    there,  now  am  I  in  my  armour. 

A  bishop! The  Evil  One  dare  not  grapple  with  me 

now! 

SiRA  Viliam. 
Desire  you  aught  beside  ? 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 

No.     Stay — tell    me: — Peter.   ;Vndres   Ski&ldarband') 
1, — all  speak  well  of  him 

SiRA    VtUAM. 

In  truth,  hU  is  a  blameless  soul. 


BiSBOP  Nicholas. 

Peter,  you  shall  watch  beside  me  until  the  King  or 
;  Duke  shall  come.  Leave  us.  meanwhile,  ye  others, 
t  be  at  hand.      [All  except  Peter  go  out  on  the-  right. 

Bishop  Nichol.\8. 
[After  a  sfiort  pauM.}    Peter! 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 

You  must  get  you  northward  with  it  to  Halogaland. 
I  have  written  to  her  touching  a  great  and  weighty 
matter;  tidings  have  come  from  your  father. 

Peter. 

He  is  fighting  as  a  soldier  of  God  in  the  Holy  Land. 
Should  he  fall  there,  he  falls  on  hallowed  ground;  for 
there  every  foot's-breadth  of  earth  is  sacred.  I  com- 
mend him  to  God  in  all  my  prayers. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Is  Andres  Skialdarband  dear  to  you  ? 

Peter. 

He  is  an  honourable  man;  but  there  lives  another  man 
whose  greatness  my  mother,  as  it  were,  fostered  and 
nourished  me  withal. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
[Hurriedly  and  ecigerly.]    Is  that  Duke  Skule  ? 

Peter. 

Ay,  the  Duke — Skule  Bardsson.  My  mother  knew  him 
in  younger  days.  The  Duke  must  sure  be  the  great- 
est man  in  the  land! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

There  is  the  letter;  get  you  northward  with  it  forth- 
with!— Are  they  not  singing  in  there? 


must  surely  help  somewba 

Pi 

My  lord,  my  lord!     Wh 

Bishop 

I  have  too  much  still  ui 
short: — besides,  the  King  w 

Pi 

You  are  suffering  ? 


I  suffer  not;    but  there 
twinkhog  and  flickering  be 


Tis  the  heavenly  bells 
twinkling  of  the  altar-ligh 
you. 
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Peter. 
Shall  I  not  first ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Nay,  go;   I  fear  not  to  be  alone. 

Peter. 

Well  met  again,  then,  what  time  the  heavenly  bells 
shall  sound  for  me  too.  [Goes  out  on  the  right. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

The  heavenly  bells, — ay,  'tis  easy  talking  when  you 
still  have  two  stout  legs  to  stand  upon. — So  much  undone! 
But  much  will  live  after  me,  notwithstanding.  I  prom- 
ised the  Duke  by  my  soul's  salvation  to  give  him  Trond 
the  Priest's  confession  if  it  came  into  mv  hand; — 'tis 
well  I  have  not  got  it.  Had  he  certainty,  he  would 
conquer  or  fall;  and  then  one  of  the  twain  would  be 
the  mightiest  man  that  ever  lived  in  Norway.  No  no, — 
what  /  could  not  reach  none  other  shall  reach.  Un- 
certainty serves  best;  so  long  as  the  Duke  is  burdened 
with  that,  they  two  will  waste  each  other's  strength, 
wheresoever  they  may;  towns  will  be  burnt,  dales 
will  be  harried, — neither  will  gain  by  the  other's  loss — 
[Terrified,]  Mercy,  pity!  It  is  I  who  bear  the  guilt — I, 
who  set  it  all  agoing!  [Calming  him^lf,]  Well,  well, 
well!  but  now  the  King  is  coming — 'tis  he  that  suffers 
most — ^he  will  forgive  me — prayers  and  masses  shall 
be  said;  there  is  no  danger; — I  am  a  bishop,  and  I  have 
never  slain  any  man  with  mine  own  hand. — 'Tis  well 
that  Trond  the  Priest's  confession  came  not;  the  saints 
are  with  me,  they  will  not  tempt  me  to  break  my  promise. 
— Who  knockfl  at  the  door?    It  must  be  the  Duke* 


[Starts.]    Who  U  that  P 


A  womaa  from  Varteig  ii 
lord. 

Bishop  > 
The  King's  mother! 

In( 
So  was  I  called  once. 

Bishop  > 

Go,  got    Twas  not  I  coi 
away. 

In< 

What  the  King  does  is  w< 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 
From  England 1 

Inga. 

He  has  been  away  these  many  years,  as  you  know, 
and  has  roamed  far  and  wide;  now  has  he  brought 
home  a  letter 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
[Breathlessly.]    A  letter ? 

Inga. 

From  Trond  the  Priest.     'Tis  for  you,  my  lord. 

[Hands  it  to  him. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Ah,  truly; — and  you   bring  it  ? 

Inga. 

It  was  Trond's  wish.  I  owe  him  great  thanks  since 
the  time  he  fostered  Hakon.  It  was  told  me  that  you 
were  sick;  therefore  I  set  forth  at  once;  I  have  come 
hither  on  foot 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
There  was  no  such  haste,  Inga! 

Daqfinn  the  Peasan^p  enters  from  the  right. 

Dagfinn. 
God's  peace,  my  honoured  lord! 
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Bishop  Xicuolas. 
Comes  the  King?  ^^ 

Dagpinn.  ^H 

He  is  nn^-  riding  down  the  Ryeii  hilU.  with  ihr  Qneen 
and  the  Kiog-chtld  and  a  great  fullowing. 


[RushtB    up    to    D,\GFiss.]    The    King, — the    King  I 
Comes   he    iiither? 


Daofinn. 

Ingal     You  here.  much-suiTering  woman! 

Inua. 
She  is  not  much 'Suffering  who  ha»  so  great  a 


I 
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Inga. 

Then  will  I  hide  me  in  a  gateway  as  he  goes  by; — 
and  then  home  to  Varteig.  But  first  will  I  into  Hall- 
yard's  church;  the  lights  are  burning  there  to-night; 
there  will  I  call  down  blessings  on  the  King,  on  my  fair 
son.  [Goes  out  to  the  right. 

Dagfinn. 
I  have  fulfilled  mine  errand;  I  go  to  meet  the  King. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Bear  him  most  loving  greeting,  good  Dagfinn! 

Dagfinn. 

[As  he  goes  out  to  the  right,]  I  would  not  be  Bishop 
Nicholas  to-morrow. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

Trond  the  Priest's  confession !     So  it  has  come 

after  all — here  I  hold  it  in  my  hand.  [Muses  with  a  fixed 
gaze,]  A  man  should  never  promise  aught  by  his  soul's 
salvation,  when  he  is  as  old  as  I.  Had  I  years  before 
me,  I  could  always  wriggle  free  from  such  a  promise; 
but  this  evening,  this  last  evening — no,  that  were  im- 
prudent.— ^But  can  I  keep  it?  Is  it  not  to  endanger 
all  that  I  have  worked  for,  my  whole  life  through? — 
[IVhispering.]  Oh,  could  I  but  cheat  the  Evil  One, 
only  this  one  more  time!  [Listens.]  What  was  that? 
[CaUs.]    Viliam,  Viliam! 

SiRA  Viliam  enters  from  the  right. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
What  is  it  that  whistles  and  howls  so  grimly  ? 


Yes,  my  lord. 

Bishop 

Bid  them  bestir  thet 
Aslak;  he  always  makes 
whenever  he  can;  he  sli 
fioor  with  hi»  crozUr.]  G 
last  night  I  have  left;  he 
haunt  him  from  the  dead 

SlRA 

My  lord,  shall  I  not  fe 

Bishop 
Go  in,  I  aay!  [Viliam  ; 
doubtless  be  heaven's  wil 
King  and  the  Duke,  sine 
now.  This  is  a  hard  thin^ 
single  wrench  what  you  hi 
up.     But  there  is  no  oth< 
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that  it  cannot  govern  the  outcome  of  its  contrivances 
in  the  second  and  third  degree  ?  I  spoke  so  long  and  so 
earnestly  to  Vegard  Vaeradal  about  making  the  King 
send  Inga  from  him,  that  at  length  it  came  to  pass. 
That  was  wise  in  the  first  degree;  but  had  I  not  coun- 
selled thus,  then  Inga  bad  not  now  been  at  Varteig,the 
letter  had  not  come  into  my  hands  in  time,  and  I  had 
not  had  any  promise  to  keep — therefore  'twas  unwise  in 

the  second  degree.     Had  I  yet  time  before  me !  but 

only  the  space  of  one  night,  and  scarce  even  that.  I 
must,  1  will  live  longer!  [Knocks  wUh  his  crozier;  a 
priest  enters  from  the  right,]  Bid  Master  Sigard  come! 
[The  priest  goes;  the  Bishop  crushes  the  letter  in  his 
hands.]  Here,  under  this  thin  seal,  lies  Norway's  saga 
for  a  hundred  years!  It  lies  and  dreams,  like  the  birdling 
in  the  egg!  Oh,  that  I  had  more  souls  than  one — or 
else  none!  [Presses  the  letter  vnldly  to  his  breast.]  Oh» 
were  not  the  end  so  close  upon  me, — ^and  judgment  and 
doom — ^I  would  hatch  you  out  into  a  hawk  that  should 
cast  the  dreadful  shadow  of  his  wings  over  all  the  land, 
and  strike  his  sharp  talons  into  every  heart!  [With  a 
sudden  shudder.]  But  the  last  hour  is  at  hand !  [Shriek- 
ing.] No,  no!  You  shall  become  a  swan,  a  white  swan! 
[Throws  the  letter  far  from  him,  on  to  the  floor,  and  C(dls:] 
Master  Sigard,  Master  Sigard ! 

Master  Sigard. 
[From  the  right.]     How  goes  it,  honoured  lord! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Master  Sigard — sell  me  three  days'  life! 

IVIaster  Sigard. 
I  have  told  you 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 
Yes,  yes;  but  that  was  in  jest;  'twits  a  little  revenge 
on  me.  I  have  been  a  tedioiix  master  to  vou;  thercFoir 
you  thought  to  scare  me.  Kie.  that  wa*  evil, — nav, 
nay — 'twas  no  more  than  I  Hrsrned!  But,  now  V 
good  and  kind!  I  will  pay  you  well; — three  days'  life. 
Master  Sigard,  only  three  days'  life! 

Mastkr  SiGAitn. 

Though  I  myself  were  to  die  in  the  same  hour  as  tow, 
yet  could  I  not  add  three  days  to  your  span. 

Bishop  NiCBOi.Aa. 

One  day,  then,  only  one  day!  Let  it  be  light, 
let  the  sun  shine  when  my  soul  sets  forth!  Lifirn, 
Sigard!  [Beckons  him  over,  and  drags  him  dou-n  upon 
the  couch.]  I  have  given  well-nigh  all  my  gold  and 
silver  to  the  Church,  to  have  high  masses  sung  for  me. 
I  will  take  it  back  again;  you  shaU  have  it  all!  How 
now,  Sigard,  shall  we  two  fool  them  in  there  ?  He-he-be! 
You  will  be  rich,  Sigard,  and  can  depart  the  o»unll]r;TJ 
I  shall  have  time  to  east  about  me  a  little,  and  mahtfj 
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Master  Sigard. 

I  have  no  time;  the  draught  must  be  ready  within  an 
hour.  [Goes  out  to  the  right. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Within  an  hour!     [Knocks  wildly,]    Viliam!     Viliam! 

[SiRA  Viliam  comes  out  from  the  chapel. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Call  more  to  help  in  there!     The  eight  are  not  enough! 

SiRA  Viliam. 
My  lord ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
More  to  help,  I  say!     Brother  Kolbein  has  lain  sick 
these  five  weeks, — he  cannot  have  sinned  much  in  that 
time 

SiRA  Viliam. 

He  was  at  shrift  yesterday. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

[Eagerly.]  Ay,  h  e  must  be  good ;  call  him !  [Vil- 
iam goes  into  the  chapel  again.]  Within  an  hour!  [Dries 
the  sweat  off  his  brow.]  Pah — how  hot  it  is  here! — The 
miserable  hound — what  boots  all  his  learning,  when  he 
cannot  add  an  hour  to  my  life.^  There  sits  he  in  his 
closet  day  by  day,  piecing  together  his  cunning  wheels 
and  weights  and  levers;  he  thinks  to  fashion  a  machine 
that  shall  go  and  go  and  never  stop — perpetuum  mobile 
he  calb  it.    Why  not  rather  turn  his  art  and  his  skill 


B-^ing  so  tnai  do  power  or 
I  can  but  do  that,  Uien  shal 
work — and,  when  I  think  of  it 
is  called  immortality.— Comfi 
how  ye  do  the  old  man  good! 
ttrelckes  himself  comfortably  t 
has  pressed  me  hard  to-nig 
idle;    otium  ett  pulcU — pulv 

the   Latin Diabolus  sb 

over  mr;  I  will  be  busy  to  the 

bellow    in   yonder [Kn 

Tell  them  to  hold  their  peac 
King  and  the  Duke  will  sooi 
matters  to  ponder. 

SiBA  Vi 

My  lord,  shall  I  then ? 


Bid  them  hold  awhile,  tb. 
Look  you,  take  up  yonder 
floor. — Good.     Reach  me  the 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 

It  matters  not ;    the  sealed  ones;    those  that  lie 

uppermost — So;  go  now  in  and  bid  them  be  silent. 
[ViUAM  goes.]  To  die,  and  yet  rule  in  Norway!  To 
die,  and  yet  so  contrive  things  that  no  man  may  come 
to  raise  his  head  above  the  rest.  A  thousand  ways  may 
lead  towards  that  goal;  yet  can  there  be  but  one  that 
will  reach  it; — ^and   now  to  find   that  one — to  find   it 

and  follow  it Ha!    The  way  lies  so  close,  so  close 

at  hand!  Ay,  so  it  must  be.  I  will  keep  my  prom- 
ise; the  Duke  shall  have  the  letter  in  his  hands; — but 
the  King — he  shall  have  the  thorn  of  doubt  in  his  heart. 
Hakon  is  upright,  as  they  call  it;  many  things  will 
go  to  wreck  in  his  soul  along  with  the  faith  in  him- 
self and  in  his  right.  Both  of  them  shall  doubt  and 
believe  by  turns,  still  swaying  to  and  fro,  and  finding 
no  firm  ground  beneath  their  feet — perpetuum  mobile! — 
But  will  Hakon  believe  what  I  say?  Ay,  that  will  he; 
am  I  not  a  dying  man  ? — And  to  prepare  the  way  I  will 
feed  him  up  with  truths. — My  strength  fails,  but  fresh 
life  fills  my  soul; — I  no  longer  lie  on  a  sick-bed,  I  sit 
in  my  workroom;  I  will  work  the  last  night  through, 
work — till  the  light  goes  out 

Duke  Skule. 

[ErUersfrom  the  right  and  advances  towards  the  Bishop.] 
Peace  and  greeting,  my  honoured  lord!  I  hear  it  goes 
J31  with  you. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

I  am  a  corpse  in  the  bud,  good  Duke;  this  night  shall 
I  break  into  bloom;  to-morrow  you  may  scent  my  per- 
fume. 


Mabler  Sigard  says  within  ai 

Duke  Sk 
And  Trond  the  Priest's  lette 

Bishop  Nic 
Think  you  still  upon  that  ? 

Duke  Sk 
*Tis  never  out  of  my  thougl 

Bishop  tin 

The  King  has  made  you  D 
in  Norway  has  borne  that  titl 

Duke  S 

'Tis  not  enough.     If  H&ko 
then  must  I  have  all! 

Bishop  N 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 
At  least,  I  know  where  it  may  be  found. 

Duke  Skule. 
Tell  me  then,  tell  me! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Wait— 

Duke  Skule. 

Nay,  nay — lose  not  your  time;    I  see  it  draws  to  an 
end; — and  'tis  sad  the  King  comes  hither. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

Ay,  the  King  comes;    thereby  you  may  best  see  that 
I  am  mindful  of  your  cause,  even    now. 

Duke  Skule. 
What  is  your  purpose  ? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

Mind  you,  at  the  King's  bridal — ^j'ou  said  that  H&kon's 
strength  lay  in  his  steadfast  faith  in  himself.^ 

Duke  Skule. 
Well? 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

If  I  i^onfessy  and  raise  a  doubt  in  his  mind,  then  his 
faith  will  fall,  and  his  strength  with  it. 


Hi^^^^^^^^l 
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Dt7KC  Skcle. 

My   lord,  this   U  uoful.  sinful,  if  be  be  the  rightful 
king. 

BUMOP  NlCHt>L.\S. 

'Twilt  Ik-  in  your  power  to  restore  his  faith.     Ere  I 
liepart  henw.  I  will  tell  you  where  Trond  the  Priest's 
letter  mny  he  found. 

SlHA    VlUAM. 

[From  the  rigkl.]    The  King  is  now  coming  up  Ihi- 
ttnft,  with  lorch-hearcM  ami  altentlants. 

m 

Bjsuop  Nicholas. 

He  shall  he  welcome.  [ViuAM  yo**-]  Duke,  I  heft 
iif  ytm  line  la.-it  scrvitv:  do  you  carrj-  on  my  ffiids 
ji;.'ainNt  all  mine  enemies.  [Takex  mil  a  Irttrr.]  Here  I 
iiHvc  wriHcn  thcin  down.  Those  whoso  names  sland 
first  I  would  fain  have  hanged,  if  it  could  be  so  ordered. 


DuKK  Skulk. 
'Think  111)1  upcjii  veiiHcancp  now;    vou  have  but  little 
lime  l.-ft        - 

Hmiiop  Ni(  Hoi.AS. 

\cil  <iu  vengeance,  Imt  on  punishment.     Promise  me 

ti)  iviild  Ihi'  swoni  of  punishment  over  all  mine  enemies 

when    1  ;iTii  f,'<nie.     They  lire  your  foemen  no  le.ss  than 

niiTii';    when  y<m  are  King  you  mu.st  chastise  them;   do 

Dike  Ski'lf:. 
1  premise  and  swear  it;    hut  Tmnd's  letter ! 
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Bishop  Nicholas. 

You  shall  learn  where  it  is; — but  see — the  King 
comes;  hide  the  list  of  our  foemen! 

[The  Duke  hides  the  paper;    ai  the  same  moment 
HAkon  enters  from  the  right. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Well  met  at  the  grave-feast,  my  lord  King. 

HAkon. 

You  have  ever  withstood  me  stubbornly;  but  that 
shall  be  forgiven  and  forgotten  now;  death  wipes  out 
even  the  heaviest  reckoning. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

That  lightened  my  soul!  Oh  how  marvellous  is  the 
King's  clemency!  My  lord,  what  you  have  done  for 
an  old  sinner  this  night  shall  be  tenfold 

HAkon. 

No  more  of  that;  but  I  must  tell  you  that  I  greatly 
marvel  you  should  summon  me  hither  to  obtain  my  for- 
giveness, and  yet  prepare  for  me  such  a  meeting  as  this. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Meeting,  my  lord  ? 

Duke  Skule. 

"Tis  of  me  the  King  speaks.  Will  you,  my  lord 
Bishop,  assure  King  Hakon,  by  my  faith  and  honour. 


sickly  and  bedridden  all  the  J 
little  or  nought  of  the  affairs  oi 
all  was  now  well  between  the  pi 

HAkom 

I  have  marked  that  the  friei 
and  myself  thrives  best  when 
another;   therefore  farewell,  Bi 
be  with  you  where  you  are  nc 


Duke  Sk 
[Softly  and  unecMy.]    Bish< 

Bishop  Ni< 
[Suddenly  and  with  wild  em 

HAiLC 

[Stops.]    What  now  ? 

Bishop  Ni 
You  shall  not  leave  this  rooi 
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Duke  Skule. 
I  have  no  part  in  this. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

"Tis  by  force  of  words  that  I  will  hold  you.  Where 
there  is  a  burial  in  the  house,  the  dead  man  ever  rules 
the  roost;  he  can  do  and  let  alone  as  he  will — so  far  as 
his  power  may  reach.  Therefore  will  I  now  speak  my 
own  funeral-speech;  in  days  gone  by,  I  was  ever  sore 
afraid  lest  King  Sverre  should  come  to  speak  it 

HAkon. 
Talk  not  so  wildly,  my  lord! 

Duke  Skule. 
You  shorten  the  precious  hour  still  left  to  you! 

HAkon. 
Your  eyes  are  already  dim! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

Ay,  my  sight  is  dim;   I  scarce  can  sec  you  where  you 
stand;    but  before  my  inward  eye,  my  life  is  moving 

in  a  blaze  of  light.     There  I  see  sights ;  hear  and 

learn,  O  King! — My  race  was  the  mightiest  in  the  land; 
many  great  chieftains  had  sprung  from  it;  /  longed  to  be 
the  greatest  of  them  all.  I  was  yet  but  a  boy  when  I 
began  to  thirst  after  great  deeds;  meseemed  I  could  by 
no  means  wait  till  I  were  grown.  Kings  arose  who 
had  less  right  than  I, — Magnus   Erlingsson,  Sverre  the 

Priest ;   I  also  would  be  king;   but  I  must  needs  be 

a  chieftain  first.    Then  came  the  battle  at  Devoldene; 
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'twas  the  first  time  I  went  out  lo  war.  Thf  Wio  wrnt 
Up,  and  glittering  liglitnings  flashed  from  a  thuusaiid 
burnished  blades.  Mojfiiu.i  and  all  hh  iiirti  iulvann<l 
as  to  a  game;  I  alone  felt  a  lightness  at  niT  bnuL 
Fiercely  our  host  swept  forward;  but  I  coul<l  not  follii*  — 
I  was  afraid!  .\11  Mngnitx'K  other  chieftains  foojjht  man- 
fully,  and  many  fell  in  the  fight;  hut  I  fled  up  otftr  thr 
mountain,  and  ran  anil  ran,  and  Mtaye«l  not  until  I  came 
down  to  the  fiord  again,  far  away  Many  a  ciian  had 
to  wash  his  bloody  elolhes  in  Trondheim-Bonl  that 
night:^I  had  to  wash  mine  too.  but  not  ftuni  blood. 
Ay,  King.  I  was  afniid;^)om  to  Ik-  a  chieftain — and 
afraid!  It  fell  .upon  me  as  a  thunderbolt:  from  thai 
lioiir  I  haled  all  men.  I  prayed  seerelly  in  the  chunrbci, 
I  wept  and  knelt  before  the  altars,  I  gave  rich  gift<, 
made  sacred  promises;  I  tried  and  tried  in  battle  after 
battle,  at  Saltcisund,  at  Jonsvoldenc  that  summer  thr 
Baglers  lay  in  Bergen. — but  ever  in  vain.  Sverre  it  im 
who  first   noted   it;    he   proclaimed  it  loudlv  and  witli 
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because  I  could  not  love.  Fair  women, — oh,  I  could 
devour  them  even  now  with  glistening  eyes!  I  have 
lived  eighty  years,  and  yet  do  I  yearn  to  kill  men  and 
clasp  women; — but  my  lot  in  love  was  as  my  lot  in  war: 
nought  but  an  itching  will,  my  strength  sapped  from  my 
birth;  dowered  with  seething  desire — and  yet  a  weak- 
ling! So  I  became  a  priest:  king  or  priest  must  that 
man  be  who  would  have  all  might  in  his  hands.  [Laughs.] 
I  a  priest!  I  a  churchman!  Yes,  for  one  clerkly 
office  Heaven  had  notably  fitted  me — ^for  taking  the 
high  notes — ^for  singing  with  a  woman's  voice  at  the 
great  church-festivals.  And  yet  they  up  yonder  claim 
of  me — ^the  half-man — what  they  have  a  right  to  claim 
only  of  those  whom  they  have  in  all  things  fitted  for 
their  life-work!  There  have  been  times  when  I  fancied 
such  a  claim  might  be  just;  I  have  lain  here  on  my 
sick-bed  crushed  by  the  dread  of  doom  and  punishment. 
Now  it  is  over;  my  soul  has  fresh  marrow  in  its  bones; 
/  have  not  sinned;  it  is  /  that  have  suffered  wrong;  / 
am  the  accuser! 

Duke  Skule. 

[So/ay.]  My  lord— the  letter!  You  have  little  time 
left. 

HAkon. 

Think  of  your  soul,  and  humble  you! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

A  man's  life-work  is  his  soul,  and  mv  life-work  still 
shall  live  upon  the  earth.  But  you.  King  HAkon,  you 
should  beware;  for  as  Heaven  has  stood  against  m  e  , 
and  reaped  harm  for  its  reward,  so  are  you  standing 
against  the  man  who  holds  the  country's  welfare  in 
his  hand 
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HAkon. 

Ha — Duke,  Duke!     Nov.- 1  see  the  bent  of  this  tawttof;. 

DnKE  Skcle. 
[Vehemet)tl!/,  to  the  Bisiiup.]       Not  a  word  mot*  o[ 
this! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

[To  HAkon.]  He  will  fXa.nA  seaiDBl  you  so  long  as 
his  head  sits  fast  on  fais  ahouldera.  Share  with  him!  1 
will  have  mi  peace  in  my  c-offin.  I  wiH  rise  again,  if  jou 
two  share  not  the  kini^doml  Neither  of  you  »t)inll  mid 
the  other'^  lieight  to  his  own  stttlure.  If  that  befell, 
there  woiili!  lie  a  giant  in  the  land,  and  here  shall  uo  giaut 
be;   for  I  was  never  a  giuutl 

\Sinlu  hack  exfuiuaied  on  the  cimq^K 
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Duke  Skule. 
[Sofdy.]    The  letter!    The  letter! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

[Not  listening  to  him,]  Viliam!  [Viliam  enters;  the 
Bishop  draws  him  close  down  to  him  arid  whispers,] 
When  I  received  the  Extreme  Unction,  all  my  sins  were 
forgiven  me? 

SiRA  VlUAM. 

All  your  sins  from  your  birth,  till  the  moment  you 
received  the  Unction. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
No  longer  ?    Not  until  the  very  end  ? 

SiRA   VlUAM. 

You  will  not  sin  to-night,  my  lord* 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

Who  can  tell ?    Take  the  golden  goblet  Bishop 

Absalon  left  me — give  it  to  the  Church — ^and  say  seven 
high  masses  more. 

SiRA  Viliam. 
God  will  be  gracious  to  you,  my  lord! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

Seven  more  masses,  I  say — for  sins  I  may  commit 
to-night!  Go»  go!  [Viliam  goes;  the  Bishop  turns  to 
Skule.]  Duke,  if  you  should  come  to  read  Trond  the 
Priest's  letter,  and  it  should  mayhap  prove  that  H&kon 
is  the  rightful  king — what  would  you  do  then? 


Bethiok  you;  much  is  at  st 
of  your  heart;  answer  as  thoug 
Judge!     What  will  you  do,  if  I 

DuKB  Sec 
Bow  my  head  and  serve  him 


[Mumidet.]  So,  so:  then  bid 
Duke,  I  am  weak  and  weary; 
mood  comes  over  me 

DCKE  SK' 

It  is  death!     Trond  the  Pri< 


First  another  matter; — I   g 
enemies 

Duke  Sb 

[Impatienily.]    Yes,  yes;  I  ■ 
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Duke  Skule. 
Ay,  ay;  as  you  will. 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
Here,  in  the  brazier;  so  that  I  may  see  it 


Duke  Skule. 

[Throws  the  paper  into  the  fire,]  There,  then;  see,  it 
bums.  And  now,  speak,  speak.  You  risk  thousands 
of  lives  if  you  speak  not  now! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 

[With  eparkling  eyes.]  Thousands  of  lives.  [Shrieks.] 
Light!    Air! 

HAkon. 

[Rushes  to  the  door  and  cries.]  Help!  The  Bishop  is 
dying! 

SiRA  ViLiAM  and  several  of  the  Bishop's  men  enter. 

Duke  Skule. 

[Shakes  the  Bishop's  arm.]  You  risk  Norway's  hap- 
piness through  hundreds  of  years,  mayhap  its  greatness 
to  all  eternity! 

Bishop  Nicholas. 
To  all  eternity!     [Triumphantly.]    Perpetuum  mx>bilel 

Duke  Skule. 

By  our  soul's  salvation, — where  is  Trond  the  Priest's 
letter  ? 


[Be»ide  kimsey.]     Ibe  letter  i 

Bishop  Nich< 

[Smiling  m  his  death-agony.] 

goodDukel  [FatUb. 

Duke  Sko 

[Wtik  an  involuntary  cry,  riaf 
his  face  with  his  h/inds.]    Almig 

The  Mon 

[Rushing  in  fiighi  from,  the 
who  can! 

Some  Vow 

The  powers  of  evil  have  bro 

Other  Vo 

There  rang  a  loud  laugh  fr 
cried:  "We  have  him!" 
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HAkon. 

[Approaches  Skule,  and  says  in  a  low  voice,]  Duke, 
I  will  not  question  what  secret  counsel  you  were  hatching 
with  the  Bishop  ere  he  died ; — but  from  to-morrow  must 
you  give  up  your  powers  and  dignities  into  my  hands; 
I  see  clearly  now  that  we  two  cannot  go  forward  together. 

Duke  Skule. 
[Looks  ai  him  absently,]     Go  forward  together ? 

HAkon. 

To-morrow  I  hold  an  Assembly  in  the  Palace;  then 
must  all  things  be  made 'clear  between  us. 

[Goes  out  to  the  right. 

Duke  Skule. 

The  Bishop  dead  and  the  letter  burnt!  A  life  full 
of  doubt  and  strife  and  dread!  Oh,  could  I  but  pray! — 
No — I  must  act;  this  evening  must  the  stride  be  taken, 
once  for  all!    [To  Viuam.]     Whither  went  the  King? 

SiRA  Viuam. 

[Terrified.]  Christ  save  me, — what  would  you  with 
him? 

Duke  Skule. 

Think  you  I  would  slay  him  to-night  ? 

[Goes  oiU  to  the  right. 

SiRA   VILLA.M. 

[Looks  (tfter  him,  shaking  his  head,  while  the  house- 
foUc  bear  the  body  out  to  the  left.]    Seven  more  masses. 


u  tUrpmfi  Tim  111 ■  w b 


Now  itnf  and  raftcn 
The  sUriT  Tsolt  «■  h 
Now  flirth  bnfe  Hkkn 
On<{ 


TbCTV  mounts  a  tni^ 
Fmm  earth  to  God'c  < 
There  HUon  with  tb 
Goes  dimlMng.  hand  i 

God's  angel-babes  aic 
Thj  cot,  the  still  nigh 
God  bless  thee,  little  ] 
Tbr  mother  watcheth 

A  short  paute.     Ddkr  Skdus  • 
Mabgbetb. 
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Duke  Skule. 

God's  peace  be  with  you,  Margrete!  Where  is  the 
King? 

Margrete. 

With  Bishop  Nicholas. 

Duke  Skule. 
Ha, — ^then  must  he  soou  be  here. 

Margrete. 

And  you  will  talk  together  and  be  at  one,  be  friends 
again,  as  in  the  old  days  ? 

Duke  Skule. 
That  would  I  gladly. 

Margrete. 

Twould  rejoice  H&kon  no  less;  and  I  pray  to  God 
every  day  that  so  it  may  be.  Oh,  but  come  hither  and 
see [Takes  his  hand  and  leads  him  to  the  cradle. 

Duke  Skule. 
Your  child! 

Margrete. 

Ay,  that  lovely  babe  is  mine; — is  it  not  marvellous? 
He  is  called  H&kon,  like  the  King!  See,  his  eyes — nay, 
you  cannot  see  them  now  he  is  sleeping — but  he  has 
great  blue  eyes;  and  he  can  laugh,  and  reach  forth  his 
hands  to  take  hold  of  me, — and  he  knows  me  already. 

[Smoothes  out  the  bed-clothes  tenderly. 


Bikom  «iD  h*n 


ToMetfctililflreUU« 
•0  Norway'* 

•Oll^lidjrbi 

tag  hy  mv  h 
took  to  u^ 


u  ofira  u  I  wakm,  I 
D  fearful  led  it  sbooVd 


[Litleiu  . 
King? 


iw.J    Is  Dot  that  tbe 


MARGRrTK. 


Av:  in-  It  gointr  uf)  th*-  other  slair;  I  will  bring  him. 
[yV,i,v«  l,rr  f„ll.^r-»  Imnd  «;»/  lr<,d^  him  playfully  up  to 
III'  'null'.]  Duk--  Skull-:  KVi'f)  watch  over  the  King- 
-)iil.|  Ih.-  wljiii-  -for  lit-  is  a  King-chili)  too— though  I 
rjui  n-vi-r  riiiicml.cr  it!  Shoulil  he  wakf,  then  bow 
.l-cply  l,.f.>r.-  liii.i.  11I..I  hail  him  aa  men  hail  kings'. 
N..«  will  I  I. ring  Ihikori.  Oh,  (iod.  God:  now  at  last 
iiiiti'-  lighl  atirj  peace  over  our  house. 

\Goes  Old  to  the  right. 


DiKf:  .Skule. 

{.tfl'-r  II  «lii<rl  mill  <jli"imij  iiileiice.'\  Illikon  ha.s  a  son. 
His  nice  shiill  live  after  him.  If  he  <lie.  he  leaves  an 
hiir  who  stiiTi.ls  ri<-ariT  Die  throne  than  all  others.  .\ll 
lliiiigs  thrive  with  Hakon.  Mayhap  he  is  not  the  right- 
ful king:  bill  his  failli  in  luni.self  stands  firm  as  ever; 
the  Hishop  WDuliI  have  shaken  it,  but  Death  gave  him 
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not  time,  God  gave  him  not  leave.  God  watches  over 
Hikon,  and  suffers  him  to  keep  the  girdle  of  strength. 
Were  I  to  tell  him  now  ?  Were  I  to  make  oath  to  what 
the  Bishop  told  me?  What  would  it  avail?  None 
would  believe  me,  neither  Hakon  nor  the  others.  He 
would  have  believed  the  Bishop  in  the  hour  of  death; 
the  doubt  would  have  rankled  poisonously  in  him;  but 
it  was  not  to  be.  And  deep-rooted  as  is  Hakon's  faith, 
so  is  my  doubt  deep-rooted;  what  man  on  earth  can 
weed  it  out?  None,  none.  The  ordeal  has  been  en- 
dured, God  has  spoken,  and  still  H&kon  may  not  be 
the  rightful  king,  while  my  life  goes  to  waste.  [Seals 
himself  broodingly  beside  a  table  on  the  right.]  And  if, 
now,  I  won  the  kingdom,  would  not  the  doubt  dwell 
with  me  none  the  less,  gnawing  and  wearing  and  wasting 
me  away,  with  its  ceaseless  icy  drip,  drip. — Aye;  but  'tis 
better  to  sit  doubting  on  the  throne  than  to  stand  down 
in  the  crowd,  doubting  of  him  who  sits  there  in  your 
stead. — ^There  must  be  an  end  between  me  and  H&kon! 
An  end  ?  But  how  ?  [Rises.]  Almighty,  thou  who  hast 
thus  bestead  me,  thou  must  bear  the  guilt  of  the  issue! 
[Ooes  to  and  fro f  stops  and  reflects.]  I  must  break  down 
all  bridges,  hold  only  one,  and  there  conquer  or  fall 
— as  the  Bishop  said  at  the  bridal-feast  at  Bergen. 
That  is  now  nigh  upon  three  years  since,  and  through 
all  that  time  have  I  split  up  and  spilt  my  strength  in 
trying  to  guard  all  the  bridges.  [With  energy.]  Now 
must  I  follow  the  Bishop's  counsel;  now  or  never! 
Here  are  we  both  in  Oslo;  this  time  I  have  more  men 
than  H&kon;  why  not  seize  the  advantage — 'tis  so  sel- 
dom on  my  side.     [Vacillating.]    But  to-night ?    At 

once ?    No,    no!     Not   to-night!     Ha-ha-ha — there 

again! — ^pondering,  w^avering!  Hakon  knows  not  what 
that  means;   he  goes  straight  forward,  and  so  he  con- 


<i»Buu  uie  oeioic  me,  uus  com 
tbnme;  and  I — I  shall  stand  hi 
bow  low  and  hul  him  as  king! 
This  child,  Hakon's  son,  shall  s 
that  should  in  right,  mayhap, 
stand  before  his  footstool,  white- 
age,  and  see  my  whole  life-wi 
without  having  been  king! — I 
H&kon — there  blows  a  storm  t 

sweeps  down  the  fiord !     If 

I  am  safe  with  the  Tronders.'  V 
attempt,  were  his  child  in  my 
follow  me,  fight  for  me  and  o 
shall  be  kingly,  and  they  know 
will  take  the  stride;  I  will  leap 
time!    Could  I  but  see  if  thou 

or  H&kon  Sverresson's !    Hi 

them.  [A  pause.]  Sleep  is  aa  a  i 
thou  little  Pretender!  [Chtt  ovt 
shall  decide;  once  again  will  I  a] 

Maboretb 
[Enters,  vrith  the  Kino, /rom  ( 
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HAkon. 

To  bed»  Maigrete!  You  must  be  weary  after  the 
journey. 

Margrete. 

Yes,  yes.  [  To  the  Duke.]  Father,  be  kind  and  yield- 
ing— H&kon  has  promised  to  be  the  like!  A  thousand 
good-nights,  to  both  of  you ! 

[Makes  a  gesture  of  farewell  at  tlie  door  on  the  left^ 
and  goes  out;  two  women  carry  otU  the  cradle. 

Duke  Skule. 

King  Hakon,  this  time  we  must  not  part  as  foes. 
All  evil  will  follow;  there  will  fall  a  time  of  dread  upon 
the  land. 

HAkon. 

The  land  has  known  nought  else  through  many  gen- 
erations; but,  see  you,  God  is  with  me;  every  foeman 
falls  that  would  stand  against  me.  There  are  no  more 
Baglers,  no  Slittungs,  no  Ribbungs;  Earl  Jon  is  slain, 
Guthorm  Ingesson  is  dead,  Sigurd  Ribbung  likewise — 
all  claims  that  were  put  forth  at  the  folkmote  at  Bergen 
have  fallen  powerless — from  whom,  then,  should  the 
time  of  dread  come  now  ? 

Duke  Skule. 
H&kon,  I  fear  me  it  might  come  from  me* 

HAkon. 

When  I. came  to  the  throne,  I  gave  you  the  third  part 
of  the  kingdom 
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■ 

lAtTffl 

DcKE  Skule. 

But  kept  two-thirds  yourself' 
HAkon. 

m 

You  ever  thirsted  after  mow;    I  eked  out 
until  now  vou  hold  htilf  th.*  kingdom. 

your  share 

DuKB  Skdlb. 

M 

There  lark  ten  ship-wards.' 

■ 

HAkos. 

m 

I  mailf  vou  Duke;   thai  luu  oo  nuQ  been 
before  joii. 

in  NorwiT 

DuKU  SsfLE.                                        ^^ 
But  ynii  iire  king!     I  must  have  no  king  n\-er  lod^^l 

ACTinl  THE  PRETENDERS  275 

Duke  Skule. 
I  have  more  men  than  you  in  Oslo,  H&kon  H&konsson. 

HAkon. 
Mayhap  you  think  to 

Duke  Skule. 

Hearken  to  me!  Think  of  the  Bishop's  words!  Let 
us  share;  give  me  the  ten  ship- wards;  let  me  hold  my 
share  as  a  free  kingdom,  without  tax  or  tribute.  Norway 
has  ere  this  been  parted  into  two  kingdoms; — we  will 
hold  firmly  together 

HAkon. 

Duke,  you  must  be  soul-sick,  that  you  can  crave  such 
a  thing. 

Duke  Skule. 

Ay»  I  am  soul-sick,  and  there  is  no  other  healing  for 
me.  We  two  must  be  equals;  there  must  be  no  man 
over  me! 

HAkon. 

Every  treeless  skerry  is  a  stone  in  the  building  which 
Harald  EUlrfager  and  the  sainted  King  Olaf  reared; 
would  you  have  me  break  in  twain  what  they  have 
mortised  together?    Never! 

Duke  Skule. 

Well,  then  let  us  reign  by  turns;  let  each  bear  sway 
for  three  years!  You  have  reigned  long;  now  my  turn 
has  come.     Depart  from  the  land  for  three  years; — I 


Think  you  my  crown  would  I 

DcKS  Skc 

No  crown  is  loo  wide  for  m 

HiKON 

11  needs  .  God-sent  right  > 
wear  the  crown. 

DoKE  Sk 
And  know  you  so  surely  S 
right? 

HlK 

I  have  God's  own  word  to 
DOKB  S 

Rest  not  too  surely  on  U 
.     i,__h.it  that  wer 
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HAkon. 
Speak  you  in  jest,  my  lord  ? 

Duke  Skule. 
I  speak  for  my  life-work  and  for  my  souFs  salvation! 

HAkon. 
Then  is  there  small  hope  for  the  saving  of  your  soul. 

Duke  Skule. 
You  will  not  fight  with  me  ?    You  shall,  you  shall! 

HAkon. 

Oh  blinded  man!  I  cannot  but  pity  you.  You 
think  *tis  the  Lord's  calling  that  draws  you  toward  the 
throne;  you  see  not  that  'tis  nought  but  pride  of  heart. 
What  is  it  that  allures  you  ?  The  royal  circlet,  the 
purple-bordered  mantle,  the  right  to  be  seated  three 
steps  above  the  floor; — pitiful,  pitiful!  Were  that 
kingship,  I  would  cast  it  into  your  hat,  as  I  cast  a  groat 
to  a  beggar. 

Duke  Skule. 

You  have  known  me  since  your  childhood,  and  you 
judge  me  thus! 

HAkon. 

You  have  wisdom  and  courage  and  all  noble  gifts 
of  the  mind;  you  are  bom  to  stand  nearest  a  king,  but 
not  to  be  a  king  yourself. 

Duke  Skule. 
Tliat  will  we  now  put  to  the  proof! 


278  THE  PRETENDERS  t*CTm 

IUkon. 
Name  me  a  single  kmg's-lask  _vou  achirvpd  in  all 
the  years  you  were  regent  for  nie!  Were  the  Bagkn 
or  the  Ribbungs  ever  mightier  thaa  then?  Yoii  were 
in  ripe  manhood,  yet  the  land  was  harried  by  rrbellioiu 
factions;  (lid  you  quell  a  single  one  of  them?  I  wu 
young  and  iintried  when  I  came  to  the  helm — look  at  mc 
— all  fell  before  me  when  I  became  king;  there  are  no 
Baglers,  no  Ribbungs  left! 


Duke  Skul^. 
Beware  how  you  boant  of  that;  for  there  lies  llie 
greatest  danger.  Psrty  must  stand  against  party,  claim 
against  claim,  region  against  region,  if  (he  king  is  to 
have  the  might.  Everj-  village,  everj-  family.  mi»* 
cilhcr  need  him  or  fear  him.  If  you  strike  at  the  root 
of  faction,  (it  the  same  stroke  you  kill  Tour  own  power. 
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dalander,  the  Halogalander  against  the  Sogndalesman; 
all  shall  be  one  hereafter,  and  all  shall  feel  and  know 
that  they  are  one!  That  is  the  task  which  God  has 
laid  on  my  shoulders;  that  is  the  work  which  now 
lies  before  the  King  of  Norway.  That  life-work,  Duke, 
I  think  you  were  best  to  leave  untried,  for  truly  it  is 
beyond  you. 

Duke  Skule. 

[Impressed.]    To  unite ?    To  unite  the  Tronders 

and  the  men  of  Viken, — all  Norway ?    [Sceptically.] 

'Tis  impossible!     Norway's  saga  tells  of  no  such  thing! 

HAkon. 

For  you  'tis  impossible,  for  you  can  but  work  out 
the  old  saga  afresh;  for  me,  'tis  as  easy  as  for  the  falcon 
to  cleave  the  clouds. 

Duke  Skule. 

[In  uneasy  agitation.]    To  unite  the  whole  people- 


to  awaken  it  so  that  it  shall  know  itself  one!  Wlience 
got  you  so  strange  a  thought  ?  It  runs  through  mc  like 
ice  and  fire.  [Vehemently.]  It  comes  from  the  devil, 
Hikon;  it  shall  never  be  carried  through  while  I  have 
strength  to  buckle  on  my  helm. 

HAkon. 

*Tis  from  God  the  thought  comes  to  me,  and  never 
shall  I  let  it  slip  while  I  bear  St.  Olaf's  circlet  on  my 
brow! 

Duke  Skule. 

Then  must  St.  Olaf's  circlet  fall  from  your  brow! 


You,  Skule,  will  be  1 
sembly. 

Hakon!    Tempt  not  i 
the  last  ledge  of  the  dee 


[Points  to  the  door.]    G 
that  we  have  spoken  wit 


[Looks  hard  at  him  fi 
time,  'twill  be  with  shai 


[After  a  short  pause.] 
not  come  to  that.  He 
my  will;  I  have  need  o 
brain. — Whatsoever  cou 
thfrf  mav  be  in  this  la 
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Dagfinn  the  Peasant. 

[Enters  from  the  b<u;k.]  Be  on  your  guard  to-night,  my 
lord;   the  Duke  has  surely  evil  in  his  mind. 

HAkon. 
What  say  you  ? 

Dagfinn. 

What  mav  be  his  drift,  I  know  not;  but  sure  am  I 
that  «>mething  is  brewing. 

HAkon. 
Can  he  think  to  fall  upon  us  ?     Impossible,  impossible! 

Dagfinn. 

No,  'tis  something  else.  His  ships  lie  clear  for  sail- 
ing; he  has  summoned  an  Assembly  on  board  them. 

HAkon. 

You  must  mistake !     Go,  Dagfinn,  and  bring  me 

sure  tidings. 

Dagfinn. 

Ay  ay,  trust  to  me.  [Ooes. 

HAkon. 

No, — 'tis  not  to  be  thought  of!  The  Duke  dare  not 
rise  against  me.  God  will  not  suffer  it — God,  who  has 
hitherto  guided  all  things  for  me  so  marvellously.  I 
must  have  peace  now,  for  'tis  now  I  must  set  about  my 
work! — I  have  done  so  little  yet;  but  I  hear  the  unerring 
voice  of  the  Lord  calling  to  me:  Thou  shalt  do  a  great 
king's- work  in  Norway! 
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Gregorics  JoNSaON. 
[Enters  from  the  bade.]    My  lord  and  King! 

HAkom. 

Grcgorius  Jonsson!     Come  _v  o  u    hither? 

Gregohius  Jonsson. 


I 


1  offer  myself  for  jour  service.     Thus  far  liave  I  fol- 
lowed the  Duke;  but  now  I  dare  follow  him  i 


\Vliat  has  befallen? 

GssooBina  Jonsson. 

That  which  no  mun  will  believe,  when  'tis  nimoi 
I h rough  the  land. 


I 
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Gregorius  Jonsson. 
By  Christ's  dear  blood,  so  is  it! 

HAkon. 

Go,  go;  sound  the  trumpet-call  for  my  guard;  get 
all  my  men  under  arms.  [Gregorius  Jonsson  goes. 

HAkon. 

[Paces  the  room  once  or  twice,  then  goes  quickly  up  to 
the  door  of  Margrete  's  chamber,  knocks  at  it,  takes  one 
or  two  more  turns  through  the  room,  then  goes  again  to 
the  door,  knocks,  and  calls.]    Margrete! 

[Ooes  on  pacing  up  and  down. 

Margrete. 

[In  the  doorway,  attired  for  the  night,  with  her  hair 
down;  she  has  a  red  cloak  round  her  shoulders,  holding 
it  close  together  over  her  breast.]    H&kon!     Is  it  you? 

HAkon. 
yes,  yes;  come  hither. 

Margrete. 
Oh,  but  you  must  not  look  at  me;  I  was  in  bed  already. 

HAkon. 
I  have  other  things  to  think  of. 

Margrete. 
What  has  befallen. 
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HAkon. 
Give  me  n  gcNxl  couDsel!     I  liavc  even  now  rec«iT«i 
the  worst  tirlings. 


MABGRETt:. 

[Alarmed.]     What  tidings,  HUcon  ? 

HXkom. 

That  there  are  now  Iwo  kings  in  Norway. 


I 


Mahubrtc. 
Two  kings  in  Norway! — H«kon,  where  is  my  fatber? 


tlt>  has  proclaimed  himself  king  oo  board 
now  he  is  sailing  to  Nidaros  to  be  crowned. 
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of  the  Uplands*  come  first  to  Nidaros,  and  prevent  the 
crowning?  No,  it  may  not  be  done;  my  men  are  too 
few;  there  in  the  north  he  is  more  powerful  than  I. — 
Give  me  counsel;  how  can  I  have  the  Duke  slain,  ere 
he  come  to  Nidaros  ? 

Marorete. 
[Imploringly^  with  folded  hands.]    H&kon,  H&kon! 

HAkon. 

Can  you  not  hit  upon  a  good  device,  I  say,  to  have  the 
Duke  slain  ? 

Margrete. 

[Sinks  down  from  the  bench  in  agony  and  remains  kneel- 
ing,]    Oh,  can  you  so  utterly  forget  that  he  is  my  father  ? 

HAkon. 

Your  father ;   ay,  ay,  it  is  true;   I  had  forgotten. 

[Raises  her  up.]  Sit,  sit,  Margrete;  comfort  you;  do 
not  weep;  you  have  no  fault  in  this.  [Ooes  over  to  the 
window.]  Duke  Skule  will  be  worse  for  me  than  all 
other  foemen!  God,  God, — why  hast  thou  stricken  me 
so  sorely,  when  I  have  in  nowise  sinned!  [A  knock  at 
the  door  in  the  back;  he  starts,  listens,  and  cries:]  Who 
knocks  so  late  ? 

Inga's  Voice. 

[Without.]    One  who  is  a-cold,  Hakon! 

HAkon. 
[With  a  cry.]     My  mother! 


Oe  doortUji.]    My  mother!    i 
hep  son's  door!     And  I  ask  wl 


[Slrelc}u!S   out   Iwr  arms  to 
child!    Blessings  upon  you! 


[RomnS  lu^  "Pl    Come- 
and  warmth! 

INO 

M  a  y   I  come  in  to  you  ? 

Bis 

Never  shall  we  part  again 

IH 

My  son— my  King— oh,  1 
I  stood  in  a  corner  and  sa» 
Bishop's  Palace;   you  look 
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mother — I  have  sorely  sinned;  I  have  barred  my  heart 
against  you  two,  who  are  so  rich  in  love. 

Margrete. 

[Falls  on  his  neck.]  Oh,  Hakon,  my  beloved  husband; 
do  I  stand  near  you  now  ? 

HAkon. 

Ay,  near  me,  near  me;  not  to  give  me  cunning  counsels, 
but  to  shed  light  over  my  path.  Come  what  will,  I  feel 
the  Lord's  strength  within  me! 

Dagfinn  the  Peasant. 

[Enters  hastily  from  the  back.]  My  lord,  my  lord! 
the  worst  has  befallen! 

HAkon. 

[Smiles  confidently  while  lie  holds  Margrete  and  Inga 
closely  to  him.]  I  know  it;  but  there  is  nought  to  fear, 
good  Dagfinn!  If  there  be  two  kings  in  Norway,  there 
b  but  one  in  Heaven — and  He  will  set  all  straight ! 


w  great  nan  tn  Ualo  FaUux.  K 
u-ilh  the  Guard  and  kU  Chu 
Ufl,  stand*  lite  fhrone,  u-her 
attired,  vitk  a  purple  manlU 
on  his  head.  The  supper-taU 
are  seated,  stretches  from  the  th. 
ground.  Opposite  to  Skdle  . 
BArd  Bratte.  Home  of  th, 
standing,  to  the  right.  It  {g  , 
is  brightly  lighted.  The  banqu 
the  men  are  very  merry,  atid 
thty  drink  to  each  other,  laug} 


Dulte  Sku 
When  'tw 
And  the  I 
bravelv 


imth  the  Guard  and  nta 
Uft,  rianda  the  throne, 
attired,  imih  a  purple  v 
on  hie  head.  The  suppe 
are  seated,  stretcliea  from  i 
ground.  Opposite  to  Sb 
BArd  Bratte.  Some  ■ 
standing,  to  the  right.  J 
is  brightly  lighted.  The  i 
the  men  are  wry  merry, 
they  drink  to  each  other, 

Paul  I 
[Rises   and   strikes   the   ta 
Jatgeir  Skald  will  say  forth  ' 
Skule. 

Jato 

[Stands  ovt 

Duke  Skule  he  summoned  tl 

When  'twas  mass-time  in  Ni 

And  the  bells  rang  and  sw< 

bravely 
WKnn  t>iiVp  Skule  he  donne 
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King  Skule  marched  over  the  DovrSf jeld. 
His  host  upon  snow-shoes  sped; 
The  Gudbranddalesman  he  grovelled  for  grace» 
But  his  hoard  must  e'en  ransom  his  head. 

King  Skule  south  over  Miosen  fared, — 
The  Uplander  cursed  at  his  banner; 
King  Skule  hasted  through  Raumarike 
To  Laka  in  Nannestad  manor. 

*Twas  all  in  the  holy  Shrove-tide  week 

We  met  with  the  Birchleg  horde; 

Earl  Knut  was  their  captain — the  swords  with  loud  tongue 

In  the  suit  for  the  throne  made  award. 

They  say  of  a  truth  that  since  SvSrre's  days 
Was  never  so  hot  a  fight; 
Red-sprent,  like  warriors*  winding-sheets, 
Grew  the  upland  that  erst  lay  white. 

They  took  to  their  heels  did  the  Birchenlegs, 
Flinging  from  them  both  buckler  and  bill  there; 
Many  hundreds,  though,  took  to  their  heels  nevermore* 
For  they  lay  and  were  icily  chill  there. 

No  man  knows  where  King  H4kon  hideth; — 
King  Skule  stands  safe  at  the  helm. 
All  hail  and  long  life  to  thee,  lord,  in  thy  state 
As  King  of  all  Norway's  realm! 

Skule's  Men. 

[Spring  up  nnth  loud  jubilation^  hold  gobleU  and 
beakers  aloft^  clash  their  n^apons^  and  repeat: 

All  hail  and  long  life  to  thee,  lord,  in  thy  state 
As  King  of  all  Norway's  realm! 


The  Kiag  is  honoured  wht 

King  Si 

Take  as  guerdon  this  arm-i 
of  my  household;   I  will  have 


'Twill  need  many,  my  lord, 
to  be  sung. 

KiNQ  S: 

I  will  be  threefold  more  t 
skald's  song  shall  be  honou 
other  noble  deeds,  so  long  i 
now  you  belong  to  my  houi 
of  shall  be  freely  given  you. 

Jatg 

[Seata  him»elf.]  Ere  long 
what  I  most  need,  my  lord. 
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Many  of  the  Men. 
[Amid  laughter  and  applaiLse.]    Well  said,  Icelander! 

Paul  Flida. 

[To  Jatgeir.]  The  song  was  good;  but  'tis  known 
there  goes  a  spice  of  lying  to  every  skaldwork,  and  yours 
was  not  without  it. 

Jatgeir. 
Lying,  Sir  Marshal  ? 

Paul  Flida. 

Ay;  you  say  no  man  knows  where  King  Hakon  is 
hiding;  that  is  not  true;  we  have  certain  tidings  that 
H&kon  is  at  Nidaros. 

King  Skule. 

[Smiling.]  He  has  claimed  homage  for  the  King- 
child,  and  given  it  the  kingly  title. 

Jatgeir. 

That  have  I  heard;  but  I  knew  not  that  any  man 
could  give  away  that  which  he  himself  does  not  possess. 

Kino  Skule. 
'Tis  easiest  to  give  what  you  yourself  do  not  possess. 

BArd  Bratte. 

But  it  can  scarce  be  easy  to  beg  your  way  in  mid- 
winter from  Bergen  to  Nidaros. 


Tis  rumoured  in  Bei^n  tt 
the  Church  and  all  that  is  hoi; 
New  Year's  day. 

BAbd  Bra 

He  could  plead  lawful  hindr 

day  cutting  his  silver  goblets 

'  had  naught  else  wherewith  to  ] 

[Laughter  and  I 

King  Sk 

[Rai»ea  kta  gMet.\  I  drink 
thank  you  and  all  my  new  nu 
for  me  at  Laka,  and  bore  a  g 

BAbd  Bb 

It  was  the  6rst  time  I  foi 
but  I  800D  felt  that  'tis  easy 
chieftain  as  you  rides  at  the 
would  we  had  not  slain  so  i 
far;   for  now  I  fear  'twill  be 
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in  Viken;  when  they  deem  themselves  strong  enough, 
they  will  soon  let  us  hear  from  them. 

BArd  Bratte. 

They  will  never  dare  to,  after  the  great  slaughter  at 
Laka. 

King  Skule. 

Then  will  we  lure  them  forth  with  cunning. 

Many  Voices. 
Ay,  ay — do  so,  lord  King! 

BArd  Bratte. 

You  have  good  store  of  cunning.  King  Skule.  Your 
foemen  have  never  warning  ere  you  fall  upon  them,  and 
you  are  ever  there  where  they  least  await  you. 

Paul  Fuda. 
*Tis  therefore  that  the  Birchlegs  call  us  V&rbflelgs.^ 

King  Skule. 

Others  say  Vargbielgs;  but  this  I  swear,  that  when 
next  we  meet,  the  Birchlegs  shall  learn  how  hard  it  is 
to  turn  such  Wolf-skins  inside  out. 

'  The  derivation  of  this  word  is  doubtful.  In  the  form  Vargbcdg  it 
means  WoifHikin,  from  Icelandic  Vargr^a,  wolf,  and  Belgr^  the  skin 
of  an  animal  taken  oflf  whole.  The  more  common  form,  however,  is 
Varbdg,  which,  as  P.  A.  Munch  suggests  ("Det  Norske  Folks  His- 
tone,"  iii.  219),  may  possibly  oome  from  rar  (our  word  "ware")»  * 
covering,  and  may  be  an  allusion  to  the  falsity  and  cunning  of  the 
faction.  What  Ibsen  understands  by  the  form  Vbrbcdg  I  cannot 
discover.  Vdr  (Icelandic  V/kr)  means  the  springtide.  The  nick- 
name had  been  applied  to  a  political  faction  as  early  as  1190»  and 
was  merely  revived  as  a  designation  for  Skule's  adherents. 


Ay,  that  it  shall  be.  First 
and  make  sure  of  all  xhese  easti 
get  our  ships  together,  and  sail 
the  coast  to  Nidaros. 

BIbd  Bba': 

And  when  you  come  in  such  ' 
think  the  monks  frill  deny  to 
out  to  the  mote-stead,  aa  they  < 
we  swore  allegiance . 

Kino  Ski 

The  shrine  shall  out;  I 
in  all  ways  lawfully. 

Jatqei 

And  1  promise  you  to  sing 
you  have  slain  the  Sleeper. 

[An  autburat  o 


The  Sleeper? 
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BArd  Bratte. 

They  say  he  lies  ever  with  his  eyes  closed.  Doubtlci^s 
he  dreams  that  he  is  still  king. 

King  Skule. 

Let  him  dream;  he  shall  never  dream  himself  back 
into  the  kingship. 

Jatgeir. 

Let  his  sleep  be  long  and  dreamless,  then  shall  I  have 
stuff  for  songs. 

The  Men. 
Ay,  ay,  do  as  the  skald  says! 

King  Skule. 

When  so  many  good  men  counsel  as  one,  the  counsel 
must  be  good;  yet  will  we  not  talk  now  of  that  matter. 
But  one  promise  I  will  make:  each  of  my  men  shall 
inherit  the  weapons  and  harness,  and  gold  and  silver, 
of  whichever  one  of  the  enemy  he  slays;  and  each  man 
shall  succeed  to  the  dignities  of  him  he  lays  low.  He 
who  slays  a  baron  shall  himself  be  a  baron;  he  who 
slays  a  thane,  shall  receive  his  thaneship;  and  all  they 
who  already  hold  such  dignities  and  offices,  shall  be 
rewarded  after  other  kingly  sort. 

The  Men. 

[Spring  up  in  wild  delighL]  Hail,  hail.  King  Skule! 
Lttid  us  against  the  Birchlegs! 

BAri)  Bratte. 
Now  are  you  sure  to  conquer  in  all  battles. 


I  will  have  B&rd  io: 
life  at  Ldka,  for  it  withstands  I 


Nay,  but  let  me  have  it;    't- 
shall  have  five  golden  marks  ii 

BArd  Bba* 
Where  will  you  find  five  gold 

Jatgeib 
I  will  take  them  from  Gr^ 
come  northward. 


[All    talking    logethtr.]     Ani 
have [The  rest  becomes 


Away!     Every  man  to  his  qi 
you  are  in  the  King's  hall. 
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A  Man-at-Arms. 

[As  the  crowd  is  trooping  out,]    To-morrow  we  will 
cast  lots  for  the  Birchlegs'  goods. 

Another. 
Rather  leave  it  to  luck! 


Nay,  nay! 


Ay,  ay! 


Several. 


Others. 


BArd  Bratte. 
Now  the  Wolf-skins  are  fighting  for  the  bear-fell. 

Paul  Flida. 

And  they  have  yet  to  fell  the  bear. 

[AU  go  out  by  the  back. 

King  Skule. 

[Waits  till  the  men  are  gone;  the  tension  of  his  features 
relaxes;  he  sinks  upon  a  bench.]  How  weary  I  am, 
weary  to  death.  To  live  in  the  midst  of  that  swarm 
day  out  and  day  in,  to  look  smilingly  ahead  as  though 
I  were  so  immovably  assured  of  right  and  victory  and 
fortune.  To  have  no  creature  with  whom  I  may  speak 
of  all  that  gnaws  me  so  sorely.  [Rises  with  a  look  of 
terror,]  And  the  battle  at  I^ka!  That  I  should  have 
conquered  there!  Hakon  sent  his  host  against  me; 
God  was  to  judge  and  award  between  the  two  kings — 
and  I  conquered,  conquered,  as  never  any  before  has 
conquered  the  Birchlegs!    Their  shields  stood  upright 


high,  that  all   things   must  obc 
with  it  no  conquering  might? 
vnldly.]     I   am   sick,    I   am   sic 
not  the  right  be  on  m_v  side? 
God  himself  would  assure  me 
conquer?     [Brooding.]    The    pc 
not   a   feather-weight   more   on 
the  other;   and  yet — [»kake»  kU 
dips  on  Hakon's  part.     I  have  I 
cast  into  my  scale,  yet  the  balan 
When  the  thought  of  the  king 
unawares,  'tis  ever  he,  not  I,  the 
I  would  see  myself  as  the  true 
forethought,  I  must  build  up  a  < 
a  work  of  cunning;    I  must  hi 
take  faith  by  storm.     It  was  n 
befallen  to  fill  me  so  full  of  • 
the    letter?     No — that    made 
but  did  not  add  to  it.     Has  H. 
kingly  deed  in  these  later  days 
were  done  while  I  least  believe 
on  the  right.]    What    is    it ? 
and  goes  like  a  marsh-fire;    it 
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spoke  those  madman's  words,  he  stands  ever  before  me 
as  the  rightful  king.  [Whispers  wiih  fixed  and  appre- 
hensive gaze.]  What  if  God's  calling  glimmered  through 
these  strange  words?  If  God  had  garnered  up  the 
thought  till  now,  and  would  now  strew  it  forth — and 
had  chosen  Hakon  for  his  sower  ? 

Paul  Flida. 

[Enters  from  the  back.]  My  lord  King,  I  have  tidings 
for  you. 

King  Skule. 
Tidings  ? 

Paul  Flida. 

A  man  who  comes  from  down  the  fiord  brings  news 
that  the  Birchlegs  in  Tunsberg  have  launched  their 
ships,  and  that  many  men  have  gathered  in  the  town 
in  these  last  days. 

King  Skule. 

Good,  we  will  go  forth  to  meet  them — to-morrow  or 
t)ie  day  after. 

Paul  Fuda. 

It  might  chance,  my  lord  King,  that  the  Birchlegs 
had  a  mind  to  meet  us  first. 

King  Skule. 
They  have  not  ships  enough  for  that,  nor  men. 

Paul  Flida. 

But  Ambi5m  Jonsson  is  gathering  both  men  and 
ships,  all  round  in  Viken. 
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Kiifo  Seulf:. 

The  better  for  us;    vc  will  crutih  llicm  at  one  blov, 
s  we  did  at  I^ka. 

Paul  Fuda. 

Id  cm  si)  the  Birchlegs  twice 


My  lord,  'tis  not 
following. 


King  Skole. 

And  wherefore  not  ? 

Paul  Flioa. 

Because  Norway's  siifin  tells  not  ihat  the  like  luutever 
befallen.     Shall  I  send  forth  acouts  to  Hoved'tsk? 


'Tis  needless:    the  night  is  dark,  and  there  ia  ■  *^^i^ 
fog  to  boot.  I 
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King  Skule. 
And  wherefore  not  ? 

Paul  Fuda. 
Why»  for  that  you  have  the  Tronders  on  your  side. 

King  Skule. 
I  will  have  both  the  Tronders  and  the  men  of  Viken! 

Paul  Flida. 
Nay,  my  lord,  that  cannot  be! 

King  Skule. 

Not  possible!  cannot  be!  And  wherefore — where- 
fore not? 

Paul  Flida. 

Because  the  man  of  Viken  is  the  man  of  Viken,  the 
Tronder  is  the  Tronder;  because  so  it  has  always  been, 
and  no  saga  tells  of  a  lime  when  it  was  otherwise. 

King  Skule. 
Ay,  ay — ^you  are  right.     Go. 

Paul  Flida. 
And  send  forth  no  scouts? 

King  Skule. 

Wait  till  daybreak.  [Paul  Fuda  goes.]  Norway's 
saga  tells  of  no  such  thing;  it  has  never  been  so  yet; 
Paul   Flida  answers   me  as   I   answered   H&kon.     Are 


UuH  he  Hopa.j  uan  one  man  u 
ADother,  as  he  takes  weapons  aD> 
foe  ?  Can  a  Pretender  clothe  hi 
task,  as  he  can  put  on  the  kin( 
that  is  felled  to  be  a  ship's  timb 
will  be  the  maat,  I  will  take  on 
tree,  point  upwards,  tall  and  sh 
vane  at  my  top,  spread  bellying 
ahine,  and  meet  the  eyes  of  all 
no,  thou  heavy  gnarled  oak-tmr 
in  the  keel;  there  shalt  thou 
unheard-of  and  unseen  by  those 
it  is  thou  that  shalt  hinder  the  si: 
in  the  storm;  while  the  mast  wil 
the  bellying  sail  shall  bear  it  foi 
toward  the  unknown,  toward  alie 
of  the  future!  [Vehenuntly.]  Si 
great  king-thought,  I  can  see  m 
world  but  that  only.  If  I  canno 
I  see  no  other  thought  to  fight 
can  I  not  make  it  mine?  If  I 
my  great  love  for  Hakon's  thougl 

Jatobib. 
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King  Skule. 
You  come  to  my  wish,  Skald! 

Jatgeir. 

I  overheard  some  townsfolk  at  my  lodging  talking 
darkly  of 

King  Skule. 

Let  that  wait.  Tell  me,  Skald:  you  who  have  fared 
far  abroad  in  strange  lands,  have  you  ever  seen  a  woman 
love  another's  child  ?  Not  only  have  kindness  for  it — 
'tis  not  that  I  mean;  but  love  it,  love  it  with  the 
warmest  passion  of  her  soul. 

Jatgeir. 

That  do  only  those  women  who  have  no  child  of  their 
own  to  love. 

King  Skule. 

Only  those  women ? 

Jatgeir. 
And  chiefly  women  who  are  barren. 

King  Skule. 

Chiefly  the  barren ?    They  love  the  children  of 

others  with  all  their  warmest  passions? 

Jatgeir. 
That  will  oftentimes  befall. 


u 

1 

^^^^1 

■ 
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King  Skdlb. 

tacrl^ 

And  dnes  it  not  sometimes  befall  that  such  n 
woman   will  slay  another's  ehiW,   because  she 
has  none? 

harieii 
hencll 

Jatoeib. 

d 

Ay, 

ay. 

hilt  in  that  she  does  unwisely. 

■ 

Un 

Kino  Skile. 
Misely  ? 

1 

Jatobir. 

Av.  for 
she  slays. 

she  gives  the  gift  of  «orrow  to  her  wtiose  child 

Kino  SKtLE. 

■ 

Th^ 

ink  y 

oil  the  gift  of  sorrow  is  a  great  good? 

1 
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King  Skule. 
True,  true. 

Jatgeir. 

My  soul  has  the  like  shamefastness;    therefore  I  do 
not  strip  me  when  there  are  many  in  the  hall. 

King  Skule. 

Ha.     [A  short  pause.]    Tell  me,  Jatgeir,  how  come 
you  to  be  a  skald  ?     Who  taught  you  skaldcraft  ? 

Jatgeir. 
Skaldcraft  cannot  be  taught,  my  lord. 

King  Skule. 
Cannot  be  taught?    How  came  it  then? 

Jatgeir. 
The  gift  of  sorrow  came  to  me,  and  I  was  a  skald. 

King  Skule. 
Then  *tis  the  gift  of  sorrow  the  skald  has  need  of? 

Jatgeir. 

/  needed  sorrow;  others  there  may  be  who  need  faiths 
or  joy — or  doubt 

King  Skule. 
Doubt  as  well  ? 

Jatgeir. 

Ay;   but  then  must  the  doubter  be  strong  and  sound. 
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King  Seulf.. 
And  whom  call  you  the  unwund  doubter  ? 

Jatgeui. 
He  who  (louhts  of  \m  own  doubt. 

Kino  Skulk. 
[Shifli,.]    That,  methinks.  wore  d<*ath. 

Jatokib. 
'Tis  worse;   'tis  ncilhcr  tl«_v  nor  nif;ht. 

KiNU  Skulk. 

[Qin'rkl;/.  (ix  if  shakiiig  off  hin  tlioughls.]     Where  arc 
my  weapons  r     I  will  fiRht  ftnd  act — not  Uiink.     Wf 
was  it  you  wmjld  have  told  me  when  you  came? 


11^ 
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Kino  Skule. 

When  next  I  come  to  Nidaros,  the  shrine  shall  out! 
It  shall  stand  under  the  open  sky,  though  I  should  have 
to  tear  down  St.  Olaf  s  church  and  widen  out  the  mote- 
stead  over  the  spot  where  it  stood. 

Jatoeir. 

That  were  a  strong  deed;  but  I  shall  make  a  song  of 
it»  as  strong  as  the  deed  itself. 

King  Skule. 
Have  you  many  unmade  songs  within  you,  Jatgeir  ? 

Jatoeir. 

Nay,  but  many  unborn;  they  are  conceived  one  after 
the  other,  come  to  life,  and  are  brought  forth. 

Kino  Skule. 

And  if  I,  who  am  King  and  have  the  might,  if  I  were 
to  have  you  slain,  would  all  the  unborn  skald-thoughts 
you  bear  within  you  die  along  with  you  ? 

Jatoeir. 
My  lord,  it  is  a  great  sin  to  slay  a  fair  thought. 

King  Skule. 
I  ask  not  if  it  be  a  sin;  I  ask  if  it  be  possible! 

Jatoeir. 
I  know  not. 
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iAOt^^ 


Kam  Secle. 
Have  you  never  hsd  another  skald  for  your  friend, 
and  has  he  never  unfolded  to  j'ou  a  great  and  noble 
song  he  thought  to  make  ? 


Jatgeir. 


Yes,  lord. 


Did  you  not  then  wish  that  you  could  slay  him.  (o 
his  tliought  and  make  the  son^  yourself  ? 


^ly  lord.  I  um  not  barren:  I  have  children  of  my 
I  need  not  tu  love  those  of  other  men.  (Oori 


J 


[A/(cr  a  pause.]    The  Icelan<ier  is  in  very  de*d  a  skald. 
if  speaks  God's  deepest  tnith  and  knows  it  not I 
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King  Skule. 

Bid  him  come  hither.  [Goes  forward  to  the  table; 
presenUy  Jatoeir  enters,]  I  cannot  sleep,  Jatgeir;  'tis 
all  my  great  kingly  thoughts  that  keep  me  awake,  you 

Jatoeir. 

'Tb  with  the  king's  thoughts  as  with  the  skald's,  I 
doubt  not.  They  fly  highest  and  grow  quickest  when 
there  is  night  and  stillness  around. 

King  Skule. 
Is  it  so  with  the  skald's  thoughts  too? 

Jatoeir. 

Ay,  lord;  no  song  is  bom  by  daylight;  it  may  be 
written  down  in  the  sunshine;  but  it  makes  itself  in  the 
silent  night. 

King  Skule. 
YHio  gave  you  the  gift  of  sorrow,  Jatgeir  ? 

Jatoeir. 
She  whom  I  loved. 

King  Skule. 
She  died,  then. 

Jatgeir. 
No*,  she  deceived  me. 

King  Skule. 
And  then  you  became  a  skald  ? 


oecome  a  king? 

Jatg 
Not  the  gift  of  doubt;  else 
Kino  S 
What  gift  do  I  need  ? 

Jatg 

My  lord,  you   are  akini 

KiNQ  ; 

Have  you  at  all  times  f i 

Jat 

[Look*  nbitfly  at  him  fo 
you  never  loved  ? 

Kraa 
Yes,  oDce-^uraingly,  b 
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Jatgeir. 

But  you  have  a  daughter,  my  lord — a  gracious  and 
Doble  daughter. 

King  Skule. 

Were  my  daughter  a  son,  I  would  not  ask  you  what 
gift  I  need.  [Vehemently.]  I  must  have  some  one  by 
me  who  sinks  his  own  will  utterly  in  mine — who  be- 
lieves in  me  unflinchingly,  who  will  cling  close  to  me  in 
good  hap  and  ill,  who  lives  only  to  shed  light  and  warmth 
over  my  life,  and  must  die  if  I  fall.  Give  me  counsel, 
Jatgeir  Skald! 

Jatgeir. 

Buy  yourself  a  dog,  my  lord. 

King  Skule. 
Would  no  man  suffice? 

Jatgeir. 
You  would  have  to  search  long  for  such  a  man. 

King  Skule. 

[Suddenly.]  Will  y  o  u  be  that  man  to  me,  Jatgeir  ? 
Will  you  be  a  son  to  me  ?  You  shall  have  Norway's 
crown  to  your  heritage — the  whole  land  shall  be  yours, 
if  you  will  be  a  son  to  me,  and  live  for  my  life-work, 
and  believe  in  me. 

Jatgeir. 

And  what  should  be  my  warranty  that  I  did  not 
feign ? 


EIH^H^H 
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King  Skdi,e. 

UCTIV 

Give  up  youi 
then  will  I  bell 

:  calling  in  life;  alag  do  i 

eve  you! 

tnore  son^,  and 

Jatoeib. 

No, 

lord 

—that  were  to  buy  the  crown 

too  dear. 

King  Sk^-lb. 

Bethink 
skald. 

you 

well— 'tis  greater  to  be 

a  king  tfaua 

Not  alwa 

iVS. 

Jatoeir. 

i 

King  Skule. 

■ 

•Th 

i  but 

your  UDsuog  songs  you  must  sacrifice!      ^^| 

Jatoeir.     ^H 

^^^^^H 

finn 

trs  iin 

,siin. 

<,  KPP  pvr  ih*>  rsimaH 

^^^^^^H 
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Jatgeir. 

Get  we  to  arms  then!  If  there  be  bloodshed  to-night, 
I  will  gladly  be  the  first  to  die  for  you! 

King  Skule. 
You,  who  would  not  live  for  me! 

Jatoeir. 

A  man  can  die  for  another's  life-work;  but  if  he  go 
on  living,  he  must  live  for  his  own.  [Ooes. 

Paul  Fuda. 

[Impatiently.]  Your  commands,  my  lord!  The  Birch- 
legs  may  be  in  Oslo  this  very  hour. 

King  Skule. 

*Twere  best  if  we  could  fare  to  St.  Thomas  Beckett's 
grave;  he  has  helped  so  many  a  sorrowful  and  penitent 
soul. 

Paul  Fuda. 

[More  forcibly.]  My  lord,  speak  not  so  wildly  now; 
I  tell  you,  the  Birchlegs  are  upon  us! 

King  Skule. 

Let  all  the  churches  be  opened,  that  we  may  betake 
us  thither  and  find  grace. 

Paul  Fuda. 

You  can  crush  all  your  foemen  at  one  stroke,  and  yet 
would  betake  vou  to  the  churches! 


bteigs  he  pursues. 

Kino  Skdi 

That  will  he  Dot;   God  will  : 

sin; — God  always  shields  Hikoti 

Paul  Flic 

[In  deep  and  torroufvl  urath 

thus,  a  man  could  not  but  ask:  \ 


[Smiling  mournfully.']    Ay,   J 
great  question:  Who  is  king 


[Imploringly.]    You   are  sou 
let  me  act  for  you. 

Kino  Ski 

Ay,  ay,  do  so. 

Paul  Fl 

\Going.]    First  will  I  break  ■ 
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Paul  Flida. 
What  would  you  then,  my  lord? 

King  Skule. 
I  will  talk  with  Hakon. 

Paul  Flida. 
He  will  answer  you  with  a  tongue  of  steel. 

King  Skule. 
Go,    go; — you  shall  learn  my  will  anon. 

Paul  Fuda. 

Every  moment  is  precious!  [Seizes  his  hand,]  King 
Skule,  let  us  break  down  all  the  bridges,  fight  like 
Wolves,*  and  trust  in  Heaven! 

King  Skule. 

[Softly.]  Heaven  trusts  not  in  me;  I  dare  not  trust 
in  Heaven. 

Paul  Flida. 

Short  has  been  the  saga  of  the  Varbaelgs. 

[Goes  out  by  the  back. 

King  Skule. 

A  hundred  cunning  heads,  a  thousand  mighty  arms, 
are  at  my  beck;  but  not  a  single  loving,  trusting  heart. 
That  IS  kingly  beggar}-;    no  more,  no  less. 

*  VargeTf  the  first  part  of  the  word  VMnxlg. 


Who  are  they  P 

BArd  Bhat 
A  woman  and  a  priest. 

King  Skui 
hei  the  woman  and  the  priesi 
[BAbd  goes;  Kmo  Skule  » 
the  right;  preaentlf/  thx 
woman;  she  weara  a  hn 
thick  veU,  which  conceals 
her,  and  remain»  standing 

Kmo  Sku: 
Who  are  you  ? 

The  Won 
One  you  have  loved. 

Kino  Skt 

[SkaHng    his   head.]    There 

members  that  I  have  loved.     ^ 
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The  Woman. 

[Comes  close  to  him  and  says  softly  and  pMsionately.] 
Skule  Birdsson! 

King  Skule. 
[Rises  with  a  cry,]    Ingeborg! 

Ingeboro. 
Do  you  know  me  now,  Skule? 

King  Skule. 
Ingeborg, — Ingeborg ! 

Ingeborg. 

Oh,  let  me  look  at  you — look  long  at  you,  so  long! 
[Seizes  his  hands;  a  pause,]  You  fair,  you  deeply  loved, 
you  faithless  man! 

King  Skule. 

Take  off  that  veil;  look  at  me  with  the  eyes  that 
once  were  as  clear  and  blue  as  the  sky. 

Ingeborg. 

These  eyes  have  been  but  a  rain^louded  sky  for 
twenty  years;  you  would  not  know  them  again,  and  you 
shall  never  see  them  more. 

King  Skule. 
But  your  voice  is  fresh  and  soft  and  young  as  ever* 

Ingeborg. 

I  have  used  it  only  to  whisper  your  name,  to  im* 
print  your  greatness  in  a  young  heart,  and  to  pray  to 


iNflBBOS 

I  have  been  silent  save  to 
you;— therefore  has  my  voice 
and  young. 

Kino  Ski 

There  lies  a  life-time  betw 
from  those  days  have  I  wasted 
Inoebo 
It  was  your  right. 

King  Sj 

\nd    meantime     you,    I 

woman,  have  dwelt  there  m 

treasuring  jour  memones.  in 

Ingeb 

It  was  my  happiness. 

Kino  f 

And  I  could  give  you  uj 
■nruu  ..«..  at  mv  Side,  as  mj 


ACTivJ  THE  PRETENDERS  819 

King  Skule. 
And  now  you  come r 

Ingeborg. 
As  Andres  Skialdarband's  widow. 

King  Skule. 
Your  husband  is  dead! 

Ingebcrg. 
On  the  way  from  Jerusalem. 

King  Skule. 
Then  has  he  atoned  for  the  slaying  of  Vegard. 

Ingeborg. 

*Twas  not  therefore  that  my  noble  husband  took  the 
Cross. 

King  Skule. 
Not  therefore.^ 

Ingeborg. 

Xo:  it  was  m  y  sin  he  took  upon  his  strong,  loving 
shoulders;  'twas  that  he  went  to  wash  away  in  Jor- 
dan stream;   'twas  for  that   he  bled. 

King  Skule. 
[Softly.]    Then  he  knew  all. 

Ingeborg. 

From  the  first.  And  Bishop  Nicholas  knew  it,  for 
to  him  I  confessed.  And  there  was  one  other  man  that 
came  to  know  it,  though  how  I  cannot  guess. 


I^^^^^^^B 
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(ACTtr 

Who? 

King  Skcle. 
Ingebobo. 

i 

Vegard 

Vieradal. 

■ 

Vegard! 

KiSQ  Seule. 
Inoeboro. 

1 

He  whis 
band's  eai 

his  sword, 

;pered  a  mocking  word  uf  me 
■;   and  thereupon  Andix^  Skini 
and  slew  bitn  on  the  spot. 

King  Skcib, 

inio  my  hsin- 

Hn  kept 
—And  wh 

ward  over  her  wbom  /  bctrajrcd  umJ  ftugoL 
ort'fore  seek  jrou  me  nowF         ^^^^^^^m 
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King  Skule. 

[Half  bevdldered.]    Ingeborg! 
[Peter  approiiches  in  silent  efnotion^  and  throws 
himself  before  King  Skule. 

Ingeborg. 

Take  him!  For  twenty  years  has  he  been  the  light 
and  comfort  of  my  life. — Now  are  you  King  of  Norway; 
the  King's  son  must  enter  on  his  heritage;  I  have  no 
longer  any  right  to  him. 

King  Skule. 

[Raises  him  up,  in  a  storm  of  joy.]  Here,  to  my  heart, 
you  whom  I  have  yearned  for  so  bumingly!  [Presses 
him  in  his  armsy  lets  him  go^  looks  at  him,  and  embraces 
him  again.]  My  son !  My  son !  I  have  a  son !  Ha-ha- 
ha!  who  can  stand  against  me  now?  [Ches  over  to 
Ingeborg  and  seizes  her  hand.]  And  you,  you  give 
him  to  me,  Ingeborg!  You  take  not  back  your  word? 
You  give  him  to  me  indeed  ? 

Ingeborg. 

Heavy  is  the  sacrifice,  and  scarce  had  I  strength  to 
make  it,  but  that  Bishop  Nicholas  sent  him  to  me, 
bearing  a  letter  with  tidings  of  Andres  Skialdarband's 
death.  *Twas  the  Bishop  that  laid  on  me  the  heavy 
sacrifice,  to  atone  for  all  my  sin. 

King  Skule. 

Then  is  the  sin  blotted  out,  and  henceforth  he  is  mine 
alone;   is  it  not  so,  mine  alone  ? 


Inoebori 

He  U  pure  as  a  lamb  of  God 

your  hands.     'Tis  a  perilous  pi 

throne;    let  him  not  take  hurt 

King  Skule:   let  not  my  child 

Kino  Sko 
That  I  promise  and  swear  t< 


[Sei2ea  hi*  arm.]     From  the 
hia  soul  suffers  harm,  let  him  i 

Kino  Sr> 
Rather  die!     I  promise  and 

Inqeboi 
Then  shall  I  be  of  good  ch' 
galand. 

KiNQ  Sk 

Ay,  you  may  be  of  good  chi 
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King  Skule. 

Pure  and  blameless!  [Turning  to  Peter.]  Let  me 
look  at  you!  Ay,  your  mother's  features  and  mine; 
you  are  he  for  whom  I  have  longed  so  sorely. 

Peter. 

My  father,  my  great,  noble  father!  Let  me  live  and 
fight  for  you!  Let  your  cause  be  mine;  and  be  your 
cause  what  it  may — I  know  that  I  am  fighting  for  the 
right! 

Kino  Skule. 
[With  a  cry  of  joy,]    You  trust  in  me !    You  trust  in  me ! 

Peter. 
Immovably! 

King  Skule. 

Then  all  is  well;  then  am  I  surely  saved!  Listen: 
you  shall  cast  off  the  cowl;  the  Archbishop  shall  loose 
you  from  your  vows;  the  King's  son  shall  wield  the 
sword,  shall  go  forward  unwavering  to  might  and  honour. 

Peter. 

Together  with  you,  my  noble  father'  We  will  go 
together! 

King  Skule. 

[Drawing  the  yovth  close  up  to  himself,]  Ay,  together, 
we  two  alone! 

Ingeborg. 

[To  herself]  To  love,  to  sacrifice  all  and  be  for- 
gotten, that  is  my  saga.^         [Goes  quietly  out  by  the  back. 

*  Ab  to  the  earlier  text  of  this  scene,  see  Brandes'  Ibsen  and  BjCmson 
(Hetnemann,  1899),  p.  29. 

f 


Uplaoder  and  the  Sogndaleman. 
family!  Then  shall  you  see  ho 
flourish! 

Peter. 
What  a  great  and  dizzy  the 

KiNQ  Ski 
Do  you  grasp  it? 

Petbb 

Yes— yes!— Clearly ! 

KlNQ  Sk 
And  have  you  fwth  in  it? 

Pbtbi 

Yes,  yes;  for  I  have  faith  it 

King  Si 

[Wildly.]    Hikon  Hikonssc 

Pete 
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Peter. 
The  blood  is  not  wasted  that  flows  in  your  cause. 

King  Skule. 

All  the  might  shall  be  yours  when  I  have  built  up> 
the  kingdom.  You  shall  sit  on  the  throne  with  the 
circlet  on  your  brow,  with  the  purple  mantle  flowing 
wide  over  your  shoulders;    all  men  in  the  land  shall 

bow  before  you [The  sounds  of  distant  homs^  are 

heard.]    Ha!     what    was    that?    [IVith    a    cry.]    The 

Birchleg  host!    What  was  it  Paul  Flida  said ? 

[Rushes  towards  the  booi. 

Paul  Flida. 
[Enters  and  cries.]    The  hour  is  upon  us,  King  Skule: 

King  Skule. 

[Bewildered.]  The  Birchlegs!  King  Hakon's  hostf 
Where  are  they  ? 

Paul  Fuda. 

They  are  swarming  in  thousands  down  over  the 
Ekeberg. 

King  Skule. 

Sound  the  call  to  arms !  Sound,  sound !  Give  counsel; 
where  shall  we  meet  them  ? 

Paul  Flida. 

All  the  churches  stand  open  for  us. 

'  Lur,  the  long  wooden  horn  stiii  used  among  the  mountainB  in 
Norway. 


^h^^^^^^l 
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KiKo  Skdle. 

Paul  Flida. 

For  tlirni  nil  thr  Undies  stand  open. 

Ki\o  Ski-li:. 

Unhappy  man.  what  haw  you  done! 

Paul  Flida. 

Kino  Skule. 

- 

M.v  son!     My  Mttl    Woe  b  mc;    I 

have 

lost  your 

Pr:JKH. 

N.I,    villi    will    coricjinT!     Si)    f^rcat    a    kitifr's-tlioii^'lil 

KiN<;  Ski'i.k. 
I'riiiC.    jH'uri'!     [ll'irni'  and  .thoiils  arc   heard,    xrarfr 
at  hinid.]     T..  lu>rM>!     To  arm.s!     More  is  herf  at  stake 
Ihan  Itic  lif'-  iiiul  dt-alli  of  men! 

[/;«,</if^  '/!(/  /i]/  the  hnvk;    the  iithcr.t  fiillotr  him. 

A  xtreii  in  O.fln.  On  each  .tide,  loir  iro>xlen  hi>ii.ie.i. 
irill,  i»>rrlie.'<.  At  the  hack:  St.  Ilalleard'.-  ehiireh- 
Hiinl.  eiirhixed  liij  a  hitjli  wall  irith  a  gate.  On  the 
left.  1,1  the  end  of  the  iralt.  i.v  .wii  the  church,  the 
rhiif  imrliil  if  \rhlrh  stands  iipcii.  It  is  stUt  niijhl: 
after  <i  little,  the  daij  Imjiii.f  to  daien.  The  alarm- 
I'ell  is  riii'/iiiij:  far  iiiruij  iiii  the  right  are  lieiird 
lH,ltle-.'hu„t.^  „',iJ  eunfiLwl  n,,i.'<es. 


^ 
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KiNQ  Skule's  Hornblower. 

[ErUers  from  the  right,  blows  his  horn,  and  shouts.] 
To  arms!    To  arms,  all  King  Skule's  men! 

[Blows  his  horn  again,  and  proceeds  on  his  way; 
presently  he  is  heard  blowing  and  shouting  in  the 
next  street. 

A  Woman. 

[Appears  at  a  house  door  on  the  right.]  Great  God 
of  mercy,  what  is  astir  ? 

A  Townsman. 

[Who  has  come  out,  half  dressed,  from  a  house  on  the 
other  side  of  the  street.]  The  Birchlegs  are  in  the  town ! 
Now  will  Skule  have  his  reward  for  all  his  misdeeds. 

One  of  Skule's  Men. 

[Enters  with  some  others,  bearing  their  cloaks  and 
weapons  on  their  arms,  from  a  side  street  on  the  left.] 
Where  are  the  Birchlegs  ? 

Another  of  Skule's  Men. 
[Coming  from  a  house  on  the  right.]     I  know  not! 

The  First. 

Hist!  Listen!— Thev  must  be  down  at  the  Geite- 
bridge! 

The  Second. 

Off  to  the  Geite-bridge  then ! 

[They  all  rush  out  to  the  right;  a  townsman  comes 
running  in  from  the  sam€  side. 
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The  Fi&ar  Towxsuan. 
Hey,  neighbour.  wbcnc«  come  you  ? 

Tbb  Second  Townsuan. 
fVom  down  at  the  Lo-rivcr;   there's  ugly  work  there. 


St.  out 

is  it? 


IAN. 

la  U  the  Bircblc^,  or  who 


Who  eli.. 
them;  the 
he  hinueir 


i!  King  n&kon  is  with 
J  in  to  the  whan-es;  but 
it  men  out  at  Ekeber^. 


Teik  First  Townsman. 
Tlitri  will  hf  lake  rcvcnt;*-  for  the  slaiiglitt-r  at  Lakal 

TiiK  Sk<<>ni)  Townsman. 
.U-.  Ik-  sliro  of  tliat. 

TnK  Fiit-sT  Townsman. 
Si'c,  SCI'!     Till'  Viirl >;(■!;: s  arc  flving  already! 

.1  trxop  ./Ski-[,k".-,  Hint  rnter  tn  full  flight,  from  the 
right. 


Onk  . 


■   TlIKM. 


Into  llif  (■Juirclil     Xoiii-  ran  .'itand  against  tlio  Birch- 
Ipgs  as  llicv  lay  about  tlicin  lo-niplit. 

[Th(   troop  rushes  into  the  church  and  bars  the  door 
on  the  i>i.si,lc. 
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The  Second  Townsman. 

[Looking  out  to  the  right,]    I  see  a  standard  far  down 
the  street;  it  must  be  King  H&kon's. 

The  First  Townsman. 
See,  see,  how  the  Virbselgs  are  running! 

A  second  troop  enters  from  the  right. 

One  of  the  FuorrivEs. 

Let  us  take  to  the  church  and  pray  for  grace. 

[They  rush  at  the  door. 

Several  VARBiCLGs. 
•Tis  barred!  'tis  barred! 

The  First. 
Up  over  Martestokke  then! 

Another. 
Where  is  King  Skule  ? 

The  First. 

I    know   not.     Away!   yonder    I    see   the   Birchlegs' 
standard!  [They  flee  past  the  church,  out  to  tlu  left. 

HAkon  enters  from  the  right  with  his  Standard-bearer, 
Gregorius  Jonsson,  Dagfinn  the  Peasant,  and 
several  other  men. 

Dagfinn. 

Hark  to  the  war-cry!    Skule  is  gathering  his  men 
behind  the  churchyard. 
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As  Oui  ToWNBHAN. 
[CalU  from    hii   porrh.    («    HAkon.]     Take   hfvd    Uir 
yourself,  licwr   ray  lord;    the  VifbteliKs  arc  fierce,   iiow 
llifv  arc  fi^'litiii]^  fur  life. 

HXkon. 
Is  it  vou.  old  Gutbonn  Eriendason?     You  have  fou^bl 
bfltli  for  my  father  and  for  niy  gmndfathtr. 

Thk  Townsman. 
Would  to  (Jod  I  TOuld  fight  for  j-ou  as  well, 

HAkon. 

For  thai  vou  orr  too  oM,  and  there  is  no  need;   men 
pour  ill  u|><>u  inc  from  nil  sides. 

I)A«iKI\N. 

[I'oh,!,,..,  ojfurrr  !/„■  >rull  lo  the  right.]     Tlicro  coni.-s 
111.-   \hiU-\  A:u\dnv>\\ 

(nuK.-HiiLs  .loNssnx. 
Tlu-  Diikr  liiu.srlf:      III-  ri.lr.s  his  white  war-liorse. 


We  iini>t  liiniier  his  pnssuj;e  through  the  gate  here  I 

II.UON. 

Wiri.l  the  h..rii  win.i  the  horn!  [The  Hornbhirer 
,li..s  ,v„.]  \„\i  hlew  better,  you  whelp,  when  you  l.lew 
for  niciTK'v  (>n  Bergen  wharf. 

[Tl»-    llnrnhloirrr    iciitds  another  iilaxl.   louder  than 
Ihi'JirM:    vHun,  mn,  r.me  rushing  in. 


^ 
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A  VARBiGLG. 

[From  the  right,  fleeing  towards  the  church,  pursued  by 
a  Birchleg.]    Spare  my  life!     Spare  my  life? 

The  Birchleg. 

Not  though  you  sat  on  the  altar!  [Cuts  him  doicn.] 
*Ti8  a  costly  cloak  you  wear,  methinks  'twill  fit  me  well. 
[Is  about  to  take  the  cloak,  but  utters  a  cry  and  casts  away 
his  sword,]  My  lord  King!  Not  another  stroke  will  I 
strike  for  you 

Dagfinx. 

You  say  that  in  such  an  hour  as  this  ? 

The  BiRCHiEG. 
Not  another  stroke! 

Dagfinx. 
[Cuts  him  don*n.]    Well,  you  may  e'en  let  it  alone. 

The  Birchleg. 

[Pointing  to  the  dead  Vdrbcplg.]  Methought  I  had 
done  enough  when  I  slew  my  own  brother.  [Dies, 


HAkon. 


His  brother! 


Dagfinx. 
What!  [Goes  up  to  the  Vdrb<Bla*s  body, 

HAkon. 
Is  it  true  ? 


Almighty,  this  must  have  an  en 

Greoorius  J< 

There  comes  the  Duke,  in  fu 
boop! 

Daqfin: 

Bar  the  gate  against  him,  kii 

On  tlu  other  side  of  the  wall,  the 
The  Vdrbalga  are  forcing  i 
driving  the  Birchiegs  back,^ 
rides  his  white  wat'horse 
Fetter  wdUes  at  his  aide, 
and  with  his  left  hand  u] 
Flida  hears  Skule'b  Oan 
a  golden  lion  ramparU,  wit 

King  Sk 

Cut  them  down!    Spare  nc 
oew  heir'  to  the  throne  of  No 
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HAkon. 
Skule  Bardsflon,  let  us  share  the  kingdom! 

King  Skule. 
All  or  nought! 

HAkon. 
Think  of  the  Queen,  your  daughter! 

King  Skule. 
I  have  a  son»  I  have  a  son!    I  think  of  none  but  him! 

HAkon. 
I  too  have  a  son; — if  I  fall  the  kingdom  will  be  his! 

King  Skule. 

Slay  the  King-child,  wherever  you  find  it!  Slay  it  on 
the  throne;  slay  it  at  the  altar;  slay  it — slay  it  in  the 
Queen's  arms! 

HAkon. 
There  did  you  utter  your  own  doom* 

King  Skule. 

[SUuking  about  him.]  Slay,  slay  without  mercy! 
King  Skule  has  a  son!    Slay,  slay! 

\The  fighting  gradually  pastes  away  to  (he  left. 

Gregorius  Jonsson. 
The  V&rbselgs  are  hewing  their  way  through! 

Dagfinn. 
Ay,  but  only  to  flee. 
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Yv9.  by  Hmwn, — Ihc  otbrr  gste  >tMid«  open;  tbt^' 
MTV  fleeing  alivsdr! 

DAnnxN. 

l'[>  lowaHn  Marirstokkc.  [Callt  t>ul.]  After  tbem. 
ittet  Ihcm,  VmI  Knul!  Takr  vengeance  for  the  sUugh- 
tfT  ut  IJikji! 


I 


You  heard  it:    be  prodaimed  my  child  an  outUw — 
mr  itiiiocfiit  child,  Ntirwav's  titoseii  king  after  mel 

The  Kiso'fl  Mrs. 

Av.  ay.  «.■  iu-.ir<i  it: 

Uakxs. 
And  wliiit  is  Itie  puiiishiiK-iit  for  such  a  crime? 

Thk  Mkn. 


Dcalli: 


Hakox. 


'I'li.Ti  Tiiiisl  ho  -til-!  [/?"(>,»  lih  hand  to  make  ,ml/,.] 
Il.-n>  I  swcjir  il;  Skill--  Bsnisson  shall  die.  wherever  he 
lie  Micl  on  ii]i('oiis(-<Talt-<t  frnmmtl 


A  Hint  ni.Kc. 

[/■■n.w  Ihr  /.//.]      DuL.-  Skill,- 


liik.'ii  to  fliirlit 


') 
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The  Townsfolk. 
The  Birchlegs  have  conquered! 

HAkon. 
What  way  ? 

The  Birchleg. 

Past  Martestokke,  up  towards  Eidsvold;  most  of  them 
had  horses  waiting  up  in  the  streets,  else  had  not  one 
escaped  with  his  life. 

HAkon. 

Thanks  be  to  God  that  has  helped  us  yet  again!  Now 
may  the  Queen  safely  come  ashore  from  the  fleet. 

Gregorius  Jonsson. 

[Points  offio  the  righi^  She  has  already  landed,  my 
k>rd;  there  she  comes! 

HAkon. 

\To  those  nearest  him.]  The  heaviest  task  is  yet  be- 
fore me;  she  is  a  loving  daughter; — listen — no  word  to 
her  of  the  danger  that  threatens  her  child.  Swear  to 
me,  one  and  all,  to  keep  ward  over  your  King's  son;  but 
let  her  know  nothing. 

The  Men. 
[Softly.]    We  swear  it. 

Margrete. 

[Enters,  with  ladies  and  attendants,  from  the  right.] 
Hakon,  my  husband!  Heaven  has  shielded  you!  you 
have  conquered  and  are  unhurt! 


^^^^^B 

M 

i 
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IUkon. 

Y».I1 

i*vc  conquered.    Where  U  Ihe  child  ? 

HuoBvnt. 

Onbo* 

•d  the  King's  shEp.  in  the  hoods  of  trusty  dipr.    ' 

Go  mo 

[Soms  t/th4  men  go. 

m. 

BUcoD. 

Behu 

mao^  ,w 

s. 

M.MittRETE. 

Up  lives,  then!— Mv  lnisl>iui<i,  may  I  thank  God  that 
he  lives  .- 

IIakon. 

[hi  painful  agilali'i'i.]  Hear  me,  Margrete:  you  have 
licen  a  faillifitl  wife  to  me.  you  have  followed  me  throiif;li 
fl>Hn\  hap  and  ill,  you  have  iK-en  unspeakably  rich  in 
love;— now  nuist  I  cause  you  a  heavy  sorrow:  I  am 
loath  l«)  tio  it:    l)ut  I  am  King,  therefore  must  I 

MAHtiRKTE. 

[In  .iuspc'i.'^c.]     Has  it  to  do  with— the  Duke? 

HAkon. 

Yes.     Xo  bitterer  lot  couhi  befall  me  than  to  live  my 

life  far  from  you;    but  if  you  think  it  must  be  so  after 
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what  I  now  tell  you — if  you  feel  that  you  can  no  longer 
sit  by  my  side,  no  longer  look  at  me  without  turning  pale 
— well,  we  must  even  part — live  each  alone — and  I  shall 
not  blame  you  for  it. 

Margrete. 

Part  from  you !    How  can  you  think  such  a  thought  ? 
Give  me  your  hand ! 

HAkon. 
Touch  it  not! — It  has  even  now  been  lifted  in  oath 


Margrete. 
In  oath? 

HAkon. 
An  oath  that  set  its  sacred  seal  upon  a  death-warrant. 

Margrete. 

[With  a  shriek.]    My  father!     Oh,  my  father! 

\ToUers;  tvx)  womtn  rush  forward  to  support  her. 

HAkon. 

Yes,  Maigrete — his  King  has  doomed  your  father  to 
death. 

Margrete. 

Then  well  I  know  he  has  committed  a  greater  crime 
than  when  he  took  the  kingly  title. 

HAkon. 

That  has  he; — and  now,  if  you  feel  that  we  must  partt 
so  let  it  be. 


Are  you  strong  enough  P     D 
stand  all  ?     I  have  doomed  vou 


I    heard   and    understood. 
father. 

HAkon 

And  you  ask  not  to  know  wl 

Mabgre 
Tis  enough  that  you   kno 

HAkoi 

But  it  was  to  death  that  I  t 


[Kneels  before  the  Kino,  a 
husband  and  noble  lord,  your 


ACT  FIFTH 

A  room  in  the  palace  at  Nidaros.  The  entrance  door  is 
on  the  right;  in  fronts  on  the  same  side^  a  window; 
to  the  left  a  smaller  door.  It  is  (rfter  night-fail. 
Paul  Fuda,  BArd  Bratte,  and  several  of  King 
Skule^s  principal  followers  are  standing  at  the  win- 
dow and  looking  upward. 

A  Man-at-Armb. 
How  red  it  glows! 

A  Second. 
It  stretches  over  half  the  sky,  like  a  flaming  sword. 

BArd  Bratte. 
Holy  IQng  01af»  what  bodes  such  a  sign  of  dread  ? 

An  Old  VARBiELG. 
Assuredly  it  bodes  a  great  chiefs  death. 

Paul  Fuda. 

H&kon's  death,  my  good  V&rbaelgs.  He  is  lying  out 
in  the  fiord  with  his  fleet;  we  may  look  for  him  in  the 
town  to-night.    This  time,  'tis  our  turn  to  conquer! 

BArd  Bratte. 

Trust  not  to  that;  there  is  little  heart  in  the  host  now. 

339 


The  First  Man 

There  are  those  in  the  town 
to  believe  him  alive  or  dead. 


The  King  must  out,  howevei 
to  him.  Bird  Bratte— the  safetj 

BArd  Bra 
It  avails  not;  I  have  spoken 

Paul  Fu 

Then  must  I  trj  what  I  can 
the  left,  and  knocks.]  My  lord 
helm  in  your  own  hands;  thin 
this  fashion. 

KinoSk 

[JTtf&in.]    I  am  «ck,  Paul 

PaulFi 
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Paul  Fuda. 

By  the  Almighty,  'tis  no  time  for  sickness.  King 
H&kon  lies  out  in  the  fiord,  and  may  at  any  time  be  upon 
us  here  in  Nidaros. 

King  Skule. 

Strike  him  down  for  me!  Slay  him  and  the  King- 
child. 

Paul  Plida. 

You  must  be  with  us,  my  lord! 

King  Skule. 

No,  no,  no, — ^you  are  surest  of  fortune  and  victory 
when  I  am  not  there. 

Peter. 

[Enters /ram  the  right;  he  ie  in  armour.]  The  towns- 
folk are  ill  at  ease;  they  flock  together  in  great  masses 
before  the  palace. 

BArd  Bratte. 

Unless  the  King  speak  to  them,  they  will  desert  him 
in  the  hour  of  need. 

Peter. 

Then  must  he  speak  to  them.  [At  the  door  on  the 
left.]  Father!  The  Tr^nders,  your  trustiest  subjects, 
will  fall  away  from  you  if  you  give  them  not  courage. 

King  Skule. 
What  said  the  skald  ? 


Peteh 

Then  neither  can  you  give  a 
is  mine  after  you! 

King  Ski 
Now  I  will  come! 

Padl  Fl 
God  be  praised. 

Kino  Sk 
[Comesforward  in  the  doorw> 
ku  hair  has  grown  very  grey.] 
I  will  not  have  you  look  at  me 
up  to  Peter.1  Take  from  y< 
Great  God  in  heaven,  what  vi 

Fete 
Oh,  forgive  me;— I  know 
the  right. 

KingS 
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King  Skule. 
What  is  that  ? 

BArd  Bratte. 

[At  the  leindow.]  The  townsmen  are  flocking  to- 
gether; the  whole  courtyard  is  full  of  people; — ^you  must 
speak  to  them. 

King  Skule. 
Do  I  look  like  a  king  ?     Can  I  speak  now  ? 

Peter. 
You  must,  my  noble  father! 

King  Skule. 

Well,  be  it  so.  [Goes  to  the  window  and  draws  the 
curtain  aside,  but  lets  it  go  quickly  and  starts  back  in 
terror.]    There  hangs  the  flaming  sword  over  me  again! 

Paul  Flida. 
It  bodes  that  the  sword  of  victory  is  drawn  for  you. 

King  Skule. 

Ah,  were  it  but  so !  [Goes  to  tlie  trindow  and  speaks  out.] 
Tronders,  what  would  you  ?     Here  stands  your  King. 

A  Townsman. 

[Without.]  Leave  the  town!  The  Birchlegs  will  bum 
and  slay  if  they  find  you  here. 

King  Skule. 

We  must  all  hold  together.  I  have  been  a  gracious 
King  to  you;   I  have  craved  but  small  war-tax 


Give  me  my  betrothed  again 

A  BoT 

Give  me  my  father  and  my 

Anothbb  \N 
Give  me  my  three  sons.  Kin 


He  is  no  King;    homage  hi 
St  OlaTs  shrine! 


No,  no — no  homage  has  be 
shrine!    He  is  no  Kng! 

Kino  Si 
[Shrinks  behind  the  curtail 
king! 

Paol  F 
"T'_„„    „    Mrt-    misnhance 
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King  Skule. 

And  they  will  desert  us,  so  long  as  homage  has  not 
been  done  to  me  on  the  Saint's  shrine. 

Peter. 

Then  let  the  shrine  be  brought  forth,  and  take  our 
homage  now! 

Paul  Flida. 
[Shaking  his  head.]    How  should  that  be  possible? 

Peter. 

Is  aught  impossible,  where  h  e  is  concerned  ?  Sound 
the  call  for  the  folkmote,  and  bring  forth  the  shrine! 

Several  of  the  Men. 
[Shrinking  back.]    Sacrilege! 

Peter. 

No  sacrilege! — Come,  come!  The  monks  are  well 
disposed  towards  King  Skule;   they  will  agree 

Paul  Flida. 
That  they  will  not;  they  dare  not,  for  the  Archbishop. 

Peter. 

Arc  you  King's  men,  and  will  not  lend  your  aid  when 
ao  great  a  cause  is  at  stake!  Good,  there  are  others  be- 
low of  better  will.  My  father  and  King,  the  monks 
shall   give  way;   I  will  pray»  I  will  beseech;   sound 


gaiUnt  son:    nun  uu  v^^^  » 

and  conquer.     How  strong  are 

Paol  Fu) 

Not  stronger  than  that  we  n 
the  townsfolk  hold  to  us! 

Kino  Sku 
They  shall  hold  to  us.  \\ 
and  put  an  end  to  this  time  of 
'tis  Heaven's  command  that  we 
is  wroth  with  all  Norway  for  th 
been  doing.  A  flaming  sword 
the  sky;  women  swoon  and  bea 
a  frenzy  creeps  abroad  among 
ing  them  to  run  through  the  t 
the  last  day  is  come.  Ay,  by 
be  ended  at  one  stroke! 

Paul  Fl 

What  are  your  commands  ? 

Kino  Sk 
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King  Skule. 

Gather  all  our  men  upon  the  foreshore;  not  one  Bfrch- 
leg  shall  set  foot  in  Nidaros. 

Paul  Plida. 
Well  spoken.  King. 

King  Skule. 

When  the  shrine  is  borne  forth,  let  the  horn  sound  to 
the  folkmote.  The  host  and  the  townsfolk  shall  be  called 
together. 

Paul  Flida. 

[To  one  of  the  men.]  Go  forth  and  bid  the  homblower 
wind  his  horn  in  all  the  streets.  [The  man  goes. 

King  Skule. 

[Addresses  the  people  from  the  window.]  Hold  fast  to 
me,  all  my  sorrowing  people.  There  shall  come  peace 
and  light  over  the  land  once  more,  as  in  Hakon's  first 
glad  days,  when  the  fields  jrielded  two  harvests  every 
summer.  Hold  fast  to  me;  believe  in  me  and  trust  to 
me;  'tis  that  I  need  so  unspeakably.  I  will  watch  over 
you  and  fight  for  you;   I  will  bleed  and  die  for  you,  if 

need  be;    but  fail  me  not,  and  doubt  not !    [Loud 

cries ^  as  though  of  terror ,  are  heard  am>ong  the  people.] 
W^hat  is  that  ? 

A  Wild  Voice. 
Atone!    Atone! 

BArd  Bratte. 

[Looks  out.]    'Tis  a  priest  possessed  of  the  devil! 


^^^B^^l 

M8 

r       ^ 
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_                   Pacl  Fuda. 

Heut' 
with  aw 

nring  hi*  cuwl  to  Nhnds  and  aoouigiog  huBKlf 

ip. 

Tbe  Voicx. 

Ato«. 

Ucome. 

jtn. 

Fte. 

pet!    A  deed  of  aal 

niidh 

1 

If- 

All  flee,  till  shrink  aw»y  as  though  a  wild  beast  were 
in  tlii-ir  mi.l.sl. 


Yrs.  all  flco.  [M'tV/,  a  rnj  of  joy.]  Ha!  it  matters 
ni)t.  We  are  saveii '.  Sci-,  Me — King  Olaf  "s  shrine  stands 
in  the  middle  of  the  courtvard. 


King  Olttfs  shr 


BAho  Bratte. 
Av,  liv  Heaven— lliere  it  stands! 


Tlif  monks  are  tnie  tii  me;    so  good  a  deed  have  thev 

i.v.T  <i<.ii<-  i»-for.': 
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Paul  Fuda. 
Hark!  the  call  to  the  folkmote! 

King  Skule. 
Now  shall  lawful  homage  be  done  to  me. 

Peter. 

[Enters  from  the  right.]  Take  on  you  the  kingly 
mantle;  now  stands  the  shrine  out  yonder. 

King  Skule. 

Then  you  have  saved  the  kingdom  for  me  and  for 
yourself;  and  tenfold  will  we  thank  the  pious  monks 
for  yielding. 

Peter. 

The  monks»  father — ^you  have  nought  to  thank  them 
for. 

King  Skule. 
'Twas  not  they  that  helped  you  ? 

Peter. 

They  laid  the  ban  of  the  Church  on  whoever  should 
dare  to  touch  the  holy  thing. 

King  Skule. 
The  Archbishop  then!    At  last  he  gives  way. 

Peter 

The  Archbishop  hurled  forth  direr  curses  than  the 
monks. 


You  have  not   one 
the  sin  upon  him. 


Almighty   God!  has 
Who  bore  out  the  holy  i 


I,  my  father! 

Ki 

[WUh  a  ihriek.]    You 


[Shrink  back  appalled. 
[Paul  Fuda,  BAbi 
go  Old. 

The  deed  bad  to  be  d' 
homage  be  lawfully  doo' 


ACTV]  THE  PRETENDERS  351 

dragged  it  after  me  down  the  nave,  while  the  ban  moaned 
like  a  storm  high  up  under  the  vaultings.  I  dragged  it 
out  of  the  church;  all  fled  and  shrank  from  me.  When 
I  came  to  the  middle  of  the  courtyard  the  handle  broke; 
here  it  is!  [Holds  it  aloft. 

King  Skule. 
[Quietly^  appalled.]    Church-robber. 

Peter. 

For  your  sake;  for  the  sake  of  your  great  king's- 
thought!  You  will  wipe  out  the  sin;  all  that  is  evil  you 
will  wipe  away.  Light  and  peace  will  follow  you;  a 
glorious  day  will  dawn  over  the  land — what  matter, 
then,  if  there  went  a  storm-night  before  it  ? 

King  Skule. 

There  was  as  'twere  a  halo  round  vour  head  when  your 
mother  brought  you  to  me;  now  I  see  in  its  stead  the 
lightnings  of  the  ban. 

Peter. 

Father,  father,  think  not  of  me;  be  not  afraid  for  mv 
woe  or  weal.  Is  it  not  vour  will  I  have  fulfilled  .^— how 
can  it  be  accounted  to  me  for  a  crime  ? 

Kino  Skule. 

I  hungered  for  your  faith  in  me,  and  your  faith  has 
turned  to  sin. 

Peter. 

[Wildly.]  For  your  sake,  for  your  sake!  Therefore 
God  dare  not  denv  to  blot  it  out! 


I 


TBE  PBETEXDEBS 


"Ptevr  sod  blaiDelcM."  I  mm  la  lapbon; — and  br 
«3off»  al  iKama ! 


Paul  Fu 

IRA. 

!     Tbr  impious  deed  has 
T  fire  into  the  chuidies. 

[Bnteri 
•truck  lei 

! 

1 

ILE.                                           1 

■n-y 

1 
1 

»it  oat! 
art 

[Btdm, 
they  arr  >... 

luTC  risen  against  vou; 

-m  II,.-  .In-rts  .,r  i, 

1  111.-  Ik.iws! 

A  Mas-^t-Arm9. 

{J-:nlrn..y.]     Th. 

■  Itirilili-;,'s  art'  sailing  up  the  river! 

K.N<;  Ski-i.k. 

ll.Tf! 

imri   to;:rllKTl     None  must  fail  me 

I'a(  [.  Fmda. 

■I'liry   will   i.nt   (■< 

.iTic;    lliry  1. 

rc  l)cnuitil>ed  with  dread. 

[/V.Y/w/m/v/v.]     Hill    I    .an  lint    fall  now!     Mv  son 
■  M,-l   »nt  .lir  with  a  <l.-a.llv  sin  ll|>un  his  soul  I 


'I'hiiik  not  ..f  iiir:  "ti-.  v.m  al.in.-  (Iiat  an-  lo  lie  thoiijrhl  of. 
I..-I  M.  .imkr  fur  li.illirnVj;    tU.yr  all  n„n  air  tnu-  to  vou! 
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KiNQ  Skule. 
Ay 9  to  flight!    Follow  me,  whoso  would  save  his  life! 

BArd  Bratte. 
What  way  ? 

Kino  Skule. 
Over  the  bridge! 

Paul  Flida. 
All  bridges  are  broken  down,  my  lord. 

Kino  Skule. 
Broken  down !    All  the  bridges  broken,  say  you  ? 

Paul  Flida. 

Had  you  broken  them  down  at  Oslo,  you  might  have 
let  them  stand  at  Nidaros. 

Kino  Skule. 

We  must  over  the  river  none  the  less; — we  have  our 
lives  and  our  souls  to  save!     To  flight!     To  flight! 

[He  and  Peter  rush  out  to  the  left, 

BArd  Bratte. 

Ay,  better  so  than  to  fall  at  the  hands  of  the  townfolk 
and  the  Bin'hlegs. 

Paul  Flida. 

In  God's  name,  then,  to  flight!        [All  follow  Skule. 

The  room  stands  empty  for  a  slwrt  tim>e;  a  distant  and 
confused  noise  is  lieardfrom  the  streets;  then  a  troop 
of  armed  townsmen  rushes  in  by  the  door  on  the  righL 


Mant. 
Slay  the  church-robber  too! 

A  Single  C 
Go  carefull,v!     They  may  yet 

The  First  Toi 

No  need;    the  Bircblegs  are 
street. 

A  Tow-Nsw 
[Eniering.]    Too  late — King 

Many. 

Whither  ?     Whither  ? 

The  New-o 
Into  one  of  the  chun.'hes,  met! 
Virbielgs. 

The  First  To 
Then  let  us  seek  for  him;   f 
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A  Third. 
King  H&kon  himself! 

Many  of  the  Crowd. 
[Shout.]    Hail  to  King  Hakon  Hakonsson! 

HAkon. 

[Eniersfrom  the  right  ^followed  by  Gregorius  Jonsson, 
Dagfinn  the  Peasant,  and  many  (Ahers,]  Ay,  now  are 
you  humble,  you  Tronders;  you  have  stood  against  me 
long  enough. 

The  First  Townsman. 

[Kneeling.]  Mercy,  my  lord!  Skule  B&rdsson  bore 
so  hardly  on  us! 

Another. 

[Also  kneeling.]  He  compelled  us,  else  had  we  never 
followed  him. 

The  First. 

He  seized  our  goods  and  forced  us  to  fight  for  his 
unrighteous  cause. 

The  Second. 

Alas,  noble  lord,  he  has  been  a  scourge  to  his  friends 
no  less  than  to  his  foes. 

Many  Voices. 

Ay,  ay, — Skule  Bardsson  has  been  a  scourge  to  the 
whole  land. 

Dagfinn. 
That,  at  least,  is  true  enough. 


Uct^ 
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Gtxid:  with  jnu  townsfolk  I  will  iiptrak  Utrr:  lit  mr 
purptMe  In  punUh  •UmuIv  ail  tnuugmsiMDs;  bul  fint 
then  irr  other  tfiiofpt  to  he  tbouffht  of.  Knows  uv 
nuo  where  8Icule  BWamd  uF 

Makt. 

In  onr  of  thr  cbuirbr^,  lord! 

UiKOIC. 
Konw  you  that  for  ceitaia  ? 

TubToit 

Av.  Hi.-n-  an-  ,.n  tiK-  Vftrf-^-lL-s. 

lIiK.>N. 

[Sifthf  l„  I)A<iKiNN.l     III-  niusl  bo  foun.J:    set  a  waloh  ^ 
on  all  till-  I'liunlK-^  ill  lilt.-  town. 

I)  AG  FINN. 

An.l  wlini  lit-  is  f.HiiHi.  in-  must  straiplitway  i>o  slain. 

n.iKON. 

[S'i/lh/.]     Slain  .-     Daf^fmn.  Daf.'finn,  how  licavv  a  tJeed 
it  ••ffiusl 

])a<;kisn. 
Mv  lonl.  vou  swon-  il  solfmnlv  at  Oslo. 


An.l  all  men  in  tin-  lan.l  «ill  call  for  his  cleHth.     [Tnrn.i 
I"  'i!n,<;'ii(ii  s  .liivss'iN  ntid  sayx,  uiihrard  by  the  •tllicry\ 


■^ 
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Go;  you  were  once  his  friend;  seek  him  out  and  prevail 
on  him  to  fly  the  land. 

Greoorius. 
[Joyfully.]    You  will  suffer  it,  my  lord! 

HAkon. 
For  the  sake  of  my  gentle,  well-beloved  wife. 

Greoorius  Jonssgn. 
But  if  he  should  not  flee  ?    If  he  will  not  or  cannot  ? 

HAkon. 

Then,  in  God's  name,  I  may  not  spare  him;  then  must 
my  kingly  word  be  fulfilled.     (lo! 

Greoorius  Jonssgn. 

I  go,  and  shall  do  my  utmost.  Heaven  grant  I  may 
succeed.  [Goes  out  by  the  right. 

HAkon. 

You,  Dagfinn,  go  with  trusty  men  down  to  the  King's 
ship;  you  shall  conduct  the  Queen  and  her  child  up  to 
Elgesceter*  convent. 

Dagfinn. 
My  lord,  think  you  she  will  be  safe  there  ? 

HAkgn. 

Nowhere  safer.  The  Varbselgs  have  shut  themselves 
up  in  the  churches,  and  she  has  besought  to  be  sent 
thither;   her  mother  is  at  Elgeseter. 

>  ^l^eMter-Elk-cliilet. 


Ladv  Ragnhild  also.  You  may 
the  Varbseigs  shall  have  mad 
taken  to  grace,  all  the  bells  in  > 
a  sign  that  there  has  come  peace 
You  townsfolk  shall  reckon  w 
punishment  shall  be  meted  to  ei 
deeds. 

The  Pibst  To' 
Woe  upon  us  to-morrow! 

The  Secc 
We  have  a  long  reckoning  tc 


We,  who  have  stood  against  ] 
our  part  in  acclaiming  Skule 
title. 

TheSeo 

Who  gave  Skule  both  shi| 
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A  Townsman. 

[Rushes  in  from  the  fe/V.l    Where  is  Hakon?    Where 
is  the  King? 

The  First. 
What  would  you  with  him  ? 

The  New-cx)mer. 
Bring  him  great  and  weighty  tidings. 

Many. 

What  tidings  ? 

The  New-cx>mer. 
I  tell  them  to  no  other  than  the  King  himself. 

Many. 
At,  tell  us,  tell  us! 

The  New-comer. 
Skule  B&rdsson  is  fleeing  up  toward  Elgesseter. 

The  First. 
It  cannot  be!     He  is  in  one  of  the  churches. 

The  New-<  omer. 
No,  no;  he  and  his  son  crossed  over  the  river  in  a  skiff. 

The  First. 
Ha,  then  we  can  save  us  from  Hakon's  wrath! 

The  Second. 
Ay,  let  us  forthwith  give  him  to  know  where  Skule  is. 


^^^^^^B 
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Tarn  P»r.                                      1 

N-y.  bdivlhu  Ihl;   «  *fll  -y  i»«Kfat,  bX  o».  1 

aeha  jcd  i  p  to  Elgewter  ud  ^y  Sfcnlr.                           fl 

TuBSKOini.                                   ^ 

Ay.  ly-that  win  wet 

But  did 

go  witli  bim  onr  ihc 

river? 

1 

moL. 

No,  lln-rt                                 i 

a  Um  boct. 

T. 

\Vi-  will  iirni  II-  iis  l)*'sl  we  run.  Oh,  now  are  we  towns- 
f..lk  ^.-l^■  .-ii..i.u'h:  IM  11..  man  know  w|ia(  we  an-  alK,ut: 
w..  an-  .-ii.,n^'!i  f.,r  t lie  la-,k !-  An.i  now,  away  to  Elgvsa^ter. 


[S,f,hj.]     Ay.  away  to  ¥.\^>-sMvr\ 

\  Th'if  'f,  •.III  ro  //,-■  /'//.  rapidly  hut  ca ill it'u, ■<!'/. 


A  f,r-.,:ud  >m  Ih.  Iiill.  „l.„,r  Skhm.^.  It  (".f  moo„{ight. 
hill  Ihr  ii/f/hl  (.<  tniKli/.  -to  lliut  llie  harkgroniid  ix  «e,-ri 
„uli.-,ln,rli,,.  „ii<l  ^>im<li>n.:-  .■•runelij  at  all.  Trre- 
xliniiji.'i  iiiiH  i/rnil  lii.iililers  lie  round  ahnut.  King 
Ski  r.K.  IVrt:it.  P.u  i.  Kmih.  BAkd  Bhattk.  and 
'ilhrr  \\unv:r^;s  rumr  ihruuijh  the  wood  from  the  h/t. 


I'l 
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KiNQ  Skule. 
Ay,  let  me  rest,  rest.         [Stiiil:«  down  beside  a  stone. 

Peter. 
How  goes  it  with  you  ? 

Kino  Skule. 

I  am  hungry!  I  am  sick,  sick!  I  see  dead  men's 
shadows! 

Peter. 
[Springing  up.]     Help  here — bread  for  the  King! 

BArd  Bratte. 

Here  is  every  man  king;  for  life  is  at  stake.  Stand 
up,  Skule  B&rdsson,  if  you  be  king-  Lie  not  there  to 
rule  the  land. 

Peter. 
If  you  scoff  at  my  father,  I  will  kill  you. 

BArd  Bratte. 

I  shall  be  killed  whatever  betides;  for  me  King  Hakon 
will  have  no  grace;  for  I  was  his  thane,  and  deserted  him 
for  Skule's  sake.  Think  of  somewhat  that  mav  save  us. 
No  deed  so  desperate  but  I  will  risk  it  now. 

A  VAuBii':iX5. 
Could  we  but  get  over  to  the  convent  at  Holm  ? 

Paul  Flida. 
Better  to  Elgesteter. 


BArd  Brai 

No,  no;  'tis  our  one  hope,  and 
Birch  legs  are  ransacking  ever}'  h 
on  all  the  churches;  Ihev  think  r 
flight,  since  all  the  bridges  are 
but  few  men  on  board  the  ships 
heir  in  our  power,  Hakou  must  g'. 
child  die  with  us.    Who  will  go  v 

Paul  Fu 
Not  I,  if  ihey  are  to  be  savei 

Severa 
Not  I!     Not  I! 

Peter 
Ha,  but  if  it  were  to  save  m; 

BArd  Br^ 

If  you  will  go  with  me,  coi 
Hiadeharomer;  there  lies  the  tr 
of  the  hill;  they  are  the  wik 
Varbielgs;    they  had  swum  the 
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Peter. 

Mayliap  I  too;  but  first  must  I  see  my  father  into  safe 
shelter. 

BArd  Bratte. 

Ere  daybreak  will  we  make  speed  up  the  river.  Come, 
here  goes  a  short  way  downwards  towards  Hlade. 

[He  and  some  others  go  oul  to  the  right. 

Peter. 

[To  Paul  Fuda.]  Let  not  my  father  know  aught  of 
this;  he  is  soul-sick  to-night,  we  must  act  for  him. 
There  is  safety  in  B&rd  Bratte's  deed;  ere  daybreak  shall 
the  King-child  be  in  our  hands. 

Paul  Flida. 
To  be  slain,  most  like.     See  vou  not  that  it  is  a  sin 


Peter. 

Nay,  it  cannot  be  a  sin;  for  my  father  doomed  the  child 
in  Oslo.  Sooner  or  later  it  must  die,  for  it  blocks  mv 
father's  path; — my  father  has  a  great  king*s-thought  to 
carry  through;  it  matters  not  who  or  how  many  fall  for 
its  sake. 

Paul  Flida. 

Hapless  for  you  was  the  day  you  came  to  know  that 
you  were  King  Skule's  son.  [Listening,']  Hist  I — cast 
you  flat  to  the  ground;   there  come  people  this  way. 

[All  throw  themselves  down  behind  stones  and  stumps; 
a  troop  of  people^  some  riding^  some  on  foot ^  can  he 
seen  indistinctly  through  the  mist  and  between  the 
trees;  they  come  from  the  left^  and  pass  on  to  the 
right. 
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[actt 


Tu  the  t^uwnt 

Pabi.  Fun*. 
Ay;  she  i.i  lidking  with  DagfitiD  the  Poasant.     Hush! 

Petkb. 
They  ape  cr.     The  King-child  is 

with  them! 


J 


But  only  fa 
kinfjHoin  anvea 


!ing  Skulc — now  is  your 


My    kin>,'.l..iii?     "l-is    <inrk.    my    king.iotn— like    llio 
,lv^.-Vs  tlial   ri.sc  itf^iiiiisl  (io<l. 

.1  /Hirli/  <•/  Monks  comm/rom  the  right. 

A   Monk. 
Who  speaks  tliere?     Is  it  King  Skule's  men. 

Paul  Flida. 
Kin^r  Skiile  liiniself. 


[Tn  SKri.K,]     r;o.l  I..-  i>raise<l  lliat  wc  met  you.  «|par 
lor<l!     SiiTin'  lownsiiien  gave  us  ti>  know  that  you   had 
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taken  the  upward  path,  and  we  are  no  less  unsafe  than 
vou  in  Nidaros. 

Peter. 

You  have  deserved  death,  you  who  denied  to  give 
forth  St.  Olafs  shrine. 

The  Monk. 

The  Archbishop  forbade  it;  but  none  the  less  we  would 
fain  serve  King  Skule;  we  have  ever  held  to  him.  See, 
we  have  brought  with  us  robes  of  our  Order  for  you  and 
your  men;  put  them  on,  and  then  can  you  easily  make 
your  way  into  one  convent  or  another,  and  can  seek  to 
gain  grace  of  H&kon. 

Kino  Skule. 

Ay,  let  me  put  on  the  robe;  my  son  and  I  must  stand 
on  consecrated  ground.     I  will  to  Elgeseter. 

Peter. 

[SqfUy,  to  Paul  Flida.]  See  that  my  father  comes 
safely  thither. 

Paul  Fuda. 
Bethink  you  that  there  are  Birchlegs  at  Elgesseter. 

Peter. 

But  four  men;  you  may  easily  deal  with  them,  and  once 
inside  the  convent  walls  they  will  not  dare  to  touch  you. 
I  will  seek  BArd  Bratte. 

Paul  Flida. 
Nay 9  do  not  so! 


[iVkUpering  to  another.]    Go 
Skule  ? 

The  Othi 

Hist;   no;   the  Birchlcgs  are  t 

The  Fikb 

Neither  will  I  go;   but  say  no 

The  Mo^ 

And  now  away,  two  and  two, 

monk. 

Another  R 
[SiHing  on  a  ttump  behind  the 
Skule. 

King  Ski 

Know  you  the  way  ? 

The  Mo 
The  broad  way. 

The  Fibst 
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King  Skule. 

Peter,  my  son !     [Starts  backivards.]    Ha,  there  is 

the  flaming  sword  in  heaven! 

The  Monk. 
[Sitting  behind  him  on  the  stump.]    And  here  am  I! 

Kino  Skule> 
Who  are  you  ? 

The  Monk. 

An  old  acquaintance. 

King  Skule. 
Paler  man  have  I  never  seen. 

The  Monk. 
But  you  know  me  not  ? 

King  Skule. 
'Tis  you  that  are  to  lead  me  to  Elgesseter. 

The  Monk. 
'Tis  I  that  will  lead  you  to  the  throne. 

King  Skule. 
Can  you  do  that  ? 

The  Monk. 
I  can,  if  you  but  will  it. 

King  Skule. 
And  by  what  means? 
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TiiK  Monk. 
By  the  meuu  f  haw  iisetl  before: — I  will  take  vou  up 
into  ■  high  mov     atn  and  show  yoti  nil  the  glorj*  of  the 
worid. 

Ki»u  SicuLf- 
All  the  gloi7  of  the  world  ham  I  seen  ore  now,  in  drenms 
of  temptatioa. 


Twaa  I  that 
Who  are  yoa 
An  envoy  fn 


ier  in  the  world. 


Fn>ni  111.-  <.l.l..r   l'rrlr,iii,T  m  IhP  worW  ? 

TiiK  Monk. 

rri.di  till-  fir-.it  Kiirl.  wli..  n.M-  jij;ainst  Iho  prealosl  kinp- 
li.ru.  aiKl  liiniM'lf  foiiii.l.-<l  a  kin};<loiu  that  .shall  endure 


[Shrirk-s.]      Hish,.]. 


[/;/.,„,,.]      Do 


TnK  Monk. 
Id"-  me  now?     We  were  friends  of 


An.l  "lis  yoi,  lluil  have  l.roiiirhl  me  linek: 
Oli.e  the' self-same  ■■Mrv  ..iir  fortiines  bore. 
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And  we  sailed  on  the  self-same  tack. 
At  our  parting  I  quailed,  in  the  gloom  and  the  blast; 
For  a  hawk  in  his  talons  had  gripped  my  soul  fast; 
I  besought  them  to  chant  and  to-  ply  the  bell, 
And  I  bought  me  masses  and  prayers  as  well, — 
They  read  fourteen,  though  I'd  paid  but  for  seven; 
Yet  they  brought  me  no  nearer  the  gates  of  heaven. 

Kino  Skule. 
And  you  come  from  down  yonder r 


The  Monk. 

Yes,  from  the  kingdom  down  yonder  I'm  faring; 

The  kingdom  men  always  so  much  miscall. 

I  vow  'tis  in  nowise  so  bad  after  all. 

And  the  heat,  to  my  thinking,  is  never  past  bearing. 

King  Skule. 

And  it  seems  you  have  learnt  skald-craft,  old  Bagler- 
chieftain ! 

The  Monk. 

Not  only  skald-craft,  but  store  of  Latinity! 
Once  my  Latin  was  not  over  strong,  you  know; 
Now  few  can  beat  it  for  ease  and  flow. 
To  take  any  station  in  yonder  vicinity. 
Ay,  even  to  pass  at  the  gate,  for  credential 
A  knowledge  of  Latin  is  well-nigh  essential. 
You  can't  but  make  progress  with  so  many  able 
And  learned  companions  each  day  at  the  table,^- 
Full  fifty  ex-popes  by  my  side  carouse,  and 
Five  hundred  cardinals,  skalds  seven  thousand. 
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Ktna  Skvl£. 
Grwt  your  Miutlcr  and  givr  him  my  thanks  for  his  ' 
frirndsliip.     ')>ll  him  he  ia  the  only  king  who  iwikIh  \w\p 
In  Skiile  llif  Firal  of  Norway. 

Ttir  Monk. 
Hear  now.  King  Skule,  wtuU  brings  me  lo  you — 
My  Master 'h  henchmen  dawn  there  art-  le|;ii>ii. 
AihI  e»i-h  up  here  is  alloltrd  a  region; 
The^'  gave  Norway  to  me,  as  the  [ilai-e  I  he.tt  knew. 
Hikon  HAkon«»on  MrrvM  not  my  Maatrx's  will; 
We  hate  him.  for  he  is  our  foeman  alill — 
So  he  mu!tl  full,  leaving  you  at  the  helm. 
The  «oIe  (museMor  of  crown  Mod  realm. 


I 

-18 

ip 


I-  Hu'  <'n)wn!     \Vlicii  on<r  I  have  that,  I 
luiy  ruysi-lf  fn-.-  a-aiii. 


Til 

K   M<.NK. 

Av.  tll.il   n 

m  i 

ihv 

iiys  1; 

.!k  ..f  liU 

IT 

- 

HV  musl  . 
Ki.i-  link. 

;™' 

th 

:i<i 

iine  if 
si,...,. 

s  i,t  KI-<- 

u  th<. 
sivler 

fiRht. 

C.MlM    V01I 

vli.r 

;;;,: 

"■" 

[.  hin 
.,.1  i>i 

1  in  tiic  V 
oli-s   will 

y.Hii 

.f   Tliflht. 

■  foos   flv   n 

•lli.-ii  y,.„i 

HI' 

liir; 

" 

K[N 

;irHl  y.mr 
i;  Ski-i.k. 

kill); 

;ship  un.loi 

■J'liink  v 

""  ■■ 

11  n 

■\y  III 

a(  111..  vi( 
-.  Monk. 

■lory 

wen-  mine 

All  u„m  m 

1  N.. 
will, 

"" 

"li. 

are  .i 

^Iiiiif:  fur 
.  111..  km{^ 

r.v,l 

■  lli.-\ 

■  love  best- 
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A  son  to  succeed  to  the  throne  without  wrangling; 

For  the  people  are  tired  of  this  hundred-years'  jangling. 

Rouse  you,  King  Skule!  one  great  endeavour! 

The  foe  must  perish  to-night  or  never! 

See,  to  the  northward  how  light  it  has  grown. 

See  how  the  fog  lifts  o'er  fiord  and  o'er  valley — 

There  gather  noiselessly  galley  on  galley — 

Hark!  men  are  marching  with  rumble  and  drone! 

One  word  of  promise,  and  all  is  your  own — 

Hundreds  of  glittering  sails  on  the  water, 

Thousands  of  warriors  hurtling  to  slaughter. 

Kino  Skule. 
What  word  would  you  have  ? 

The  Monk. 

For  raising  you  highest,  my  one  condition 
Is  just  that  you  follow  your  heart's  ambition; 
All  Norway  is  yours,  to  the  kingship  I'll  speed  you. 
If  only  you  vow  that  your  son  shall  succeed  you ! 

King  Skule. 
[Raisiiig  his  hand  as  if  for  an  oath.]     My  son  shall 


[Stops  suddenly  f  and  breaks  forth  in  terror.]  The  church- 
robber!  All  the  might  to  him!  Ha!  now  I  under- 
stand;— ^you  seek  for  his  soul's  perdition!  Get  thee 
behind  me,  get  thee  behind  me!  [Stretches  out  his  arms 
to  heaven.]  Oh  have  mercy  on  me,  thou  to  whom  I  now 
call  for  help  in  my  sorest  need! 

[He  falls  prone  to  the  earth. 

The  Monk. 

Accurst!     He's  slipped  through  my  fingers  at  last — 
And  I  thought  of  a  surety  I  held  him  so  fast! 


ait        f    THE  ntmsDEts 

■«*cl   i^  k  >>••.  k«l  >  nick  a  * 
TWt  1  k   w  BOt  Bf    mJ  thr  fivr  ■  •'« 


I 


My. 

Tke  kMe  i  at  %hl  dHl  be  dl  ■•  ar  ai^ 
!■  No(vi  ■  nr  cnfKR  far  cwr  is  Ib^mM. 
Tka^il  '^  ' 

Wkaela 
Wm-faal} 
Wide  ha 
Wok  Ml 
WkOealia 
Neael;,  U 
Whea  Ibey 
I'fi.|.r  III.-  I, 
•11,..,   l)„l,..| 


\A/I„ 


.  :;uirhi,iril  '■/  /■.■/./.■.../■/.r  Coilinil.  To  llie  Ir/l  /,Vs  //,.• 
.■/.'./,.7.  .'-.V/,  ....  tiitruiirr  from  tkc  courhjttrd:  the 
/rinilfiii:^  iirf  liijlit/il  up.  Alitiirj  the  opposite  xide 
i,fll,>'  .yjoiir  .^IMili  .11, mr  l,nn-r  liuildinga;  hi  the  Iwh. 
Hir  iDiniiil  ,.■.(//  „('//.  .1  .Hlniii(j  goU,  itkich  is  lucked. 


en  art  out 

itbdovfat. 

DM  brlpladT  •luvmag, 
w^  mad  quiTwing.- 

nf.irW.- 

,  \i.)i.,las  Vn.K  Io  l.U  --ailing. 

hjsl,.,[,\  at  w.,rk  in  th.-  woH-i! 

\ll'  ,l,^<,i,i^,!rK  in  the  Jog  am/,ng  the  Irtes. 

KfMi  Skilk. 

'h.H    jmu":    lull/  ri>*    and    looks    aroimd.] 

:   inv   l.la.k  <-.)nira.k- ?     [Springs  up.]     My 
uiilf,  wlji-n-  an-  your     fJonel— No  matler: 

■If    know    tli<-    way.    Iwtli    to    ElKesielcr  an.l 
[does  out  to  the  rii/A/. 
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It  is  a  clear  moonlight  night.  Three  Birchleg  Chiefs 
stand  by  the  gate;  Margrete,  Lady  Raonhild,  and 
Dagfinn  the  Peasant  come  otU  from  the  chapel. 

Ladt  Raonhild. 

[Half  to  herself]  King  Skule  had  to  flee  into  the 
church,  you  say!  He,  he,  a  fugitive!  begging  at  the 
altar  for  peace — begging  for  his  life  mayhap — oh  no, 
no,  that  could  never  be;  but  Grod  will  punish  you  who 
dared  to  let  it  come  to  this! 

Marorete. 

My  dear,  dear  mother,  curb  yourself;  you  know  not 
what  you  say;   'tis  your  grief  that  speaks. 

Lady  Ragnhild. 

Hear  me,  ye  Birchlegs!  'Tis  H4kon  Hakonsson  that 
should  lie  before  the  altar,  and  beseech  King  Skule  for 
life  and  peace. 

A  Birchleg. 
It  ill  beseems  loyal  men  to  listen  to  such  words. 

Margrete. 
Bow  vour  heads  before  a  wife's  sorrow! 

Lady  Ragnhild. 

King  Skule  doomed!  Look  to  yourselves,  look  to 
yourselves  all  of  you,  when  he  regains  his  power. 

Dagfinn. 
That  will  never  be,  T^dy  Ragnhild. 


b 
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Huih,  b  jsh! 
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Mawirktb. 

Ladt  RxaNlttLD. 


Think  _  ou  Hikon  llakonsson  <)anr  li^t  his  doom  be 
fulfilled  if  tlie  King  should  fall  into  hi.s  hands?  , 


KiDgl 

on  be  br 


[To  Ma 

followed   i. 
child  P     May  . 

fju  from  mcl 


W»  whether  a  kiag*9  oath 

IftLD. 

tnui  nf  blood  haw  you 
Aie  }>ou  your  father's 
ven- -!     flo  fmin  me. 


Mai«;uktk. 
Blcsscii  he  your  lips,  jilthouf;li  now  the 


l.Al 


aA<iNHIl.D. 


I  must  down  to  Nidim)s  an.l  into  tho  church  to  find 
Kiiif;  Skulr.  Ilr  sent  iiic  from  him  when  he  sat  victori- 
iius  ou  tlic  fhnuu';  thi-n,  truly,  he  had  no  need  i>f  me^ 
now  will  he  not  he  wn.th  if  I  eonie  to  him.     Open  the 

pate  for  me;    let  me  fjo  to  Nidaros! 


Ma 


,  for  Cod's  pity's  sake—! 

[.-I  Itiud  hiockiiig  at  the  convent  gale. 
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Kino  Skule. 
[WUhouL]    A  king. 

Dagfinn. 
Skule  B&rdsson. 

Ladt  Ragnhild. 
King  Skule. 

Mabgrete. 
My  father! 

King  Skule. 
Open,  open! 

Dagfinn. 

We  open  not  here  to  outlaws. 

King  Skulk. 

*Tis  a  king  who  knocks,  I  tell  you;  a  king  who  has  no 
roof  over  his  head;  a  king  whose  life  is  forfeit  if  he  reach 
not  consecrated  ground. 

Margrete. 
Dagfinn,  Dagfinn,  'tis  my  father. 

Dagfinn. 

[Goes  to  the  gate  and  opens  a  small  shutter.]  Come 
you  with  many  men  to  the  convent  ? 

King  Skule. 
With  all  the  men  that  were  true  to  me  in  my  need 

Dagfinn.  • 

And  how  manv  be  thev  ? 


HwTen'i  wimtii  fall  upon  you  i 
ttui7! 


In  God's  name,  then! 

[lie  opena  the  gatt;   the  Bin 

cover  their  heada.     Kino  S 
yard. 

Margbete. 

{Thrmcing  heraelfon  his  neck,] 
unhappy  father! 

Lady  Raonhi 

[Interpoaing  vildly  between  At 
Ye  who  feign  reverence  for  him,  i 
Judas.  Dare  not  to  come  near  J 
a  finger  on  him  while  I  live! 

Daqfinn. 
Here  he  is  safe,  for  he  is  on  h< 
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King  Skule. 

Both  monks  and  spearmen  brought  me  on  the  way; 
but  they  slipped  from  me  one  by  one,  for  they  knew  there 
were  Birchlegs  at  Elgesseter.  Paul  Flida  was  the  last  to 
leave  me;  he  came  with  me  to  the  convent  gate;  there  he 
gave  me  his  last  hand-grip,  in  memory  of  the  time  when 
there  were  Varbaelgs  in  Norway. 

Daopinn. 

[To  the  Birchlegs.]  Get  you  in,  chieftains,  and  set 
you  as  guards  about  the  King-child;  I  must  to  Nidaros 
to  acquaint  the  King  that  Skule  Birdsson  is  at  Elgesaeter; 
in  so  weighty  a  matter  'tis  for  him  to  act. 

Margrete. 
Oh,  Dagfinn,  Dagfinn,  have  you  the  heart  for  that  ? 

Dagfinn. 

Else  should  I  ill  serve  King  and  land.  [To  the  men.] 
Lock  the  gates  after  me,  watch  over  the  child,  and  oipfm 
to  none  until  the  King  be  come.  [Softly  to  Skule.] 
Farewell,  Skule  B&rdsson — and  God  grant  you  a  blened 
end. 

[Ooes  out  by  the  gate;  the  Birchlegs  close  it  after  him, 
and  go  into  the  chapel. 

Lady  Ragnhild. 

Ay,  let  H&kon  come;  I  will  not  loose  you;  I  will  hold 
you  straitly  and  tenderly  in  my  arms,  as  I  never  held  you 
before. 

Margrete. 
Oh,  how  pale  you  are — and  aged;  you  are  cold. 


Yes,  yes;  'twill  soon  be  time  to  i 

SiGRID. 

[From  ihs  ehaTpel^    You  come  at 

King  Skulk. 
Sigrid!  you  here? 

SiGRID. 

I  promised  that  we  should  meet  ^ 
me  in  your  sorest  need. 

King  Skuul 
Where  is  your  child,  Maigretc? 

Mabgbste. 
He  sleeps,  in  the  sacristy. 

King  Skuub. 
Then  is  our  whole  house  gathered 
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King  Skule. 
Hakon  H&konsson  alone  is  wanting. 

Margrete  and  Ladt  Ragnhild. 

[Cling  about  him,  in  an  outburst  of'  sorrow.]  My 
father! — My  husband! 

King  Skule. 

[Looking  ai  them^  much  moved.]  Have  you  loved  me 
so  deeply,  you  two?  I  sought  after  happiness  abroad, 
and  heeded  not  the  home  wherein  I  might  have  found  it. 
I  pursued  after  love  through  sin  and  guilt,  little  dreaming 
that  'twas  mine  already,  in  right  of  God's  law  and  man's. 
• — And  you,  Ragnhild,  my  wife,  you,  against  whom  I  have 
sinned  so  deeply,  you  take  me  to  your  warm,  soft  heart 
in  the  hour  of  my  sorest  need;  you  can  tremble  and  be 
afraid  for  the  life  of  the  man  who  has  never  cast  a  ray  of 
sunshine  upon  your  path. 

Lady  Ragnhild. 

Have  you  sinned  ?  Oh,  Skule,  speak  not  so;  think 
you  I  should  ever  dare  accuse  you!  From  the  first  I 
was  too  mean  a  mate  for  you,  my  noble  husband;  there 
can  rest  no  guilt  on  any  deed  of  yours. 

King  Skule. 
Have  you  believed  in  me  so  surely,  Ragnhild  ? 

Ladt  Ragnhild. 
From  the  first  day  I  saw  you. 


[A  loud  noiae  vntkoui;    imm 
knocking  at  ths  gale. 

Margrete. 
Hark,  hark!    Who  comes  in  su 

Ladt  Raohhi 
Who  knocks  at  the  gate? 


[fVithotU.]    Townsfolk    from 
know  that  Skule  Bardsson  is  witl 

Kino  Skuu 
Ay,  he  is  within  ^  what  would  ; 

Noisy  Voici 
[Without.]    Come  out,  come  o 
man! 

Maroretb 

You  townsfolk  dare  to  threatei 
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Another. 
'Tis  every  man's  duty  to  slay  him! 

Mabgrete. 
I  am  the  Queen;  I  command  you  to  depart! 

A  Voice. 

'Tis  Skule  Bardsson's  daughter,  and  not  the  Queen, 
that  speaks  thus. 

Another. 

You  have  no  power  over  life  and  death;  the  King  has 
doomed  him! 

Lady  Ragnhild. 

Into  the  church,  Skule!  For  God's  mercy's  sake,  let 
not  the  bloodthirsty  caiti£Fs  approach  you! 

Kino  Skule. 

Ay,  into  the  church;  I  would  not  fall  at  the  hands  of 
such  as  these.  My  wife,  my  daughter;  meseems  I  have 
found  peace  and  light;  oh,  I  cannot  lose  them  again  so 
soon!  [Moves  towards  the  chapel. 

Peter. 

[WithoiU,  on  the  right,]  My  father,  my  king!  Now 
will  you  soon  have  the  victory! 

Kino  Skule. 

[With  a  shriek.]     He!     He! 

[<SinA:«  down  upon  the  church  steps. 


THE  rBETEXDEIS 


tM  oomvcbI  roof! 


Ukr! 


\l.„„l,^iil  turn  it'/Uft.]     ^''.11— I  liftil  forgotten  vou ! 

Wli.r,. ..  .  .,ii,..  y..u  :- 

I'trr  Kii. 

|M  ./.«.;. I     Wli.n-  n  ill.-  Kiiit-i  liil.l  ? 

'III.'    ki.lK.lin.l? 

Kin.;  Skih.k. 
\si,irh  ../.  I     Wh.-ii..'  ..nil.-  y.iu,  I  ask? 

I'KTKll. 

|-.,...i  lll,„l.li,i.iiii,.r:  I  I...V.-  Kiv.ii  Banl  Briitlc  and 
111.-  \iiilii.-l^'s  l.<  know  tliiil  III.-  Kiii^-i-hild  lies  at  Elge- 
»..l.r  III  iiiKlil. 
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Kino  Skulev 
You  have  done  that!    And  now ? 

Peter. 

He  is  gathering  together  his  men,  and  they  are  hasting 
up  to  the  convent. — Where  is  the  King-child,  woman? 

Marqrete. 

[Who  has  placed  herself  before  the  church  door.]  He 
sleeps  in  the  sacristy! 

Peter. 

'Twere  the  same  if  he  slept  on  the  altar!  I  have 
dragged  out  St.  Olaf  s  shrine — I  fear  not  to  drag  out  the 
King-child  as  well. 

Ladt  Ragnhild. 
[CaUs  to  Skule.]    And  he  it  is  you  have  loved  so  deeply! 

Margrete. 

Father,  father!  How  could  you  forget  us  all  for  his 
sake? 

Kino  Skule. 

He  was  pure  as  a  lamb  of  God  when  the  penitent 
woman  gave  him  to  me; — 'tis  his  faith  in  me  has  made 
him  what  he  now  is. 

Peter. 

[Without  heeding  him,]  The  child  must  out!  Slay 
it,  slay  it  in  the  Queen's  arms, — ^that  was  King  Skule*s 
word  in  Oslo! 
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Marchete. 
Oh  shame,  oh  shame! 

Petes. 

A  saint  tni^ihl  do  it  unsinninf;.  at  my  father's  coi 
My  father  is  King:  for  (he  ^rcat  kin|i;'M-thouglit  i%  hi»' 


[Kjuurking  at  the  golr.]    Open!     Come  out.  you  and 
the  church' robber,  else  will  we  bum  Uie  convent  dow.  ^ 

KiN'Q  Skule.  ^M 

[A  s  if  levud  by  a  ttnng  rrtcAvtitm.l    Thie  ^^«st  Idcig'a- 

fli(tiif;lit !  'Ti^  that  has  poisnnfd  your  yoiinj,'  loving 
M.iil;  I'lm-and  i)liinicl.-ss  I  was  lo  pive  you  back:  'tis 
faith  in  nip  that  drives  v(ni  lliiis  wildlv  from  crime  to 
cririir.  from  (l<a<i!y  sin  lo  (iciully  sinl  "  Oh.  but  I  can 
save  you  yd:  I  can  save  us  nil!  {Calh  toward  the  hacb- 
ifrDiiiid.]  Wuit,  wait,  ye  townsmen  without  there:  1 
come! 

Mahchktk. 

[Srhhnj  /,/,■'  hand  in  Irrror.]     Mv  fattier!  what  wouM 
you  <lo.- 

I.AUV    llA(iN)[lLl), 

[Cli»-ji>nj  U,  him  irith  a  .ilmrh.]     Skulel 


[7V«)-,v  them  inroif  fn.m  him,  and  calls  nith  vild, 
radiant  ;(-//.]  l.iiosc  liitn.  lo<is.>  liini.  women;— now  his 
tliou^ht  puts  fortli  wings! 


^ 
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Kino  Skulb. 

[Firmly  and  forcMy,  to  Feteb.]  You  saw  in  me  the 
beaven-choaen  one, — him  who  should  do  the  gieat  king'a- 
work  in  the  land.  Look  at  me  better,  misguided  boy! 
The  rags  of  kingship  I  have  decked  myself  withal,  they 
were  borrowed  and  stolen — now  I  put  them  off  me,  one 
by  one. 

Peteb. 

[In  dread^    My  great,  my  noble  father,  q>eak  not  thus! 

KiNQ  Skule. 

The  king's- thought  ia  H&kon's,  not  mine;  to  him  alone 

has  the  Lord  granted  the  power  that  can  act  it  out. 

You  have  believed  in  a  lie;  turn  from  me,  and  save  your 

•oul. 

Pbteb. 
[/n  a  brolcen  voice.]    The  king's-thought  is  H&koo's! 


I  yearned  to  be  the  greatest  in  the  land.  My  God!  my 
God!  behold,  I  abase  myself  before  thee,  and  stand  as 
the  least  of  all  men. 

Peteh. 

Take  me  from  the  earth,  O  Lord !     Punish  me  for  all 

my  sin;    but  take  me  from  the  earth;    for  here  am  I 

homeless  now!  [SinJkx  doirn  upon  the  church  slept . 

Kino  Skule. 

I  had  a  friend  who  bled  for  me  at  Oslo.     He  said: 

A  man  can  die  for  another's  life-work;  but  if  he  is  to  go 
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OD  liTingi  hr  must  live  for  hU  own. — I  hftw  no  life-work 
to  live  for,  i  citlipr  can  1  live  for  HAkon's, — but  I  can  die 
for  it. 

Marghete. 


Nfty,  a»,y.  that  xhall  you  never  dol 


m 

k 

ic 

.]    Do  3«>u 


[Takei  her  'ler  trndtrlg.]    Do  jrou 

love  your  bu 


Better  tliM 


Y(Mi  cinil.i  cii.lim-  tliiit  111-  shoulil  (loom  me:  hut 
vc.xM  v(ju  iiImi  i-n.Iun-  tlial  In-  slumki  let  the  doom  be 
fulfilled  .- 

Mahcuktk. 

lAtTi]  of  lieaven.  j^ive  im'  slreiifjlh! 

Ki.Nt;  Skule. 
CoTil.l  yon.  yUirszTi-U-f 

.M.MlCiKKTE. 

[^oflh/  iiml  .shiieldrrhiti.]  No,  no— wc  should  have  to 
part, —  I  tiiuld  never  see  him  more! 

KiN<i  Skii.E. 

Y.iii  woiiM  -Inrken  Ihe  fi.insl  lisjht  of  his  life  and  of 
yimr-; — lie  at  [leace,  Marfjrete,- -  il  shall  not  be  needful. 
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Ladt  Raqnhild. 

Flee  from  the  land,  Skule;  I  will  follow  you  whither- 
aoever  you  will. 

KiSQ  Skule. 

[Shaking  his  head.]  With  a  mocking  shade  between 
U8? — To-night  have  I  found  you  for  the  first  time;  there 
must  fall  no  shade  between  me  and  you,  my  silent,  faith- 
ful wife; — therefore  must  we  not  aeek  to  unite  our  lives 
on  this  earth. 

SlQRID. 

My  kingly  brother!  I  see  you  need  me  not; — I  see 
you  know  what  path  to  take. 

Kino  Skule. 

There  are  men  bom  to  live,  and  men  bom  to  die. 
My  desire  was  ever  thitherward  where  God's  finger 
pointed  not  the  way  for  me;  therefore  I  never  saw  my 
path  clear,  till  now.  My  peaceful  home-life  have  I 
wrecked;  I  can  never  win  it  back  again.  My  sins 
against  Hakon  I  can  atone  by  freeing  him  from  a  kingly 
duty  which  must  have  parted  him  from  his  dearest  treas- 
ure. The  townsfolk  stand  without;  I  will  not  wait  for 
King  Hikon!  The  Varbselgs  are  near;  so  long  as  I 
live  they  will  not  swer\'e  from  their  purpose;  if  thiey  find 
me  here,  I  cannot  save  your  child,  Margrete. — See,  look 
upwards!  See  how  it  wanes  and  pales,  the  flaming 
sword  that  has  hung  over  my  head!  Yes,  yes, — God 
has  spoken  and  I  have  understood  him,  and  his  wrath 
is  appeased.  Not  in  the  sanctuary  of  Elgesaeter  will  I 
cast  me  down  and  beg  for  grace  of  an  earthly  king: — I 
must  into  the  mighty  church  roofed  with  the  vault  of 


no  moci'"* 

.KMbcr.    <«-"■%i«^-'^^'"'■"'- 


■ir. 

^""""'        .    1    To  w"' '"«•"• 

Ski*  Bi"l»f "  '"' 
„„  oil  i-Brtli- 


l,„„,,»  Ik' 
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KisQ  Skule. 

Sigrid,  my  faithful  sister,  greet  King  Hikon  from  me; 
tell  him  that  even  in  my  last  hour  I  know  not  whether 
he  be  king-bom;  but  this  I  know  of  a  surety:  he  it  is 
whom  God  has  chosen. 

Sigrid. 
I  will  bear  him  your  greeting. 

Kino  Skule. 

And  yet  another  greeting  must  you  bear.  There 
dwells  a  penitent  woman  in  the  north,  in  Halogaland; 
tell  her  that  her  son  has  gone  before;  he  went  with  me 
when  there  was  great  danger  for  his  soul. 

Sigrid. 
That  wUl  I. 

KiSQ  Skule. 

Tell  her,  it  was  not  with  the  heart  he  sinned;  pure  and 
blameless  shall  she  surely  meet  him  again. 

Sigrid. 

That  will  I.  [Points  towards  the  background.]  Hark! 
they  are  breaking  the  lock! 

Kino  Skule. 

[Points  towards  the  chapel.]  Hark!  they  are  singing 
loud  to  God  of  salvation  and  peace' 

Sigrid. 
Hark  again!    All  the  bells  in  Nidaros  are  ringing ! 
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Kisr,  Skule, 
[Sjnifc.»  mouTH/uUy.]    'IVy  are  rinp'riR  a  WnR  r«  his 
grave. 

Sinnin. 
Nay,  iin  V.  they  ring  for  your  Iruc  crowning !     Farewell, 

my  bfOlhtr.  ''  **- ' ■--    if  IiIckxI  fldw  wiilr  over 

your  sfaoiilfl  ,11  sin  Ix-  hiildcn.     <:o 

forth,  g»  int  I  tukt-  tin-  c-rwwn  of  life. 

[Haxlfn.  laitting  and  btU-ringing 

conlii  loi. 


I 


not  lo  break  1 

has  bill 

inibl'S 

M 

WUk 

Ki\<;  SKri.n. 

1  .„ii,.. 

Tun  'I'nWNSMKN. 

All,]  tlic  i-liur 

ili-r„l.l-T  iiiusl  omic  too' 
KiMi  Skii.k. 

Av.   Mir  .liiir. 
I'Kii:,..!      MvM 

■li-rohliiT  ^llilll  foiiie  too. 
.11.  arc  vou  rraJy? 

I'kikh. 

(Go„ 

°'"'° 

Ay.  f.illior.  I 

iini  r,-«,ly. 

[l.o'iks  tipiranh.]  ()  <;<i.|,  I  am  a  poor  man,  I  have 
Imt  itn  lifi>  ti>  1,'ivi';  Inil  (aki-  tliiil.  anil  keep  watch  over 
llakiiu'.-i  ;;R'at  kinfr'.s-thoaglil,— See  now,  Rive  nic  your 
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Peter. 
Here  is  my  hand,  father. 

Kino  Skule. 
And  fear  not  for  that  which  is  now  to  come. 

Peter. 
Nay,  father,  I  fear  not,  when  I  go  with  you. 

Kino  Skule. 

A  safer  way  have  we  two  never  trodden  together. 
[He  opens  the  gate;  the  Townsmen  stand  unthmU  with 
upraised  weapons.]  Here  are  we;  we  come  of  our  own 
free  will; — but  strike  him  not  in  the  face. 

[They  pass  out,  hand  in  hand;  tlie  gate  glides  to. 

A  Voice. 
Aim  not,  spare  not; — strike  them  where  ye  can. 

King  Skule's  Voice. 

*Tis  base  to  deal  thus  with  chieftains. 

[A  short  noise  of  weapons;  then  a  heavy  fall  is  heard; 
all  is  still  for  a  moment. 

A  Voice. 

They  are  dead,  both  of  them! 

[The  King's  horn  sounds 

Another  Voice. 
There  comes  King  Hikon  with  all  his  guard! 


I^h^^^l^l 

Ml 

THE  PHETENDEBS 
The  Crowd. 

[Acr^^H 

Hail  BAkon  HAkcHuson;  now  hare  >-ou 

no  looser  anjr^l 

OBEOORltm  JoHBSON. 

^B 

(Stop  c 

[£Ri»«  /A«  (Vntvn/  yarrf. 

DAOriNN. 

■ 

It  bad 
(CoOt  ml. 

been  ill  for  Norway  bad  you 
]    In  ken,  Kine  Hikoo! 

Hliox. 

come  aoooet.  ^^ 

[Stopping.]     The  Iw.Iy  lies 


If  Hakon  H&konsNon  would  po  forward,  he  must  pa? 
)ver  Skule  BirdssoD's  lK>dvI 


[Steps  vvcr  the  corpse  and  eumen  ii 

Dagkinn. 

At  last  v'lu  can  set  about  your  king's-work  with  fre 
hands.  In  ihtn-  arc  those  you  love;  in  Nidaros  ihcy  ai 
ringing  in  peace  in  the  land;  and  yonder  he  lies  who  wb 

your  direst  foe. 

HAkov. 
All  men  misjudged  him,  reading  not  his  secret. 
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Daofinn. 

His  MCKt? 

HIkon. 

[Seiut  him  btf  the  arm,  and  aayt  aqflly.]     Skule  Bird^ 

SOD  was  God's  step-child  on  earth;   that  was  the  secret. 

[Tlu  nng  <^  the  women  is  heard  more  loudly  from 

the  ehapel;  all  the  belie  are  etiil  ringing  in  Nidaroe. 


THB   NBW  YORk  I'l  111  ir  1  IHUARV 
miliSHENCII  DerARTMiuvr 
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